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EXPERIENCE OF LIFE.

CHAPTER I

I A not going to write a tale, not at least what is usually so called.
A tale is, for the most part, only a vignette, & portion of the great
picture of life, having no definite limit, yet containing one promi-
nent object, in which all the interest is concentrated. But this is
not a real representation of human existence. For one person
whose life has been marked by some very striking event, there are
hundreds who pass to their graves with nothing to distinguish the
different periods of their probation, but the changes whicli steal
upon them so naturally as scarcely to occasion a momentary sur-
prise. They hope and enjoy, they are disappointed and sad, but
no one points to the history of their lives as containing warning
or example. They are born unthought-of beyond their own im-
mediate circle, and die lamented only by a few ; and we pass over
their names in the obituary of the day with the same strange in-
difference with which we hear the aggregate amount of deaths in
a battle ; forgetting that for each individual soul in the vast mul-
titude there has been a special day of trial, a special providence
a(t]nd guidance, and there will be a special day of reckoning and
oom.

These thoughts have pressed much upon me of late, when looking
back upon my own life through a space of sixty years. Not that
I have any wish to write peculiarly about myself : my own history
is to be found in the history of others; for I am nearly the
youngest of a large family, It is of them I would speak, tracing
their course at the same time with my own, and that less with the
view of exciting great interest, than with the desire of describing
what must be the lot of hundreds similarly placed, and marking
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the snares into which we have fallen, and the blessings by which
we have beon supported.

I was born in the neighbourhood of a country town ; and in the
same neighbourhood the greater part of my life has been passed.
That will at once describe to many the style of society, the habits,
occupations, hopes, and enjoyments, which have from childhood
surrounded me. My grandfather was a banker, — one of a family
who, for nearly a century, had ‘carried on the same businessin the
town of Carsdale with credit and honour. Old Mr. Mortimer
(which is the appellation always associated with my recollections
of my grandfather) was a clear-headed, active, speculating man,
possessed of that peculiar kind of family pride which is almost
inseparable from our exclusive English notions of respectability.
He had no ambition in the common meaning of the word; no wish to
refire from business, and become an idle gentleman living upon his
own property. I doubt whether the offer of a baronetcy, or a peer-
age, would have raised any dormant longings for rank. His bank-
ing house was his estate, his unstained reputation and his monied
influence were his rank ; and when, as was often the case, he found
himself courted by persons of high position and eminence, their civi-
lities were received simply as the just tribute of respect which had
for years been paid to the respectability of the Mortimers of Carsdale.
With these feelings, it could scarcely have added much to his
f-complacency, when his youngest son, Herbert — my father —
isoon after entering the army, married the daughter of Sir Thomas
Vaughan, a Yorkshire baronet of ancient descent, but small pos-
sessions. I have heard that when one of his friends congratulated
him on the connection, my grandfather tapped the huge ledger,
which always was laid by his sidein his banking office, and coolly
taking a pinch of ‘snuff, said : ¢ Look back a hundred years; the
Vaughans have lost, the Mortimers have won ; which "have the
most reason to be prowd ?” Yet ho was pleased, I believe, that
my father should marry, for he was his favourite son. He had
but two children, and my grandmother had died soon after the
birth of Herbert: that was perhaps one cause of his great affec-
tion for him ; another might have been the peculiar character of
his elder son, Ralph — a character which, though it resembled his
own in many respects, still differed from it so much in one or two
essential particulars that I have often marvelled how it could have
been possible for two persons of such opposite views to work to-
gether as they did for many years. My uncle Ralph has borne a
memorable part in many incidents of our family history ; but I must
not speak of him at present.

‘Persons knowing litle of my grandfather have occasionally ex-
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pressed surprise that he should ever have allowed a son of his to
choose the army for his profession : but it is no matter of wonder
to me. He was devoted to Herbert, — entirely bent upon grati-
fying his wishes, and especially proud of his handsome face. The
mere thought of seeing him in his uniform would have been a
considerable inducement to consent ; but there was another and a
really strong motive. A brother of his own had been in the army,
and distinguished himself greatly. He was the hero of the small
portion of romance which was latent in my grandfather’s disposi-
tion ; and the idea that his son might one day revive the name of
Colonel Mortimer, was, I belicve, sufficient to overcome every
other objection. )

My father was ordered to a foreign land shortly after his
marriage. I have often heard my mother describe the effect which
the last interview between him and my grandfatber had upon
both; the strange presentiment of evil which hung over them,
and the warning which formed part of my grandfather’s last in-
junctions : — « Herbert, my boy, take care of your wife, and look
after your children, and, whatever happens, don’t be led by your
brother Ralph.”

It was a wise caution to give. My father was a person bywhom
it was peculiarly needed. At this distance of time I can look:
back upon his character, as it stands clearly forth from amidst thie
shadows of the past, and judge him— always I hope with filial
respect, yet truly and dispassionately. His faults do not seem now™
to belong to him. He has entered upon another, and I may
humbly trust, a better and %appier existence, and I can bear to

* retrace tho course of his probation here, even in its errors, sinco
I know that its end was peace. He was indolent; that I think
was his greatest defect. It does not seem a very serious one at
first sight ; but its consequences, when indulged, must, I am sure,
always be grievous. Yet it was not so mueh physical indolence.
He could endure fatigue, and at times encounter it voluntarily.
No one ever heard him complain of the hardships of & soldier’s
‘]jfe, or even say that he disliked them : — but he hated thought,
worry, effort of mind in any form, except it might be some
dreamy, imaginative abstraction, which with one degree of greater
energy might have made him poetical, but which, as it was, only
served to render his society soothing and softening, and therefore
to many agreeable. :

It was not agreeable to me ; but in mental temperament we were
far as the polef;\_a.sunder.

1 will not attenipy to describe each member of my family sepa-

BS .
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rately. It would be an endless task ; knowing them so thoroughly,
and having studied them so intimately, I should never be satisfied
with mere outlines ; and details are better discovered by facts than
by mere marration. I will try to give these in the best way that
T can; partly from early recollections of my own, partly from
letters and journals, which recall vividly the scenes and incidents
that might otherwise have long since been forgotten.

And I will begin by my first recollection of a settled home.
Carsdale is a straggling, ill-built, yet clean and rather picturesque
country town. It stands upon the brow of a hill, and commands
an extensive view of a woody valley, watered by a clear stream,
which, about twenty miles lower down, becomes navigable
for barges, lighters, and the smaller-sized trading vessels. There
are but two really respectable streets in Carsdale, — High Street,
of course, — there is a High Street in every town in England —
and Castle Street. They are built at right angles — High Street
horizontally ; Castle Street on the ascent to the ruins of the old
Norman tower from which it takes its name.

. In the intermediate spaces between these two principal thorough-
fares are a few lesser streets, some broad lanes, and many courts,
alleys, and passages, not worse, but I fear not much better, than
are to be found in the innumerable towns of a similar size and
description which cover the face of our country. My early home
was in the neighbourhood of Castle Street, on the road leading
from the town to the castle, and from thence to London. It was
a square, white house, bright with green Venetian blinds, a green
door, and a close green verandah. It stood back from the road in
a little garden, which had in front tiree oval flower beds, and a
gravel walk leading from the house door to the little entrance
gate. There was a strip of lawn also at the side, and a tiny kit-
chen garden at the back, which, however, was never known to
produce anything butiblighted currants and gooseberries, late as-
paragus, that had evidently outgrown its strength, and cucumbers,
which from some unknown cause always ran to seed before they
were pronounced eatable, There was a tolerable view from our
house, for it stood high, and the town was about half a mile dis«
tant to the left; but it could scarcely be called in the country, so
many little villas were congregated in the vicinity; whilst
the causeway, which passed in front of the garden, was the
regular promenade for all the gay trades-people of Carsdale on a
Sunday, and the habitual safe resort of nurses and children on
week days. A little exertion would have screened us from the
public view; but that was not an object of much value to my
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father, He liked to sit at the drawing-room window after church,
telling us who was going by, and perhaps relating some youthful
adventure, recalled by the sight of the friends of his childhood:
and my mother humoured him in every fancy, and even if she had
wished for more complete privacy, would have hesitated fo suggest
it. She was very gentle, yielding, and unselfish. I can less bear
to think and talk of her than of my father: I loved her so very
dearly, and her image, in its grace and beauty, comes before me
as a lovely picture, which I would fain keep in all its original
perfection. Not, I suppose, but that she had faults, or, at least,
failings. She had been bred up in an atmosphere of pride and
ultra refinement ; and although she was too kind and good to allow
her tastes to interfere with the duties of her position, she certainly
was not calculated to guide a family through the toils of life. She
was not a popular person. Rescrve of manner gave her often an
appearance of want of sympathy; and although no one could
justly have accused her of exclusiveness, there was an unconscious
superiority shown in her intercourse with the Carsdale society,
which threw many persons at a distance.

It is strange to me now to associate her with that homely little
white house on the Castle road, and the acquaintance and friends
who fill my early recollections. She could scarcely have been
prepared for them when she first married. My father had then
no idea of settling at Carsdale. He liked his profession, and
intended to follow it; and the handsome allowance made by my
grandfather  would have enabled him to do so with ease if his
family had been small. The circumstances which induced him to
change his plan, and the consequences resulting from them were
first understood by me when I was about thirteen years of age.
Some events and some conversations stamp themselves indelibly
upon the memory. At the very moment when they take place
we feel they can never be forgotten.

‘We were living in the white house, — Castle House as it was
called. We had been there about five years. Our family con-
sisted of seven children, —two boys and two girls older than
myself ; one boy and one girl younger. A series of misadventures
had befallen me from nry infancy. I had fallen out.of the nurse’s
arms,-and broken my arm, and injured my back so that I was
never able to walk far. I had been attacked with scarlet fever,
and reduced to such a state of weakness that my life was de-
spaired of. Hooping cough had followed upon the measles, and
left a delicacy of constitution which caused my health to be a
constant subject of anxiety. I was one of that numerous race

B3
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who are set apart from their earliest childhood for patient en-
durance. Very early I was taught to understand my lot; very
early also I learnt to be thankful for it. But it made me thought-
ful beyond my years, and at the age of thirteen I had begun to rea-
son upon-the events of life, and to read the character and ponder
upon the words and actions of the individuals with whom I was
“brought in contact. '
My elder brothers and sisters went to school. Vaughan and
Reginald to a grammar school, Caroline and Joanna to a day
school. Herbert and little Hester were kept at home. My
father made Herbert learn the Latin grammar, and thought he
educated him. My mother superintended my work and heard me
read French, and left to my own discretion whatever else I might
choose to study or teach ; for Hester was always considered my
-pupil, and a large portion of Herbert’s instruction also fell to my
share. This was the statc of our household at the period I have
mentioned.
I was sitting in the dining-room one morning after breakfast;
it was our school-room in fact, for the only apartment which
could have been strictly appropriated to that purpose was very
"small, and used by my father partly as a study and partly as a
dressing-room. I always liked the dining-room; for it had a
French window at the f\yn-ther end, opening upon the side lawn,
which gave me a pleasant feeling of being in the country ; and as
I sat by myself looking upon the ruins of the old castle, I could
always find amusement in thinking of its bygone history, and the
tales and legends associated with it. It was nothing to me then
that our dining-room carpet was faded from age and constant
wear; or that the walls were dingy, or the festooned chintz
curtains, of a creeping brown and yellow pattern, more shabby
than those of our neighbours. Home was really home in its
highest and purest sense; the Paradise of my brightest joys and
holiest affections, and my mother was the angel of goodness and
beauty who blended with it the charms of a higher existence.
There I sat on that morning, ensconced in the deep recess,
trying to master the confusion of names in the histories of the
" Persian kings, whilst Hester, then about four years old, seated on
a little stool at my feet, was learning a lesson in words of one
syllable. It was her favourite position; and I had become so
accustomed to it, that I used to fancy I could never learn my own
lesson properly, or understand what I was reading, unless I could
feel her little bead leaning against my lap, and from time to time
pass my hand over her glossy brown curls, and see her sweet,
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bright, little face looking up into mine, with its expression of

wondering respect for my superior wisdom. Herbert, I believe,

was with my father in his study; he was generally there for about
an hour in the morning.

We heard the garden gate shut; and Hester jumped up and ran
to the front window to see if any one was coming ; I don’t think
I looked up, for I cared little for visitors, and knew we were not
likely to be interrupted in our lessons. It is only uncle Ralph,”
said Hester, in a disappointed tone, “he has such a great heap of
papers.” “Never mind,” I replied rather quickly, “Uncle
.Ralph’s papers are nothing to you ; learn your lesson liko & good
child, and don’t move again.” Hester reseated herself, and we
went on with our occupations in silence. I heard my uncle’s step
as he went to my father’s study; and Herbert was sent away to
learn his lessons by himself. He looked into the dining-room
and told us that uncle Ralph had brought the November mist
with him—an expression which he had learnt from Reginald, but
which I thoroughly understood —and then ran away. I am sure
I had a presentiment of something untoward that morning, I felt
it so very difficult to fix my attention; in fact, the idea of the
November mist could not but be disagreeable. We always felt the
effects of these autumnal interviews, though we never knew
what caused them. '

It must have been nearly an hour before we were again dis-
turbed, for I know that Hester had said her lessons, and read,
and been sent into the garden to play, when the door of the
dining-room opened very hastily, and my father and uncle came
into the room together.

My uncle Ralph was what might be called a pleasant-looking
person ; he was tall and well made, and his face was handsome,—
full and round, like that of a man at ease with himself and with
the world ; he had a high forehead, rather receding, a bald head,
a clear blue eye, a smiling mouth ; and he had also that which is
a great charm to young people—a soft voice, and smooth, cordial
manner. His dress was always rather peculiar. He wore a blue
coat of an old-fashioned cut, which no one ever thought of per-
suading him to remodel, his cravat was tied in a bow, very neat,
but very odd. He had gaiters instead of boots, and very square~
toed shoes. Some might have called him, at first sight, a gentle-
man of the old school. To me, however, he was always the sharp,
determined, eager man of business of the ninetcenth century. As
far back as I can recollect, my impression of my uncle was of &

man to be feared ; and as I grew older the feeling strengthened.
B4
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. If he took notice-of me, I wondered what he was wishing to gain
by it ; if he left me to myself, I thought I must have displeased
him, and he would get me into disgrace. Whatever he said, I,
by degrees, learnt to suspect a secret reservation; whatever he
promised X was sure he could find some way of evading it. And
yet there was not a single action with which I was acquainted in
those early years that I could have entirely blamed. He had
such high-sounding, kind, plausible reasons for all he did, that
any person sitting in judgment upon him might have acquitted
him of intentional wrong. When he came into the dining-room
that morning, I withdrew myself further into the recess, hoping
to escape his notice. He saw, and nodded to me, but he was not
in a mood to honour me with more notice. The November mist
had plainly gathered over him, and over my poor father also.
They were wishing apparcntly to find some paper or letter, for
my father drew out a large tin box, which was kept in a closet by
the fireplace, and told me to go and ask my mother for the key.
I went, and returned almost immediately. My uncle stood with
his elbow on the mantelpiece.. My father knelt down and lifted
the box with difficulty to the table. I waited for a moment to
know if I could do anything else, and was then ordered to run
away. I went back to the recess, rather cross. “ Why,” I
thought, “did Uncle Ralph let papa have all the trouble, and not
offer to help him ?”

“1 can’t find it,” were the words which again withdrew my
attention from my book. They were spoken by my father, in a
tone of singular petulance. ‘Indeed,” replied my uncle, taking a
pinch of snuff; and he walked up to a little bookcase by the
side of the fireplace, and carelessly took down a volume from one
of the shelves. A sigh from my father followed; and it so in-
creased my irritation against my uncle that I deliberately closed
the book I was reading, and stood up, meaning to offer my help.
My father’s voice, however, stupped me. “It is no use arguing
the point, Ralph,” he said, “the letter is not necessary. You
know as well as I do what the sum was.” “Excuse me,” and my
uncle smiled, and showed a set of very white teeth; “we differ
upon the point. You say it is the interest of five and twenty
thousand pounds, which at four per cent. would be a thousand
a-year. I say it is the interest of twenty thousand.”

* . “Then why have I been deluded up to this time ?” exclaimed
my father ; “how comes it that I have received the interest of five
and twenty thousand for the last four years ?”

* “Nay, really, my dear fellow, indeed you must not ask me such
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a question ; brotherly affection, feeling, éverything would induce
me to cash your cheques when you drew them, though you might
go a little beyond the mark. Only when you demand as a right
what is clearly only a question of kindness, you must expect me
to be a little, a very little startled.” :

My father stood up, and impatiently kicking the box of papers
away, threw himself into an easy chair. '

“You must just let me recall the matter to your memory a
little more clearly, my dear Herbert,” continued my uncle, in a
tone which was quite paternal in its patient forbearance and con-
descension. “It is mow five years—five years, I think, pre-
cisely ? '

“Yes, yes,” interrupted my father, “go on !”

He had, I suspect, the same dislike which, in after years, I felt
myself to my uncle Ralph’s very long, candid, and exact state-
ments.

“Pardon me, you must give me time,” continued my uncle ;
“it is better at once to put the matter into a business-like form,
that there may be no future misunderstandings. Nothing can be
more painful than differences of opinion on such points between
relations.” My father sank back in his chair with a resigned air,
and my uncle went on. I cannot give his statements in his own
words, I did not understand them all at the time, and I have no
doubt they were involved in a mist of technicalities. But the
facts which I gathered from what was then said, and from after-
conversations upon the same subject, were to the following effect:
between four and five years previous, my grandfather, being in a
declining state of health, and anxious to have his favourite son
settled near him, had persuaded my father to sell his commission
and settle at Carsdale, under the promise of a considerable increase
of income to be enjoyed during my father’s life, and fifteen
thousand pounds, and possibly much more, in actual possession at

.y grandfather’s death. The question now at issue was as to my
father’s life income ; my uncle said it was the interest of twent;
thousand pounds, my father declared it was five and twenty. It
was a question seemingly easy of decision, but it was a family
matter ; there had never been any settled legal arrangements ; my
grandfather had, indeed, named the sum in a letter, the letter for
which my father had been searching; but beyond this he had
done nothing. All the arrangements had been confided to my
uncle Ralph. My grandfather soon afterwards fell into & state of
imbecility ; and my father’s indolence and habitual spirit of pro-
crastination induced him to trust entirely to my uncle, and take
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no step for the final settlement of the business. When he wanted
money he drew it, often to an extent beyond his just due, even if
that had been what he believed it ; for he was careless and profuse
both by nature and education. I doubt, indeec, if he ever kept
an account-book in his life; and but for my mother’s thought-
fulness, he might have spent double his income without pausing
to consider what he was about.

This state of things had gone on without interruption, as 1
before said, for more than four years. With such a large family,
even the fortune which my father deemed his own was only
enough to keep us in moderate comfort; and although there was
always a floating idea that we were to be rich when my grand-
father died, and to leave Castle House, and take a large place in
the country, and keep a number of servants, and horses, and
carriages, I suspect that the prospect to my mother became, year
by year, more and more indefinite. I know, at least, that she was
always checking our extravagant notions, and reminding us that
whatever might be our hopes for the future, we had only sufficient
for the necessaries of life at present.

From time to time I imagine little differences had arisen between
my father and my uncle, evidenced to the general life only by the
November mists; but such a settled fog of gloom as was visible
on this morning to which I refer, I had never before remarked.

My uncle having recapitulated the outlinc of the business facts
in the tone in which he would have read alecud a legal document;
marking the dates of different little incidents from the time the
arrangement was first proposed, so exactly, that I thought he must
have learned them by heart, turned t» my father with a smile of
quiet triumph, and said, “And now, wy dear Herbert, I should
like to hear what you have to bring -forward in reply.” My
father looked up, in surprise, and answered, “ You don’t touch the
point 1” I scarcely see,” replied my uncle, “what is to do so;
my poor father’s letter might be,an evidence of his intention, but
it could ‘give no legal claim; and, in fact, I fecl it would tell
against you. Eight hundred a year was what he always said to
me.” My father, without venturing to reply, began another search
in the box. “It is useless to vex yourself, my dear fellow,” con-
tinued my uncle; “these matters are easily settled between
brothers. I have only wished to show you that you are not quite,
not thoroughly exact; that, according to your own statement of
your claims, you have received more, I might say a good deal more,
than was actually due; and, therefore, if we come to a legal
question, which of course, however, we never shall, you might be
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rather a loser than a gainer.” My father sighed, my uncle con-
tracted his mouth into the proper expression of fraternal sympathy,
and went on: “I can quite cnter into your disappointment.
Eight hundred a year is not a large sum at the present moment ;
it involves some care in household matters. My good sister-in-
law I am afraid was not brought up to be economical. You
might, perhaps,—1I don’t say it with the least feeling of un-
kindness,—but you might, perhaps, have done better by marry-
ing a person more accustomed to superintend domestic matters ;
however ——” My father started up: “ Well, Ralph! we won’t
talk any more.” ¢ As you wish, it may be better not,” was my
uncle’s reply ; and he walked to the door, turning round, when he
had half opened it, to add, “ You must not inconvenience yourself,
my dear fellow. We shall make all straight in the end, I have
no doubt.” My father neither smiled nor spoke in reply; but
when he heard the front door close behind my uncle, he uttered
an ejaculation of thankfulness.

CHAPTER 1L

THE same afternoon I was sitting in a curious old-fashioned
apartment in a house at the lower end of the High Street of
Carsdale. It was the residence of my great-aunt, my grand-
father’s only sister, Miss, or, as she was commonly called, Mrs.
Sarah Mortimer. Aunt Sarah was my godmother. I had been
named after her; of course, therefore, I looked up to her with
respect. But without this species of traditionary re\ crence, aunt
Sarah could never have been considered as an ordinary person.
Her very appearance was again$t it. The slender, tall, though
bent figure, the face wrinkled with age, but so decided, clever,
and strikingly bencvolent in its expression ; with the dress of the
pattern of fifty years back, the rich, dark, silk gown, the handker-
chief neatly folded over the neck, the brown cloth mittens, the
exquisitely white cap, with not a crease of the lace frill out of
place ;—no, if I had not been aunt Sarah’s godchild, and as such
the recipient of her warnings and her counsels, I must have looked
upon her as a person apart from others.

She had lived by herself ever since the death of her parents;
at least, she had done so till within a fow years of the period to
which I refer, when, a fall having rendered her even more infirm
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than might have been expected at the age of seventy, she engaged
a lady to reside with her as a companion. Aunt Sarsh’s life was
always described as having been uneventful ; its one great sorrow
being the death of her brother, Colonel Mortimer: but in con-
versing with her, I always felt that outward circumstances do not
form the history of existence.

In pursuing her even course, she had lived far more earnestly,

and to a far higher purpose, than hundreds who have been held up
to the world’s admiration as heroines of fortitude and energy ; and
there was something peculiarly touching in the deep, silent love
80 common, that it was scarcely thought of or remembered, which
clung to her brother’s memory through years of loneliness, and
gave the charm of a woman’s feeling to a character which was
masculine in its strength of will and vigour of action.
- After the death of her mother, aunt Sarah was offered a home
with my grandfather ; but the offer was made for her comfort,
not for his, and she declined it. Her spirit was too independent for
the restraint which such a position involved, unless she had been
upheld by a sense of duty.

So she resisted the offer of companionship and remained in her
former home, the dark, red brick house, with stone facings, and a
few evergreens in front, at the bottom of the High Street.

There was always a romance to me, as a child, about aunt
Sarah’s house, and about her life also. I never could understand
how she passed her time, or what pleasures she had, or how she
had any money to live upon. Yet she kept three servants —an
old housemaid, and a still older cook, and a kind of half gardener,

~ half butler, whose age might have been dated from the antediluvian
world.

‘What the servants did was as great amarvel as anything. Such
a very long stone passage led to the kitchen, and such a range of
out-of-the-way offices lay beyond it, they seemed to be quite cut off
from the rest of tho house. And there was always some secret
brewing, or baking, or washing going on, or some repast with an
unknown name to be provided; for, of course, three servants
with nothing else to do, had no resource except to eat, and five
meals & day was the ordinary allowance—breakfast at eight,
luncheon at eleven, dinner at one, tea at four, and supper ateight.
The domestic arrangements of that household were mysteries
which no experience of after years has enabled me to fathom ;
only I know that no dinners were ever so niccly dressed as aunt
Sarah’s, that the home-made bread was a delicacy, the equal of
which I can never expect to taste again ; that the roast chicken
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and mashed potatoes, which I always chose when I was asked
what I would have for dinner, seemed to have a peculiar flavour,
not to be met with elsewhere ; and that the Oliver biscuits, in thg
small, deep, old china dessert plates, were to my belief then never -
bought at any shop in Carsdale, for I very often tried to find them
out, and never could succeed in procuring any which were exactly
similar.

My mother was not very well that afternoon, and had sent us
for a walk with the servant, and as there was shopping to be done,
we went into the town. I was not in a very happy mood, for I
was disappointed at not being with my mother, and I was sure
too that something was vexing her. Shehad spoken to me rather
impatiently, which she scarcely ever did unless when sorely tried
by home annoyances, and had complained of headache, to which I
knew she was not at all subject. Being in Carsdale, it was right
to go and see aunt Sarah; it would have been a treasonable
offence to neglect such a common mark of respect ; so we passed
down the hot, steep Castle Street, and, casting furtive glances at
the large house, with numerous closed windows, adjoining the
bank, where my grandfather waslingering out his last days in quiet
unconsciousness of care, turned, as if by instinet, into High Street,
and stopped at my aunt’s door.

We entered the house without knocking or ringing at the street
door. It was a licence accorded to our superior good conduct,
for we were always particularly well behaved in aunt Sarah’s pre-
sence, and I do not remember that even a scramble for caraway
comfits, or a game of ball with oranges, ever led us beyond the
bounds of sober satisfaction.

My aunt often used to pat our heads, and say we were quiet,
good children ; but I never liked the expression, for it touched
my conscience, and gave me an impulse to confess that we were
often noisy and naughty at home. She was very pleased to see
us when we walked into the room, after duly tapping at the door
of the parlour, where she was sitting ; the drawing-room being
never used except on state occasions. Miss Cole, her companion,
a gentle, lady-like person, about five and thirty years of age, had
been reading & paper in the Spectator, whilst my aunt diligently
k.mtted. The paper was just finished, so that we were no interrup-
tion ; and I dare say Miss Cole was not at all sorry to be released
from her Quty, and allowed to refresh herself by a little walk in
the narrow strip of garden behind the house, for the sun poured
in at the windows, and the room was very warm. As usual, we
‘were asked a good many questions, and were regaled with a piece
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of home-made cake, and Herbert and Hester found amusement for a
congiderable time in the ornaments upon the mantelpiece, particu-
Yarly in the figure of the old monk, who acted as aunt Sarah’s baro-
meter, and always put his cowl on his head when it was going to
rain, and the wonderful pig made of Indian rubber, to say nothing of
the tiny wax dolls who danced on the wires of the old harpsichord,
whilst I played “Little Bo-peep” to them. These were never-
tiring delights to them ; but I had advanced rather beyond such
pleasures ; and when aunt Sarah, having exhausted all her powers
of amusement, suggested that they should go and finish the shop-
¥ing that was to be done, and that I shounld stay with her and rest,

was quite pleased at the distinction. I was always old for my.
age, and on that day my mind had certainly made a shoot. An
incipient dread of my uncle Ralph had grown into positive dislike,
and a misgiving that my father and mother were not always
happy, into a determined resolution of finding out what was amiss,
and never resting till I had done something to help them. These
thoughts were so much in my mind that when I sat down on the
window-seat by aunt Sarah’s arm-chair, and began to watch the
people passing along the street, instedd of amusing myself with
their dress, or way of walking, or wondering what they were
saying to each other, as they stopped to hold a few moments’ con-
versation, the question which most frequently suggested itself was,
“had they an uncle Ralph to worry them.” Aunt Sarah went on
with her knitting, not troubling herself to talk to me; we were
accustomed to this kind of silent sociability, and I was always too
fond of following my own ways quietly to wish for notice.—We
did talk at last, however, and I began, after having surveyed for
some minutes an old beggar woman, who was nearly sinking
under the weight of a basket shc was carrying. ¢ Aunt Sarah,
how old are you ?” ¢ Seventy, child, my last birth-day ?” ¢ .And
how old is uncle Ralph ?” ¢ Forty-five the last 17th of November.”
1 suppose I sighed, for my aunt’s next question was : “ What is
the matter ?” “I wish you were uncle Ralph, and that uncle
Ralph were you, aunt Sarah,” I replied. “Don’t talk nonsense,
child ; what good would that do you?” Therc was no severity
in aunt Sarah’s tone, though there was a little abruptness in her
words, and I answercd boldly, «I should like you to have the
good many years to live, and not uncle Ralph.” My aunt turned
round suddenly, and looking at me keenly, through her large
gilver-mounted spectacles, cxclaimed, “ What’s in the child’s head
now ?”  The quickness startled me, and I murmured out some-
thing about her being so kind; but I did not like the sentence,
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for I felt it was an evasion, and after a moment’s pause, I
added, “We don’t like uncle Ralph as we do you, aunt Sarah, and
we never go to sec him,”  “The way of the world,” muttered my
aunt, shaking her head, “what they can get, that's it.” «I
shouldn’t like uncle Ralph for what I could get ever,” I ex-
claimed, rather indignantly. Wait till you are tried, child,”
answered my aunt, and a peculiar smile came over her face, a sort
of internal smile which just curled the corners of her mouth, but
did not give the least brightness to her eye, and died away in a
sigh. I began to think she was displeased, for she sat for several
minutes after this thinking and not working ; and I tried again
to amuse myself by gazing out of the window; but the uncon-
querably pertinacious spirit, which was one of my distinguishing
characteristics in those early days, made me pursue the subject
even at the risk of getting into disgrace.

“Is uncle Ralph rich ?” was my next question. “That's as may
be,” was my aunt’s prudent answer; “take what you have, Sally,
and don't trouble yourself about what doesn’t concern you.”
“ But it does concern us,” I replied, “because if uncle Ralph is
rich he might give papa some more money.” My aunt put her
hand on my shoulder, and holding me with a grasp which gave
double effect to her energetic words, said: “ Listen to me, child,
and when I am dead and gone, remember what I say. Don't be
a burden upon any one: you have head and hands, use them.”
“But uncle Ralph ought to help; he ought to give papa money
if he is rich,” I exclaimed angrily, for I felt as if my aunt’s words
were in some indirect way an imputation upon my father. “Never
mind uncle Ralph, child; if he has money, that is no business of
yours ; let him have it, but never be too proud to work.” ¢ No,
indeed,” I replied, eagerly; “if I could work ; if I might do any-
thing for poor papa.” “Very well,” and my aunt patted my head
approvingly ; “only keep to it, and when you are a grown-up
woman look to yourself, and never be a burden, and remember
aunt Sarah.”

Miss Cole came into the room just then with our nurse and the
children, and the conversation was stopped, but its effects re-
mained. “Look to yourself, and never be a burden,” I repeated
to myself, as I put on my bonnet to go. I tried to understand all
that the words meant, but I had only an indistinct impression.
They gave me, however, a brave, determined, independent feeling,
such as one might imagine to inspire a soldier with courage on
the eve of a battle. I fancied them my motto, and Iliked to think
they could apply to me.
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A mere mockery they might have seemed to any one who
looked at my thin, sallow face and slight figure; but my aunt
Sarah understood me. : v

CHAPTER III

As I wrote the last few sentences, I thought to myself, how very
worldly that kind of advice and resolution will appear to many
people — how proud and self-confident: but I do not think it
would be a fair judgment to pass. The quality of advice depends
very much upon the person from whom it proceeds: that which
would be pride in one case is only proper energy in another. My
aunt Sarah was a Christian to the fullest extent of that all-com-
prehensive title ; old-fashioned indeed in some of her notions,
prejudiced against what she imagined innovation, but humble,
devoted and self-denying, to an extent which I have only lately
begun to understand and appreciate. Some of the best and
truest lessons of the “wisdom that cometh from above” were
learnt by me from her lips, and even as a child I never for an
instant imagined that when she endeavoured to rouse my spirit,
and inspire me with confidence in my own powers, she ever
meant fo put aside that first basis of all right exertion, trust in
Him who alone can make it prosper.

Her short, sharp maxims of worldly policy were therefore never
misleading, for I learnt insensibly to give them their due check
and counterpoise. Even if she had never said anything directly
bearing upon the subject of religion, the very sight of her
reverent manner, when I read with her, as I frequently did, the
Psalms for the day, would have been sufficient to impress me with
deep seriousness. She always stood at those times, her hands
folded together, and her eyes never moving from the page before
her. Not that the book was necessary as a guide. She could
repeat the greater part of the Psalms by heart, and always knew
those which were appointed for each day. I never now read the
Psalms for the eighteenth morning of the month, without thinking
of her.  They wepe her great favourites, and it was with a
touching golemnity of feeling that she would follow my voice in 8
deep whisper, as I read aloud the words of the Psalmist, « The
days of our age are three score years and ten, and though men be
so strong that they come to four score years, yet is their strength



TH® EXPERIENCE OF LIFE, 17

then l’aut labour and sorrow, so soon passeth it away and we are -
one.”

& Aunt Sarah’s influence was certainly more important to me
than any other at that time, and for many years after. It would
be tedious to relate all the incidents of those childish days, even
if I could remember them. Those I have mentioned have been
selected, because, although trifling in themselves, they stamped &
definite impression upon my, as yet, unformed character, which I
can trace to this hour. From that period I began to watch more
narrowly the course of our domestic affairs, and even in a
measure to understand them. No great changes, indeed, followed
the conversation which had so awakened my suspicions of evil.
My brothers and sisters continued at school, and we kept the same
number of servants, and lived very much in the same style as
before, professedly careful, but really the reverse ; but through all
1 could see that my mother was uneasy. Every now and then I
caught accidentally the last words of private conversations be-
tween her and my father, the burden of which was, almost
invariably, economy. My brother Reginald, the careful member
of the family, a shrewd, clever boy, about a year older than
myself, was generally sent to the bank with my father’s cheques;
because, for some unknown reason, my father never would go
himself, though the walk into the town might have seemed a
pleasant occupation for an idle man. Reginald was careless of
reproof, and endowed with a most indomitable will, yet he seldom
returned from these money errands without declaring to me in
private, that nothing should induce him to go again: the bank
was such a dingy hole, and the clerks were so awfully sour, and
uncle Ralph so repellin%with his short “hem !” and his frowning
forehead and hasty ‘There, run away, boy, and don’t come
again.” Some one else should ‘go next time. But when “next
time” came, the “some one else” was not to be found, and
Reginald still undertook the unpleasant business. My grand-
father lingered in a state of second childhood much longer than
any one anticipated. Naturally he must have had a very strong
constitution, and I think all of us, except myself, inherited it.

My uncle Ralph, with the help of a partner, managed his business
and lived in the same house, a sufficient excuse for the ¢ir-
cumstance to which I had referred in my conversation with aunt
Sarah, that we were never invited to visit him. There is some-
thing peculiarly startling to children in' the sight of imbecility.
Age is always associated in their minds with revereuce, and
neither my father nor mother were willing to run any risk of

c
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shocking us by an interview with my poor grandfather, which
my uncle always declared could not be guarded against, if we
were ever admitted to the house. Doubtless, if my yncle had
been fond of children, he would have found some way of seeing
us alone, for the house was large and rambling ; and that part of
it appropriated fo my grandfather was separated from the other
rooms by a long passage, and there was besides & garden at the
back, where my grandfather was never seen except at stated
times ; but there were always objections, and no one thought of
obviating them, and so we lived on totally apart, except on the
occasion of my uncle Ralph’s business visits to my father. During
this time my two elder sisters were completing their education at
a very tolerable school in Carsdale, where they were allowed as a
favour, and in consideration of a long-standing family dcquaint-
ance, to attend as day-boarders. I must own, I often envied
them. It scemed as if it must be so pleasant to work with other
girls with the stimulus of emulation, and the hope of at length
excelling. I plodded on by myself, and; I can believe now, learnt
what I did attempt much more thoroughly than I should have done
at school.

But my sisters were then, to my eyes, prodigies of skill and
accomplishment. Caroline, who was four years older than my-
self, was remarkable for a peculisr kind of prudential clever-
ness, which, if she had been thoroughly well educated, might
have been turned to very good account. I never knew any
one who could seize the difficult points of an intricate question,
and make doubtful cases as clear and convincing as she could.
Hers was a mind which seemed to watch and understand all that
waes going on, and know exactly what every one meant, or was
wishing for. She could ealculate to a nicety the effect of her
own words, and could always prophesy the line of conduct which
her companions would pursue. She was not accomplished, or
elegant, or pretty, or really well-informed, yet, by some mar-
vellous tact, she managed to pass for all. Whatever she wore was
8o well chosen and so neatly put on, that one forgot in the good
taste of the dress any personal defects in the wearer. Whatever
she aaid was brought forward at such a happy moment, that it
had twice the wvalue of an ordinary observation. She never
hazarded anything, If she sat down to the piano, she played &
‘merry country danee or quadrille, and people said, *“Miss Mor-
timer's music was so inspiriting, it was quite a treat.” - If she
drew, she copied some good pencil drawings, and was praised for
her bold style; if she yentured upon points of history or general
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literature, she was certain to have made herself quite mistress of
the facts connected with them before she ventured to allude to
them; or, if they were brought forward in general conversation,
she was judiciously silent, till enough had been gathered from the
remarks of other persons to allow of her offering a safe, general
observation, which implied that she knew all that was to be
known. I do not remember ever to have heard her confess
herself ignorant upon any subject, or make s single remark which
could be turned to ridicule.

My mother was not in the least able to cope with a character
like this. She was so affectionate, simple, straightforward, and
humble-minded, that I am quite sure she not only did not
understand Caroline, but she was afraid of her. We all, indeed,
had a habit of deferring to her; and this may, perhaps, have
increased the great fault of her disposition, selfishness. Some
charaeters expand, but never rise; others rise, but never expand.
The former are clever and useful, but worldly; the latter are
earnest and devoted, but narrow and superstitious. Caroline
belonged to the former class. She had no high aims or motives,
and though she would allow of their existence, it was always
with a smile at their delusiveness. I believe she set out in life,
in her life at school even, with a determination of making her
way by herself and for herself, and unquestionably she succeeded,
a8 regards this world, entirely.

Joanna was in all respects unlike Caroline. Outward appear-
ance must always have an effect upon character, and I have
sometimes amused myself by fancying what my two elder sisters
would have been, if Caroline had possessed Joanna’s decided
beauty, and Joanna been gifted only with Caroline’s sturdy com-
pact figure, and square, intelligent features. For Joanna was
beautiful from childhood : her long fair curls, and transparent
complexion, and brilliant blue eyes, began the work of mischief,
I have been tald, at four years old, when she used to stand before
“the glass and say “ pretty.” My father and mother, all of us in-
deed, were so proud of her, I can never wonder at the faults
which showed themsclves as she grew up. From my earliest
years I was an enthusiastic admirer of beauty. One of my pe-
culiar pleasures in being with my mother was the delight I took
in looking at her sweet face; and Joanna was more than pretty—
she really was lovely. Her figure, too, was good; and her manners
were very agreeable, when she could be kept quiet and free from
self-consciousness : that spoilt her very much, but she shewed

less of it at home than when in society. I could eee but few de-
c2
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fects in her in those days, though she was as remarkable for want
of tact as Caroline for possessing it. She was variable, and
moody, and fond of excitement, and exceedingly alive to the
opinion of the world, and fearful of being unfashionable or defi-
cient in style or manner; but she was lively, affectionate, and
open-hearted, and I loved her too well and too humbly to think
of blame. .

Caroline and Joanna were seventedn and eighteen when they
left school. It was Caroline’s own wish to remain as long as her
sister. I think school must have been an excitement to her, and
that she did not wish to go through the ordeal of a twelvemonth’s
recluse life before she went into society. She was anxious to
step from the school-room into what, for her, was the gay world,
at once; .and though the expense which the arrangement involved
was a matter of serious importance, Caroline’s influence was so
great that it was agreed to without much difficulty. I cannot
help smiling when 1 think what our notions of society were then.
We had never known anything of it except at Carsdale ; and
there it was limited almost entirely to the residents in the town.
My father’s- indolence, and my mother’s wish to be economical,
prevented them from enlarging their acquaintance; and our in-

“tercourse with our country neighbours was carried on by yearly

or half-yearly morning visits, which brought with them neither
pleasure nor profit beyond the excitement of a drive in an open
fly to any of us who were allowed to go. My mother’s family I
always understood were persons of rather a fashionable cast, but
they were all married, and dispersed in different parts of the
world; and I never heard anything of them, except by occasional
letters. Some of these did now and then give us an idea of a dif-
ferent style of amusement from the dulness of Carsdale dissipa-
tions; but we were all contented with our lot there: the least
event was a novelty, and I believe Caroline and Joanna looked
forward with as much interest tortheir first evening party, given
by Mrs. Blair, the wife of a physician in Carsdale, as if it had
been & prelude to the delights of a London season.
* I am afraid there was no simplicity in this. Simplicity cannot
be a question of large or small rooms, costly furniture or plain,
splendid entertainments or homely ones. The daughter of a
nobleman may be simple in the midst of luxury, and the daughter
of alawyer or a clergyman full of pretension in a home of only
ordinary comfort.

There may be greater risk in the one position than in the other,
but even upon this point I have learnt to be sceptical ; or at least
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to inquire whether when the Bible warns us of the danger of
riches, it does not include the easy opulence of respectability, as
well as the extravagant refinement of the highest classes.

- Certainly my experience of Carsdale society did not lead me
to suppose that homeliness was necessarily unpretending; or that
an education, without accomplishments, must form a strong, sen-
sible character. But this is merely forestalling, the opinion of
after years. Af the time of which I am writing I thought little
upon any subjects of that kind. The period was very important
to me, but from a cause totally unlike that which gave it interest
to my sisters— I was preparing for confirmation.

What first made me think seriously about religion I cannot
tell. Is it not indeed a deep mystery why and how the mercy of
God vouchsafes to waken us, either early or late, to a sense of the
true end of existence? Perhaps illness had rendered me thought-
ful; perhaps my frequent visits to aunt Sarah had insensibly in-
spired me with something of her own ecarnestness; or, possibly,
the insight into family cares, which I had attained, had darkened
what would otherwise have been my brilliant expectations of the
future. I do not know how all this was; but I am sure that at
that time religion was not the governing motive of my family.
My dear mother, indeed, was an exception, but she was so re-
served that it was with difficulty she could bring herself to speak
upon the subject even to her children, and her natural timidity of
character often, I suspect, made her yield to the wishes of others
against her better judgment. We went to church twice every
Sunday, and had family prayers every morning; in the évening,
for some reason I could never understand, it was not considered
practicable, When we were little children we said our catechism
and collects to my father on a Sunday evening, and looked at the
pictures in an old family Bible; but beyond this we had little
direct instruction.

I believe myself that, humanly speaking, it was from aunt
Sarah I derived all my deeper feelings of this kind. .Amongst
other things I remember being particularly struck with the care
she took to enable Miss Cole to attend the Wednesday and Friday
services, in Carsdale Church, though she was a great deal too
infirm to go herself.

There is something in every household to which all other ob-
jects or pursuits must give way. In aunt Sarah’s it was religion.
It was impossible to be long with her without discovering it, and
this sort of deference in action was infinitely more impressive
than any words.

03
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' .My brothers and sisters felt it as well as myself, though in a
less degree. Caroline who always laughed at what she called
over-strictness, used to declare that aunt Sarah had trained even
her canary bird to keep quiet on its perch when the Bible was
" brought out. :

Aunt Sarah was certainly the person who sympathised the
most openly with the feelings which the thought of my confirma-
tion excited in me. For several weeks I went regularly to be
examined by Mr. Benson, the rector, on which occasion I answered
g:lt:lﬁons from the catechism, and listened to a set of lectures ad-

ssed to me, in common with the other candidates for confir-
mation. But Mr. Benson was an old man, who had never been
accustomed to interfere in any way with the better class of his
parishioners, and when my mother first introduced me to him,
particularly, before my examination, I remember he offered at
once to give me a ticket, saying he was sure that the child of
such admirable parents must be well prepared. It was from my
own choice that I attended the confirmation classes, as they were
called, for I was determined to gain all the instruction I could.
My mother said, in her quiet way, that she should be glad for me
10 go; but aunt Sarah warmly approved of my determination,
and used to make me dine with her every day after I had been to
Mr. Benson’s, that she might hear all he had said, and give me a
little help from her own experience. Such curious, pithy pieces
of advice I received from her at those times! I wish I could
remember them in her own words; but they worked themselves,
a8 it were, into my mind, and became so much a part of myself
that I cannot now separate them from the opinions formed from
my own knowledge of life. “Order, child, that is the main
thing,” she used sometimes to say to me. *“Seek ye first the
kingdom of God; first in time, first in place. The world is in a
tangle; God means us to put it straight: he tells us how; if we
won't listen, it will be in a tangle all our lives,” :

This notion of order was a very favourite one of hers. She
was wonderfully neat, not merely from taste but principle; for
she was a deep thinker in her juaint way; and I really believe
seldom even folded up a handkerchief*to put it aside in her’
drawer, without some allusion in her own mind to what she called
the typical meaning of this necessary. daily duty.

I am not orderly myself, though I am an old maid ; it is not in
my nature; but I know I should have been much worse if it had
‘apt-been for aunt Sarah’s injunctions : and certainly, as regards
‘the:mind, I have been struck constantly with the wonderful as-
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sistance which the principle of seeking the kingdom of God first
affords in deciding questions apparently belonging only to this
world. ‘ , i

CHAPTER IV.

THE day of my confirmation was the day of Mrs. Blair’s ball, my
sister’s first party. There was a very odd medley of feeling and
occupation in our house on that morning. The confirmation was
not set aside or forgotten, for in its way it was almost as great an
excitement as the ball. The Bishop was to have luncheon at Mr.
Benson’s; and Herbert and Hester stood at the drawing-room
window nearly an hour after breakfast to watch for his carriage.
A great many persons, whose children were to be confirmed,
were expected from the country, and my mother thought it a
good opportunity of showing attention easily ; and therefore pre-
pared a sort of cold dinner, which might save our servants trouble,
and allow of any chance visitors being invited. Her notions-
were very simple, but Caroline and Joanna were determined that
if their friends did come they should find everything in proper
style. They arranged the dishes on the table themselves, and
not only gathered every flower in the garden to fill a glass vase
for the centre, but even made interest with aunt Sarah’s old
Richard to send a few choice roses. It was with great difficulty
that I was allowed to remain quietly in my own room. I do not
think I should hgve been but for the interposition of little
Hester, who always had an instinct as to my wishes, and per-
suaded Carolie and Joanna that she could make a much better
waiting-woman than I could, because I was so soon tired.

I remember listening, as I stood at the door of my little bed-
room within the nursery, to the unusual noises in the house,
the rushing up and down stairs, the raised voices, the clatter
of trays and glasses, and plates, the roll of the carriages driving
into the town, and feeling very disturbed and uncomfortable.
Certainly the world was, as aunt Sarah had said, in a tangle,
and how was I to put it right? I shut my door and sat'down
to read for a quarter of an hour, before I put on my: things
to go to church. In whatever state the world might g:, there
was no doubt that my first duty was order in my own mind. .
Whilst I was thus engaged my mother came into the room. She:

o4 ;
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wanted to know if X was ready. She wished to go early, she
said, for there were one or two things wanting for dinner, and
ghe must order them as we went into the town. I suppose
something in my countenance showed that this sort of business
proceeding was not quite in accordance with the tone of my
mind, for she stopped in the middle of a sentence, and said that
she would not trouble me just then about such things, only I
must be ready soon. And then she produced a very prettily
bound Prayer Book, such as had been given to my sisters on
their confirmation, and offered it to me with a most fond kiss,
and & whispered prayer that God would bless me and make me a
good child. This was all I desired from her at that moment. I
could not have talked to her even if she had given me the oppor-
tunity. I was contented to know that she had an especial
thought for me in the midst of the bustle of the day; and after
thanking her with tears in my eyes, I began to prepare for
church. As I went down stairs I heard my mother call Caroline
aside and ask whether Fanny, the parlour maid, could not go
into the town for what was wanted; but Caroline negatived the
jdea instantly, and said that Fanny was wanted a hundred ways
at home, and that there would be quite time enough to go to a
few shops before church; so my dear mother yielded, as she
almost always did, to Caroline’s decided will.

+ How very little I understood what was passing in my own
mind that morning! At the time it seemed as if I was in a per-
plexing dream, struggling to retain certain feelings which were
constantly escaping from me. I liked seeing the town full; and
Iwas interested in going into the shops, and hearing orders given
for unusual things, and I felt a consciousness of being noticed as
about to take part in a ceremony in which every one I met was
interested ; my white dress and straw bonnet, with new white
ribbons, marking me out as one of the children to be confirmed.
And yet in the midst of all this distraction and even vanity, I was
very much bent upon collecting my thoughts, and sadly distressed
when I found myself wandering from my confirmation vow to the
question, ‘how all the people who were expected at luncheon
would manage to find room in our small dining-room. My father
joined us at the church door, and patted my shoulder affec-
tionately, and then took me into the church, and placed me
where he could seé me. I hoped I should have been quiet theére
at least, but I wagnot; the same confusion of ideas followed me,

. and the service was, what the preparation had been, a struggle in
wiiich I believed myself utterly to have failed. Yet, no,—I will
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not say that entirely. Even then, though grievously vexed with
myself, something in my own heart told me that I had not failed.
X was in earnest, heartily in earnest. I had entered upon the
battle of life, and I was resolved, through God’s assistance, that,
cost what it might, I would bear myself bravely to the end.

Doubtless strength was then given to that feeble but steadfust
resolve, however, little I could at the moment perceive it.

My father and mother walked home with me. Numbers of persons
came up to us, and I was asked again and again whether Thad been
confirmed ; the inquiry being generally followed by the hope that
my mother and sisters would be at Mrs. Blair’s party. I kept
close to my mother’s side, and was very silent, and tried to say
over to myself part of the 119th Psalm, which I had lately been
endeavouring to learn; but I think I envied my sisters a little,
and felt as if they were more free to do as they chose than
myself. o

yWhen we reached home my father and other gave me s kiss,
and said they liked going to church with me, and that they were
sure I should be a good girl ; and then my father strolled into
the garden to see who was coming up the road, and my mother
went to the dining-room to observe how the luncheon had pro--
gressed during her absence. The house-bell rang fourteen times
in the course of the following half hour. Herbert counted the
number, and would havé come to my room to tell me of it if
Hester had allowed him. But she had constituted herself my
guardian, and was determined, she said, that I should not be
teased. So I was allowed to remain by myself, and when luncheon
was ready, and my father sent to me to come down, Hester
curried him a petition that I might have some cold chicken taken
up to me, and presently brought it to me herself, and spread a
cloth on a little table, and waited upon me as carefully and
silently as if I had been really her mistress. At other times
she would have talked and laughed incessantly ; for she was the
merriest-hearted child I ever met with, but she had infinite tact,
and saw in & moment that it was my wish to be quiet. I am
afraid it was a wish of duty more than inclination. I should
have liked very much to see the luncheon, and I thought to.
myself several times what a cheerful party there must be down
stairs, but I felt that it would do me harm to be with them, for it
would untone my mind, and I could not bear the thought of
placing myself voluntarily in the way of temptation.

That one slight self-denial I have often thought upon with
great gratitude; because I am sure its effects were not slight. It
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gave me what, I'suspect, we all want more almost than anything
else at the beginning of life — a consciousness of moral strength ;
and with strength came hope and happiness. I went down stairs
when luncheon was over ; my father wished it ; but I had set
myself apart in my own mind, by my hour’s solitude, and the im-
pression remained with me as a safeguard, when I was obliged to
return to common life. Our visitors did not stay very late. The
greater number had several miles to go before they reached home.
One elderly lady, however, remained at my mother’s request. She
was engaged to be at Mrs. Blair's party, and having been offered
@ geat in a friend’s carriage had come into the town early, and
did not quite know what to do with herself all the afternoon.
She was a cheerful, talkative’ person, very good-natured, and not
requiring any effort for her entertainment. If she had been at
all stiff, I really think my mother would never have summoned
courage to press her to stay, for she was quite tired herself with
the unusual efforts of the luncheon-party, and extremely nervous
at the prospect of the evening.

Miss Cleveland saw this, and would not let her remain in the
drawing-room to talk and be civil, as she said, but sent her away
$o her own room to rest. * Sarah and I shall be very good com-
pany for each other,” she added, much to my surprise, and a little
to my horror, and my mother smiled, and told me to take great
care of Miss Cleveland, and make her quite comfortable ; and
accepting the permission given her, went away.

- So, my dear, you have been confirmed,” said Miss Cleveland,
commencing the conversation, when my mother had gone. She
said it in such a merry voice I began to feel as if confirmation was
the easiest, most cheerful duty I had ever been called upon to take
part in ; and when I looked up there were & pair of little spark-
ling black eyes fixed upon me, forming such a curious contrast to a
faded complexion, and some large stiff flaxen curls, that I felt an
almost irresistible inclination to laugh. “There were a good many
people at church, I dare say,” continued Miss Cleveland. «“I
remember quite well when I was confirmed, it was the 18th, — I
recollect exactly, because of Anna Strong’s birthday — the 18th
of September, seventeen hundred and ——, but I must not tell
tales upon myself, my dear : when you are as old as I am, I hope
you will know how to keep your own counsel cleverly.,” I had
listened with a hope of eliciting some interesting facts, respecting
Miss Cleveland’s ‘early history, but she was satisfied at having
fixed the date, and rushed away from the subject at a right angle,
under the feat, I suppose, of exhausting it. o
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Mrs. Blair’s ball was the next topic, and on this she was more
communicative. She told me what I did not know before, that
Mrs. Blair and she were distant cousins — Clevelands both of
them ; a very good family ; a Yorkshire family, old friends of the
Vaughans. 'This was an interesting piece of information, for X
had always had a romantic notion of my mother’s family, perhaps
from having heard so little about them. My mother being the
youngest, had been kept in the nursery almost till the time of her
marriage, and had never had much intercourse with her sisters,
who were considerably older and had married long before her.

Miss Cleveland was full of anecdotes, very small ones, neither
very clever nor very extiting, but amusing to a girl not quite
sixteen, who liked to hear the least details concerning the daily
life of her unknown relations. After she had described to me the
particularity of my grandmother, which I had sometimes heard
my mother mention, and the misdeeds of some of my uncles, and
the virtues of my aunts, who she informed me had all been her
very particular friends, I ventured to inquire whether she ever
saw anything of them now: No, she replied, very seldom, sadly
seldom. After Sir William’s (my grandfather’s) death, the family
had been so broken up. The present Sir William kept very
much to himself, and Mrs. Eversham, the eldest sister, was in
India, and Mrs. Dixon was in Scotland ; and Mrs. Colston who
was a widow, had such bad health. No, she never saw anything
of them now, but she often regretted it, and she liked of all things
to come and have an hour’s chat with my mother about old times.
Sometimes she had almost made up her mind to ask Mrs. Colston
to come and see her, but.she did not know how it was, she was so
busy, and had such numbers of engagements, she never could find
the right time. “But I think, I do really think I shall ; yes, I
am nearly sure I shall,” she added, the smile upon her lips spread-
ing itself like a sunbeam over her face.

There was u.pause: Miss Cleveland seemed to be maturing
some vast project, whilst her usually cheerful-looking features
contracted into an expression of grave thought. I ventured
presently to observe that it was a pity my aunt Colston had no
children, “Yes,” and Miss Cleveland shook her head ominously ;
“it is & great pity, my dear, a pity in more ways than one.
People say she is quite devoted to that niece of her husband's, —-
that Horatia Gray.” I repeated the name involuntarily, with an
accent of surprise: I did not remember ever to have heard it
before. Miss Cleveland looked at me, as if doubting whether my
ignorance were real or feigned, and then, after a short consider-
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ation, continued, * Ah ! my dear, I see how it is ; your mother is
& wise woman, she does not trust little folks with affairs that
don’t concern them. I dare say Horatia Gray is a very clever
girl, and people know best how to manage ‘their own concerns;
but I must eay that I like justice. I like relations to be con-
sidered in due order: Horatia Gray is no relation of Ann Col-
ston’s, it is quite untrue to call her so; she is nothing in the
world but a sort of step-niece of the Major’s; and he never
took to her, or knew anything about her, for her connections
were quite beneath him. If you reckon in that way, we are all
descended from Adam.” After delivering this wonderfully clear
oration upon the subject of relationship; Miss Cleveland put on
her spectacles, and took up her work; and, as I was just then
called out of the room, the subject was dropped, and was not
again resumed.

My recollections of that evening, Mrs. Blair’s evening, as we
used to call it, are very vivid. I can fancy now, that I see before
me my mother, in her handsome figured silk of a pale dove-colour,
and my sisters in their white muslin dresses, with pink sashes,
and white roses in their hair; and Miss Cleveland, with a
wonderful cap, which spread itself out in wide wings, on each
side of her head, and a splendid salmon-coloured satin gown,
which I felt persuaded must originally have been intended for a
presentation at court. It was a complete romance to me to look
at them ; it seemed as if they were all about to start on some un-
known adventure. I had before me a bright, though confused
.imagination of a very splendid room, and dazzling lights, and
brilliant colours, and of Joanna as the heroine of the night, who
was to excite universal admiration. I do not think that Lhad any
wish to go with them; gaiety of that kind was never very
attractive to me, for I was of & shy disposition, and conscious of
being very plain. Besides, it was more in accordance with the
solemnity of the morning that I should be the Cinderella, waiting
upon others, than the sharer in their pleasures. I was contented
to be allowed to stay in the room whilst my sisters were dressing ;
and hold the pins, and thread needles, and go about with messages.
And it was. not till my mother gave me a parting kiss, when
the fly was announced, and told me I looked pale and good for
nothing, and had better go to bed early, that I remembered I had
been standing and running sbout for the last hour and a half,
and was very tited, and had a terrible headache. :

“ Good-bye, Sarah,” said Caroline, as she was about to follow
amy father and Miss Cleveland to the carrisge. She looked as



THE EXPERIENCE OF LIFE. ' 29

thoroughly self-possessed as if she had been accustomed to excite-
mentr for years. “Good night, dear,” said Joanna, giving me a
kiss, “we are so much.obliged to you for helping us.” My
brother Vaughan, who considered himself a man, though he was
a year younger than Caroline, patted me on the shoulder, called
me *Cenerentola,” and passing his hand through his hair, told
me to go and fetch his great coat, as he and my father intended
to walk. They were gone ; the house was very quiet ; for Herbert
and Hester had been sent to bed, and Reginald was spendjng the
evening with a schoolfellow. I was alone with the two &hds of
unsnuffed candles testifying to the economy of the household ; the
unreplenished fire, which *“would do very well for Miss Sarah
till bed-time;” the undrawn curtains, and the comfortless-looking
table, upon which stood an inkstand, a few books, two or three
empty coffee-cups, and a plate with a stray slice of very thin
bread and butter. I sat myself down in an easy chair, and leant
my head upon my hand, and felt very unhappy. It was not only
that I was solitary, that my head ached, that the excitement of
the day had been too much for me.

Doubtless these circumstances all contributed to depress my
spirits, but there was a wretchedness above and beyond all; a
sort of presentiment that the present hour was the type of my
future life. Sickly, plain, and indifferently educated, what better
could I expect than to live in shade, whilst others glittered in
sunshine? to what duties could I look forward, except those
which were scarcely deemed worthy of thanks? What pleasures
could I anticipate, but such as might be obtained from the
reflected enjoyments of my more fortunate sisters? The candles
burnt more and more dimly, the fire sank lower in the grate; I
said to myself that I would go to bed; but I could not summon
energy to move, and my bed would not, in fact, have been a
resting-place ; for the nervous headache, from which I was suffer-
ing, would not, I knew, allow of my sleeping before the usual
time. I remained in this state for about a quarter of an hour. I
had not drunk tea, and it would have been & refreshment to hayve
some, but & solitary meal in a dreary room was more thanI could
encounter. .

The clock struck the half hour,— half-past eight. Hester,
perbaps, was awake. I would just go and give her & kiss and

~say good night, and then, perhaps, go to bed myself ; but I had
not quite made up my mind upon this point, when the door softly
opened, and Hester in her little night-dress and slippers, with &
shawl thrown round her shoulders, stole into the room, “Mammy,



30 THE EXPERIENCE OF LIFE.

dear,” she said, using the term of endearment which she had given
me ever since I began teaching her her lessons, “ don’t be angry;
Nurse said I might come; please don’t be here all alone; Nurse
says your head aches.” took her up in my lap, and hslf
scolding ‘her for not being in bed, wrapped her shawl more
closely ronnd her, and covered her feet with my dress; and
then, leaning back in my chair, rested her head upon my
shoulder, and looked at her innocent face with an indescribable
sense pf consolation.

© 8hd was not a pretty child to strangers; her features were not
sufficiently regular, but she was very pretty to me. It might be
that the responsibility which I always felt about her, the idea
that she was a trust especially confided to me, gave her a pe-
euliar charm in my eyes; but I never in those days thought
that any face could have the expression which those deep, dark-
grey eyes, with their long eyelashes gave to Hester; and her
smile, which came and went like a sunbeam on a cloudy day,
could make my heart thrill with pleasure even in its most gloomy
moments. She lay with her little hand in mine, and said she
was 8o comfortable, might she only stay with me? But I could
not consent, it was not good for her ; and I told her she must go
to bed and to sleep. “ And leave you here alone, without your
ten, and a headache. Mammy, dear, it was very naughty of them
all to go away.” I put my hand before her mouth to stop her,
and told her no one was naughty, it was nobody’s fault, it could
not be helped.

The last words scemed to strike her. “Can't be helped!”
she repeated, and she sat up and looked round her. ¢Must you
sit here and be miserable?” I could scarcely help laughing at
the energy of her tone, but again I repeated that it could not he
helped ; it was not worth while to give trouble to the servants.
“But let me do it, let me help you;” and, before I could stop
her, she had sprung from my lap,-and was standing by the table
looking round to see what was first to be done. The shawl fell
off her shoulders, and, as I wrapped it round her, I said in a tone
of half reproof, “It won't do, Hester, you must not stay here,
Mamma would not like it ; you must go to sleep, and I must be
miserable, 48 you call it.” “Must you?” she again repeated, with
an air of -strange thoughtfulness ; and looking fixedly in my face,
she said, “ Who told you you must?” My only reply was a kiss ;
and, lifting her in my arms, I carried her to the nursery, and left
her with a last promise that I would come and look at her again,
and say “quite good night.” :
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What 8 marvellous force is at times imparted to a few seemingly
chance words. “ Must be miserable,” I said to myself as I stood
once more alone in the drawing-room. Was there really any
must? In answer, I stirred the fire, snuffed the candles, rang the
bell, and begged that I might have my tea brought up directly ;
and after putting the chairs in their proper place, smoothing the
table cover, and arranging the books, sat down to rest in a com-
fortable chair by a bright blaze, and felt that in spite of my head-
ache there certainly was no “must be miserable for me,” that
evening. I remember these trifling incidents, because they were
my first experience of a truth which has since been continually
brought before me. Trial in some shape or other has followed
me from my youth, but there has been no “must” be miserable.
The must, if I believed it to exist, was of my own creation, —a
phantom which had only to be rightly confronted, and it va-
nished.

I spent a really pleasant half hour by myself, enjoying my tea,
which lessened the pain in my head, and thinking over all that
had been going on in the day. If I could have put down my re-
flections upon paper, they would, I suspect, have been a strange
medley. The confirmation ought to have been uppermost, and I
did really try to keep it so, but other ideas would force themselves
upon me :—the luncheon, and Miss Cleveland, and what my
sisters were doing, and especially that mysterious Horatia Gray,
whose name had impressed itself upon my imagination, as
connected with something deceitful and unjust, almost more
because I had never heard her mentioned before, than frem any-
thing which Miss Cleveland had told me.

1 determined at first to ask my mother about her the very next
day, but upon consideration I felt afraid. There seemed to be
some family secret, purposely kept from us. My mother did not
converse much about our relations, and this Horatia Gray might

~be the cause. I thought of talking to my sisters, but Joanna was
80 thoughtless she would tell every one who came near her what
.had been said ; and Caroline was so authoritative and determined,
that probably she would worry my mother, and make her acknow-
ledge more than she liked. So I resolved to keep my own counsel,
and find out in my own way, if a favourable opportunity should
offer itself, —not through Miss Cleveland, that would not be
honourable to my mother ; but, by some means which I could feel
to be right, I would, if possible, know Horatia Gray’s history,
what she had done, and where she lived, and why my aunt Colston
was fond of her when she was no relation. ‘,



32 THE EXPERIENCE OF LIFE.

1 am glad to remember that, in spite of the interest attached to
her, Horatia Gray was not my last thought when I laid my head
upon my pillow. Persons who in these days are carefully taught
and directed, might have smiled at my vague efforts at self-disci-
pline ; but I look back upon them with great gratitude, and can
feel at this day the benefit of some rules which I made for myself
—1I scarcely knew why, only I had an impression they were
right. '

gOne was never to allow my mind to dwell upon anything
worldly, if I could help it, after I had said my prayers. The re-
solution was not in general very easily kept, but the very endea-
vour was something, particularly just then when I saw enough in
my own mind to make me sadly dissatisfied. Ihad looked forward
to my confirmation as an event which was to work some great
change in me. I had risen in the morning with the idea that the
day was to be especially devoted to religion, a fresh starting point,
as it were, from which I might date a succession of good deeds for
a long life. The day had come and was gone, and when I looked
back upon it, I could recollect nothing but a few prayers, at the
best very wandering, a few wishes, a slight self-denial, lost in a
crowd of vain, curious, idle thoughts ; and careless, sometimes
hasty words.

Was the next day to be like it ? I cried myself to sleep with

disappointment and self-disgust, and longed to go back and be a
child again with my confirmation yet to come.

CHAPTER V.

TaE workmen’s bell, at six o’clock, woke me the next morning.
One of the chief minor trials caused by my ill health was that
I never could rejoice in the gladness of the early sunshine, It was
always & kind of mockery of my aching limbs, and feverish heavy
headache. ~ Still I was accustomed to rise early, for I had a great
deal to do before breakfast. I was expected to dress Hester, and
assist in dressing my mother, and I was also called upon.to hear
Herbert his Latin lesson, that he might not get into disgrace when
he went to repeat it to my father after breakfast. Besides this,
Reginald was required to be at school in good time, and it gene-
rally fell to my lot to collect his books and hurry him when he was
likely to be late. '
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It never entered my head that my duties were harder than those
of others, for I always liked being useful, and, generally speaking,
was happier, and I believe better for having a good deal to do,
and no time to think of being ill ; but everything certainly was
at cross purposes that morning. Such complaining, and lamenting,
and scolding went on! The house seemed quite meta.morphoseg.
My mother rang her bell to beg we would all be very quiet, and
Reginald immediately contrived to let his bag of school-books roll
from the top of the stairs to the bottom. It took some minutes to
collect them, and he declared he would go without them, and leave
them for Vaughan to bring after him when he went, as he was at
that time accustomed to do, to read for some hours with the Rector
of Carsdale. Vaughan peeped out of his room, evidently just out
of bed, and in the very worst humour for study, and vowed he
would not touch them ; he was not going to read that morning,
and, if he had been, he had no notion of being made a slave to a
younger brother ; the assertion being followed by a noisy alterca-
tion, which frightened Joanna out of her sleep, and made Hester
cry ; until at length the affair was ended by an imperious command
from my father that Reginald should be off that moment, or he
would horsewhip him.

So it went on during the early part of the day. One strayed
down after another, looking pale and pettish, and finding fault with
the cold, late breakfast, and no one but myself seemed at all in-
clined for occupation. My mother really was very tired, and lay
upon a sofa, whilst Miss Cleveland sat by her, netting, and
discussing the party, and Caroline and Joanna professed to read
and copy music ; every five minutes, however, leaning back in
their chairs yawning, and remarking what a very pretty dress
Miss Somebody wore, or how very badly Mr. Somebody danced,
or how very strange it was that Mrs. Somebody-else had not been
present. The party was pronounced to have geen very pleasant.
Joanna had danced the whole evening, and Caroline might have
done so if she had chosen it. There were a good many county
people there, and they had been very agreeable, and particularly
civil to my mother ; in fact, as Caroline observed, and the obser- -
vation was seconded by Miss Cleveland, it was quite clear that it
would be our own fault if we did not have our choice of the best
society in the neighbourhood.

My mother looked up at this speech, and, with what for her was
a slight tone of satire, asked what was meant by the best society.
“ The best ! oh, every one knows what the best society means,”
answered Miss Cleveland hurriedly ; whilst Caroline added, deci-

D
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dedly, “ That which is not to be found in Carsdale.” ¢ It seems
to me, my desr,” said my mother, in her very low, quiet voice,
“ that Carsdale society is just as good as any other as far as we are
concerned.” ¢ My dear Fanny !” exclaimed Miss Cleveland, in
horror. * My dear mamma !” repeated my sisters in one breath.
“ Just as good,” continued my mother firmly. ¢ Do you mean,”
inquired Miss Cleveland, as she allowed her netting to fall upon
the floor, and bent forward eagerly, *that Mrs. Travers and the
Miss Simpsons, and old Mr. Lawson and Major and Mrs. Dormer,
are as valuable acquaintances for your girls as Sir Henry Greeson’s
family, or Colonel Lorimer’s, or Lady Emily Rivers ?”

. “ We will put aside Lady Emily Rivers,” replied my mother ;
¢ I should like my children to know her. As to the others, I really
see no difference between them and the Carsdale people, except
that they have houses in the country and the others have houses
in the town.” “Oh! then, I understand,—1I perceive,” said Miss
Cleveland, turning round to my sisters with a meaning smile, and
twinkling her bright, little, round eyes, “ your mamma is ambi-
tious for you, my dears ; nothing under a title will do, I see. Well,
perhaps she is right; better soar high at once.” ¢ Perhaps it
would be better not to soar at all,” was my mother’s answer,
spoken with unusual energy. “ My children are ladies by birth,
and I wish them to be ladies in feeling ; they will never be so if
they try to be anything but what they are. My dears, you have
no rank, and you are not likely to have any money, and you live
in a country town; that is your position, and nothing that
you can do is likely to alter it.” ¢ Yet you wish them to know
Lady Emily Rivers,” said Miss Cleveland, looking utterly bewil-
dered. “ I wish them to know any one who is good and unpre-
tending,” said my mother. Her head fell back languidly on
the sofa, and to my great disappointment the conversation
dropped.

1 had never heard my mother express herself so openly before ;
and when I thought over what she had said, I could not under-
stand it. She was so reserved, and so seldom made remarks upon
other people, that it was difficult to know whom she liked or dis-
liked ; yet I was nearly sure that she did not wish us to see many
persons, or to join in the tea-drinking parties, which were frequent
in Carsdale ; and we had never formed what could be called an
intimacy with any young people of our own age in the place.
Joanna had tried frequently ; but my mother professed to have u
d.rea.d of school friendships, and the acquaintances which my
sisters made at school were never kept up at home. I had often
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heard this accounted for as the consequence of my mother’s exclu-
siveness. People had hinted it before me when they little sup-
posed I could hear, or, if I did hear, could comprehend. It was
sometimes called pride; and I was rather pleased with the term.
It reminded me that my mother’s family was an old one, and that
my grandfather was & baronet; and I had grown up insensibly
with the idea that we were rather out of our place in Carsdale,
and ought to mix more with what were called county people; and
sometimes I tried to persuade myself that as we did not live
actually in the town, and had a little garden attached to our house,
and a lawn, we had a fair right to be on an equality with them. I
did not conjecture, like Miss Cleveland, that my mother was am-
bitious ; in fact, I was too young really to think upon the subject ;
but I certainly did believe that she was very particular, and
would prefer the society of persons of rank and fortune if she
could have it.

The few observations, however, which she had just made, set at
nought all my preconceived notions. That county people and
town people should be placed together, and Lady Emily Rivers
excepted only because she was good and unpretending, was a clas-
sification which disturbed my ideas of the orders of society
as much as the natural system in botany must confound the
ancient followers of Linnzus. I was pondering upon this subject
whilst working diligently at a new frock which I was making for
Hester, when my father came into the room with a newspaper in
his hand. He read the “ Times” every day as a matter of regular
business, when Herbert’s lessons were over. He wanted the
“ Times ” of the day before, he said ; where was it? There was
an advertisement in it which he wished to see, The « Times”
had been sent to aunt Sarah ; it always went to her after my father
had finished it. He looked annoyed, and my mother said, half
laughingly, “ It would be a good occupation for you, my dear, to
walk into Carsdale and ask for it; you have not seen aunt Sarah
this week.” ¢ No, impossible.” He always said “ no ” first, by a
sort of instinct, but it ended in my mother’s finding a number of
commissions to be executed, all of importance, which induced him
to think it worth his while to exert himself, and he agreed to go if
I might go with him.

Of course we took the short way: a short way is always pre-
ferred, whether one is in a hurry or not; it is a victory gained
over time, if not over anything else. It led us across some fields
into the outskirts of Carsdale, amongst new red-brick cottages in
rows, with scraps of untidy gardens and broken palings before

D2
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them; and then we turned into a narrow lane, one I had not
often been through before,— it was another short way. There
were tall, old, dingy houses on one side; on the other a high
wall, inclosing a garden, the trees of which were seen beyond.

We were about half way through the lane, when a number of
oxen were driven into it. They looked very wild, and there was
only a boy with them. I seized my father’s arm, and seeing I was

* frightened, he stopped at a closed green door at the corner of the
wall, and opening it by a private key entered my grandfather’s
garden. Twice before in my life I had been there, and only twice,
and that several years before; but I was not likely to forget it.
The broad walk under a row of lime' trees, the hedge of laurels
dividing the flower beds and the kitchen garden, and the grim,
prison-looking building at the further end of the inclosure, were
all in their several ways unlike anything I had seen elsewhere.
My father stood at the door looking into the lane. One of the
animals was becoming unmanageable, and the people who were
near began to run. My father shut the gate ; and, after a moment’s
thought, said we would go through the garden, and pass out the
other way, so we turned down the lime walk, and walked towards
the house.

A strange, quiet look it had, all shut in to itself; one could have
fancied oneself far away from a town. The windows were very
high and narrow ; one or two had bars across them. When I
asked “why,” my father said, shortly, that it was for fear of an
accident ; the windows belonged to my grandfather’s apartments,
and once he had nearly fallen out. - I inquired if he was there
still. “Of course,” was the reply, and my father hurried on
before me.

We entered the house through a glass door. It opened into a
little ante-room; the walls were stuccoed of a faded sea-green
colour; the floor was covered with old matting; green baize
folding-doors shut out the rest of the house. My father opened
them rather cautiously. I saw that there was a small hall beyond,
with & broad oak staircase on one side. - Just then we heard a door
shut, and there was a sound of footsteps. . My father told me to
wait in the ante-room : he was going to speak to uncle Ralph,
but he would return directly. It must have been my uncle whom
we had heard approaching, for before my father closed the folding-
doors again I recognised his voice. My father and he said & few
words in an under tone, and then they left the hall, and the sound
of their footsteps died away in the distance. There was a deep still-
ness when they were gone, broken.only by an old clock which
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struck ‘the quarters in a harsh husky tone. I wondered why it
should trouble itself, as there seemed no one near to listen. - The
spiders I saw had spun their webs over the ceilings,— doubtless
no one had thought it worth while to demolish them; the birds
flew past the window, but not one paused on the wing;— they
must have known that in that place no hand would be open to
provide for them.

‘What a strange, low, moaning that was which came to my ear!"
I thought at first it was fancy —the wailing of the wind, a noise
in the street; but the day was calm and clear, and the murmur of
the busy little town would not so rise and die away. I heard it
still,—louder, more prolonged; the moaning as of some one in
pain; it came from above, from a room which must be nearly
over the hall. I thought I heard somo one moving,—at least I
was sure there was the tap as of a stick upon the floor, followed
by its fall; and then again another and a louder moan; and
pushing open the folding-doors, I rushed up the stairs. When 1
reached the top I was in a large lobby, into which several doors
opened, and guided by the sound I opened that which was opposite
the head of the staircase. It admitted me into an empty bed-
room, but one which, from the articles lying on the dressing-table,
seemed as if it was in daily use, and I guessed at once it must be
my grandfather’s. I was frightened then; partly from a sense
of intruding where I had no right to be, partly from the natural
awe which my poor grandfather’s state of imbecility had long
tended to produce.

Yet Icould not go back, for the moaning still continued, though
fainter and less frequent, proceeding, apparently, from a room
within the bedroom. The door which separated the two apart-
ments was closed. I knocked, but received no answer. In my
simplicity I called «grandpapa,” and waited, hoping to be told I
might go in ; but the moaning had ceased then, and all was silent
save the beating of my own heart, which in its nervous pulsation
seemed to bear away all my remaining presence of mind. I
turned away, not daring to enter; but my foot slipped and I fell
to the ground, and as I rose up I involuntarily pushed the door
open. My grandfather, for I knew it must be he, was resting in
a large arm-chair, with his back towards me; his head was lean-
ing against the side of the chair, and upon the ground lay his
stick, I drew near; he did not turn or move. * Grandpapa,” I
said very softly ; and I stood at the back of the chair. I did not
think he was asleep,—I did not think anything,—but I felz,
“Are you ill, grandpapa?” I repeated ; and I advanced ‘a few

D3
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steps nearer to the front. I was going to touch his hand, but my
eye fell upon his face
Theéy say that my scream of terror rang through the whole
house, 'When they came to my assistance they found me stretched
upon the floor, cold and insensible as the lifeless form of him
whose spirit had thus suddenly departed to the unseen world.

CHAPTER VI

Or what immediately followed that terrible shock I can tell but
little. My nerves were so completely shaken by it, that for weeks
no one dared to approach the subject. Part of the time I kept
to my bed, and I believe I was threatened with a serious illness.
I remember that I could not bear to be left alone for an instant,
and that my mother slept on a sofa by my bedside, ready to soothe
me at any moment, for my brain was haunted by images of terror,
and whenever I fell asleep I woke in agitation and alarm. This
over-excitement diminished gradually, at least its external
symptoms did. Care and kindness, that devoted kindness which
a mother’s love alone seems capable of bestowing, strengthened my
nerves, and enabled me to exercise more self-command.

T was considered pretty well, as well as usual, and I came down
stairs, and mixed with the family, and returned to my ordinary
employments; no one at home guessed that any more lasting
effects would follow from all I had gone through. The medical
man who attended me, said indeed that I was growing thin, and
ordered me tonics, and made me eat meat twice a-day; and my
mother took care that I should attend to his orders, but no one
really was anxious about me. ~ A person who is always ill does
not excite anxiety. I cannot wonder that I was so soon passed
by ; there was enough going on at the time to occupy the thoughts
of every one.

My grandfather's death was a great event. It brought to a
point & 'maze of unsettled questions, in which a large number of
persons were interested, and it was conjectured that it would
produce some great change in the family circumstances, which
would raise us from a mere sufficiency to competency, if not
affluence. The first thing I fully understood when I left my room,
and was considered equal to taking part in all that went on, was,
that although my grandfather’s will had caused some annoyance
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and disappointment, yet we were certainly richer than before,
and were therefore not likely to remain at Castle House. My
father, it seemed, had been looking at a good-sized family villa,
situated on the outskirts of a hamlet belonging to the village of
Hurst, about two miles and a half from Carsdale, and if moderate
terms could be obtained we were likely in due course of time to
remove there.

Caroline and Joanna were in ecstasies at the prospect, and even
my father was roused to eagerness whenever the subject was ap-
proached. My mother was the only person who held back. She
could not see, she said, the wisdom of any sudden move. Castle
House was sufficiently large, and with a family growing up, and
expenses certain to increase, she could not but think it better for
us to remain where we were for a few years at least. Let
Vaughan and Reginald be sent to college, and make their way
there ; and let our accounts with the bank be brought to a close,
so that we might clearly know what our prospects were ; then, if
it was thought desirable, she should not object to a change; but
in the uncertainty in which all- things were as yet, she could not
bring herself to look upon the idea favourably. My father ac-
quiesced in theory; in practice he went every day to East Side
(our new home that was to be), planned new windows, new fences,
a new back entrance, and a greenhouse, and came home to sleep
away the evening in his- easy chair; whilst my uncle Ralph
managed the affairs not only of the bank, but also of the family,
as best suited his own purposes. -

As far as I was concerned, the proposed change seemed of very
little consequence, though I have no doubt that I did not really
know my own mind, and fancied myself more indifferent than I
actually was. But I was in a strange, unnatural, excited state,
underneath my very quiet exterior; and there were feelings work-
ing within me which made all things appear unreal. That
startling meeting with Death !—for the first time, in so awful a
form,—1I could not forget it: it haunted me still, though the first
terror was gone. I found myself looking at myself, looking at

-others, not as they were, but as they would be. I began to judge
the smallest events by their supposed consequences; to estimate
every pleasure by the value which it would retain in my last
moments. - All which could not bear that ordeal was, to my eye,
worthless, From the external I turned to the internal world,—
my own mind, my habits of thought, my self-training.. I read
scarcely any book but the Bible, and spent hours by myself in

meditation and prayer. Then alone I felt safe, ready for death;
D4
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that death which was before me at all seasons, in the midst of all
occupations, checking me in every pursuit, and casting a shade
over all that would otherwise have been enjoyment. ’

My mother now and then found me crying by myself in my
own room ; and, when I could give no reason for being depressed,
she naturally enough fancied me nervous, and gave me sal volatile,
and sent me out for a walk. She could scarcely have suggested
s worse remedy. To walk with Herbert and Hester was, in fact,
to walk alone, for I had given up trying to amuse them, and
made them run on before me, whilst I wandered on by myself
thinking. Yet I was not yielding to dreaminess voluntarily: I
would have done anything that was put before me as a duty ; and,
when I sometimes walked through a back street in Carsdale, and
saw the miserable human beings collected there,—the ragged
children, the untidy women, the faces haggard with illness and
poverty, my longing to help them grew so intense as to be actual
suffering. The idea of removing to East Side became by degrees
more formed.

The first intention had been to rent the place ; but it was after-
wards proposed to buy it. The investment was considered good,
and my father declared that the change would be economical.
He should be able to farm a little, which would be a pleasant
and profitable amusement ; and, by keeping cows and pigs, and
eating our own mutton and our own vegetables, we were to live
at & much less expense than at Castle House. In point of situ-
ation, he added, the two places were not to be compared. East
Side stood on a hill, on the borders of a common : a walk on the
common every morning would be just the thing for me; in fact, it
would make the difference of having no doctor’s bill at the end of
the year. If that alone were considered, it would be the wisest
thing we could do to remove there: and, to my surprise, I found
suddenly one morning that the house was taken for me,—solely
for me. My sisters suffered a few expressions to escape them
which indicated that they hoped to see more society in con-
sequence ; but they were instantly stopped. There was to be no
change whatever, my father said ; no increase of establishment, no
folly and finery : we went for health, and we were to live a strictly
retired, country life. - My dear mother smiled ; but, now that I
recall the smile, I think it was rather sad.

At the close of that conversation, my father was called out of
the room to talk to a man who wished to be our gardener at
East Side, for we had no regular gardener at Castle House. - One
week after, and strange faces filled the houss; upholsterers' men
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were taking down the beds, carpenters’ men were removing the
fixtures, charwomen were in every room, doing everything for
everybody. The hum of voices, the clatter of heavy shoes, the
clang of hammers, the rattle of crockery and glass, began at six
o’clock in the morning, and continued, without interruption, till
evening. Each hour the chaos increased. Herbert and Hester
occupied themselves in antiquarian researches: they dived into
chests and closets, and brought out torn spelling-books, covers of*
boxes, long-forgotten toys,—treasures which had for months
been searched for in vain. My mother and I wasted, I should
think, at least an hour a day together in settling what should be
kept and what should be burnt; and when I was left alone, I
wasted a good deal more. Though the things themselves were
mere rubbish, they were full of associations: they sent my
thoughts back to the past, and, as I sat in the nursery window-
seat, turning them over in my lap, I felt as if that past was about
to die.

Days went on, and we did not seem at all nearer the end of
our work ; if it decreased at Castle House, it increased at East
Side: the intercourse between the two places was incessant. My
mother’s face lengthened as she found one morning that the
original plan for the greenhouse was increased one-third, and
that it would be necessary to turn the road to give space for it.
There were very good reasons for both suggestions. When we
were making alterations, it would be folly, every one said, not to
make them good; the money might as well be thrown . away, as
employed in doing what would certainly be altered the next year;
and, with regard to the greenhouse especially, if it were built
too small, it would be impossible to heat it properly, and we might
as well have none at all.

My mother was taken over to East Side the next day to see the
greenhouse, or, rather, the spot where it was to be. Dr. and
Mrs. Blair, from Carsdale, went with them. They were very
much interested in the changes at East Side; so were a great
many of our friends. Parties were made constantly to see it: it
was a convenient distance for a short drive; and, as the days
were drawing in, they liked to call upon us first, and have
luncheon, and drive over afterwards, taking any of us with them
if we wished to go. We had given up regular dinners ever since
the packing began, but there was luncheon to be had in the
dining-room all day; and, though the house was gradually being
dismantled, no one was particular, and our friends laughed, and
chatted, and ate, and drank all the more merrily because there
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was no formality. A great attraction at East Side, I am sure,
was the walled garden. The fruit that year was particularly fine,
and one of my father’s reasons for hastening the purchase of the
place was, that it seemed a pity to lose the advantage of the
garden. Fruit'and vegetables always sold so well in the Carsdale
market, that he calculated we might make a very good profit
from them. I was never told how much fruit was sold, but I
know we revelled in peaches and nectarines at home, and loaded
our friends with baskets-full, whenever they went to East Side.

X was not a witness of the last removal. About ten days before
we permanently left our old home, I was seized with violent
headaches, caused, 1 imagine, by weakness and over-fatigue.
‘They came every day at a certain hour, and lasted a certain time,
and then left me so ill and depressed that I could not make any
exertion, or bear the least noise. Of course Castle House was
not a proper home for me under such circumstances. Mr. Stone,
the medical man, recommended a change to the seaside, but that
was out of the question ; for there was no one to go with me, and
no money to spare for my expenses if there had been. A good
deal of consultation went on at different times, and at last some
one suggested that perhaps I might go and stay with aunt Sarah.
Unquestionably I should be quiet enough there. Joanna, indeed,
declared .that I should die of dulness. My dear mother disliked
the idea of parting with me, and was afraid that aunt Sarah’s
old-fashioned ways would be trying to an invalid; but I over-
ruled every objection. The thought of the quiet parlour, and
the house in which every footstep could be heard, was rest and
refreshment to me. I had no energy for employment more ex-
citing than aunt Sarah's daily reading and knitting; and if she
would let me creep up and down the broad pavement which
divided her long strip of garden, I was sure I should not wish to
go further, unless, perhaps, it might be to church with Miss Cole.
I did think I should like to go there, for I had seldom been at
& week-day service.

My impression of the last day spent at home is & painful one,—
it is connected with my uncle Ralph. My mother had urged my
father not to let the bills we were incurring run up, and he had
promised he would not. Some of the accounts owing were sent
in according to order ; afterwards there was to be a weekly settle-
ment. The bills, naturally enough, exceeded the calculations,
and my father protested he had been imposed upon. My uncle
Ralph happened to come in at the time, and my father insisted
upon their being shown to him, much to my mother’s annoyance.
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I was packing up some little parcels in the same room, and heard
all that passed. My father proposed to my uncle that the bills
should be paid at once, and said he would draw the money and
get rid of them, and that the work which remained to be done
should be managed differently, according to some specified agree-
ment beforehand. My mother seconded the idea warmly; it
seemed quite a relief to her. I left the room supposing that all
was settled. When I went back again I found them still in full
discussion. 'The old question of the bank affairs had been in some
way or other mixed up with the payment of these bills. I believe
my uncle recommended that they should not. be paid just then,
because it was not desirable to draw more money than was abso-
lutely necessary till the bank accounts were made up,~—till, to use
his favourite expression, we could all see our way clearly. It
would be likely to make a confusion in the accounts. My mother
could not, she said, see the necessity for the delay. The bills
were certainly heavy; but not so heavy as to make them of real
importance in a large banking concern. It would be impossible
to make more economical arrangements for the future, if the old
accounts were not settled first. My uncle put on his blandest
smile, regretted that from her early education she could know but
little of business, and gently suggested that the affair in question
was a gentleman’s concern only. My dear mother yielded, as
every one did when there was a difference of opinion with uncle
Ralph, and in the most polite manner possible,—for he always
showed her great deference in manner,—he collected the bills,
placed them in her hand, and seeing her turn to the door as if
she was going away, though I do not believe she had any intention
of doing so, opened it, and all but bowed her out of the room, my
father standing by passive.

My mother sat down in my father'’s dressing-room, and fairly
cried with vexation. I followed, doing my best to comfort her.
When my father came in about five minutes afterwards, he told
her that it was quite the best arrangement to make; he had had
8 little talk with my uncle, and there would very shortly be a full
settlement of everything. It was a matter of kindness to my
uncle not to worry him just then ; and with our great claims upon
the bank, the bills would easily be paid at any time. My mother
asked, had my uncle stated what the amount of our claims would
be when our old debts were paid; had he mentioned what we
really were to depend upon? What a senseless question! My
father grew quite impatient. How could any one tell? = A busi-
ness like theirs would take months to settle. But there was not
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the least occasion for her to trouble herself. We might have been

living a little beyond our income before, but it would all be right

now. There would unquestionably be a large sum due to us,

though, as my uncle had just been saying, it would be excessively

unwise to take it out of the bank, unless it could be better in--
vested ; and in fact, that was what my uncle was just then anxious

about. He had plans which might be of immense advantage to

us, and till they were settled it was desirable not to draw more

than was absolutely necessary.

I thought of course that my father was right, and my mother
did not contradict him ; though I heard her say, as she went out
of the room, “ If we could only pay our bills at once, we might
learn to be economical for the future.”

CHAPTER VIL

I weNr to aunt Sarah’s that same afternoon: a fiy which took
some of our party to East Side carried me and my trunk into
Carsdale on its return. I remember it particularly, because, as
my father gave me the money for the driver, he turned to my
mother and said it would not do to go on paying at that rate. He
should look out for a little low phaeton which we might drive our-
selves, and which would take us in and out of the town as often
as we liked for nothing.

Aunt Sarah always dined at two o’clock. When I arrived she
was sitting with Miss Cole at a table covered with a spotted black
and red cloth, and on which stood two decanters in painted stands
a curiously shaped china bottle, a china basket with Oliver bis-
cuits, and the small deep broad-rimmed plates which I so parti-
cularly admired. The room looked very comfortable, and the
fire blazed brightly, and there was an air of great neatness about
it. I must, Isuspect, have looked cold and out of spirits, for aunt
Sarah took both my hands in hers, grasped them tightly, fixed
her eyes upon me for nearly half a minute, and then telling me I
was a poor little body and half starved, bade me sit down by the
fire and take some mulled elder wine and a biscuit. -

Miss Cole suggested that the mulled wine might make my head
ache if I was not accustomed to it, but it was aunt Sarah’s infallible
recipe for all the bodily ills of life, and I drank the wine without
further question. Then came a string of short queries as to home
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concerns,—what was doing, and what was planning, and when
we were to move to East Side, all of which I answered to the best
of my ability, aunt Sarah at every pause muttering “ Umph !” and
beginning the following sentence with *“ Well, child, and what
more ?” When I had told her all I could think of, she observed,
with & grim smile, which yet had something very kind and hearty
in it, «“ And so, Sally, you are come to stay here with your old
aunt for a week ; you must be very good, remember. Molly and
Betty don’t like being put out of their ways.” Betty, a stout,
bright-faced elderly woman, dressed in a brown and white cotton
gown, with a muslin handkerchief pinned over her neck, was just
then taking away the dessert ; but she stopped at the parlour door
with a tray in her hand to remark that Miss Sarah was not likely
to be so much trouble as the little ones. She and Molly had been
saying that very day that it was a good thing Miss Hester was
not coming, for the very last time she was there she had picked
the lemon plants in the garden all to pieces.

Verbenas were lemon plants in those days: these lemon plants
were Molly and Betty’s great treasures—large, low, spreading
plants, in flower-pots. I never see any like them now; and
never find any with the same scent. I took the hint, which I
knew was intended, promised I would not touch the lemon plants
without leave, and then asked if I might go to my bedroom to put
away my things. This bedroom I had rather dreaded ; it was so
very tidy and so intensely white,—a white paper, white dimity
curtains to the four-post bed, white dimity window-curtains,
white dimity coverings for the arm-chair with an upright back,
which was placed by the fire-place, and for the elbow-chairs of
painted mahogany, which stood by the drawers and the bed. The
only thing I felt an interest in was an engraving of the death of
Lord Nelson with a skeleton print by its side, which formed a key
to the different heads in the picture. I had studied that atten-
tively, whenever by any chance I had gone into the room, and had
learnt a good deal of ‘history from it indirectly, as it had stimu-
lated me to learn all I could of the events which it represented.
It was a most agreeable surprise to find a cheerful fire lighting up
the spare room, ordered, as Miss Cole informed me, expressly by
aunt Sarah, who, though she would have scorned the notion of &
fire for herself, except in the depth of winter, thought I was but
a puny thing, and had always been used to be spoilt. I set'to
work 1o unpack my box, and then I drew the arm-chair near the
fire, and leaned my head against the hard back, and felt myself in
quiet luxury. ‘ o
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. But it was not luxury very long. About half-past five o’clock
my headache came on — throbbing, shooting, distracting, taking
away every power of thought or exertion. When Betty came up
to tell me that tea was ready, I was lying on my bed, scarcely
able to speak. Aunt Sarsh sent Miss Cole to see e, but she
conld do me no good, and I was again left to myself.

‘When the pain went, after about two hours of terrible suffering,
I was, as usual, wretched. Such desponding fancies I had—such
recollections of the naughty things I had done in my childhood !
I knelt down and tried to say my prayers, but I could only ery;
it seemed as if all my words had left me. I thought I ought to
remember every wrong thing I had ever done, or it would not be
forgiven; and I tried to do so, but the moment I began to think,
all sorts of questions of casuistry rose up in my mind. I opened
the Bible to read the evening lessons, but that only made me
worse. The words suggested impious doubts, which I could neither
conquer nor argue against, and I closed the book in horror, feeling
that I was too guilty to be worthy either of prayer or of the word
of God.

It was nearly nine o’clock before any one came to disturb me.
Then Betty stole in very quietly with a cup of hot coffee, and a
biscuit, and begging to know it I should like a sandwich. I re-
fused everything. I did not want to eat; I could not touch the
coffee; T had no wish to see any one. As I said the words I felt
they were ungracious, so I cent my love to aunt Sarah, and
thanked her, and wished her “ good night.”

About ten minutes afterwards, I heard a slow, heavy, plodding
step upon the stairs. Aunt Sarah was going to bed. She and
Betty had a little colloquy in the passage, and I heard Betty say,
“It’s no mortal use, ma’am; much better leave her to herself;
she'll go to sleep, and be quite well to-morrow,” to which aunt
Sarah made no reply, except by coming into my room. I sat up-
right in the arm-chair, and looked as well as I possibly could. I
smiled even, and before a question was asked, remarked, of my
own accord, that my headache was quite gone.

“That's well,” said aunt Sarah, and she sat down opposite to
me. “I think I had better go to bed now,” I continued. «To
bed, child! why, you've been in bed all the evening. Why don’t
you eat ?” she added, quickly. I don’t want anything,” I replied.
“Do you mean to starve?” exclaimed my aunt, and she caught
hold of my hand to feel my pulse.

‘I don’t know what the result of her examination might have
been, but when it was over she rested her hands upon her knees,
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and bending forward to look at me more narrowly, said, “ What
have you been doing by yourself all this time ?” <1 tried to read,”
I said, whilst my eyes filled with tears. “ Umph! the Bible,” said
my aunt, glancing at the open page.  “ There was nothing else to
read,” I replied, dreading to enter into any explanation of my feel-
ings. “Umph!” again repeated my aunt; “do you never read
the Bible except when you've nothing else to do ?”

“QOh, yes! indeed, sometimes, very often—that is, when I can,”
I exclaimed, in great confusion. ‘“Why can’t you speak out,
child?” interrupted my aunt. “It’s easy to say yes or no.” «I
read the lessons generally,” I said, trying to command my ner-
vousness. “ That’s well; did you read the lessons to-night?”
“I began a little, and then I left off, because——" I was on the
point of saying I was interrupted,—it would have been true in the
letter, and not in the spirit. Betty’s coming into the room had
once interrupted me, but that was not the reason of my leaving
off. I stopped. “Because what?” asked my aunt. ¢ Because—
I don’t know—1I can’t read ; I can’t do anything,” I exclaimed ;
and I burst into tears.

My aunt stretched out her hand and rang the bell. Betty came
to the door. « Make the coffee hot, and bring it up, and the bis-
cuits,” said my aunt. “ You will eat, Sally,” she added, tapping
my shoulder. “I can’t, indeed I can’t, aunt Sarah,” I replied,
“I only want to go to bed.” * You will do as I bid you, child.”
But though she spoke roughly, she gave me a kiss.

The coffee was brought: my aunt poured it out herself, scolding
Betty because the milk was not hot; and, putting the spoon into
my hand, told me not to be foolish, but to drink it up. I had not
power to resist ; and, indeed, after the first effort I could not help
owning that it was very nice. “To be sure it is,” replied my
aunt, * what should I have ordered it for, if it was not. Do they
let you go on in that senseless way at home, crying and starving
yourself to death?” I smiled, and my aunt’s face brightened;
and, patting me on the back, as she would a favourite horse, she
encouraged me to go on, telling me it was better than any medi-
cine, and would send me to sleep in no time. “I wish you would
go to sleep yourself, aunt Sarah,” I said, “I can’t bear keeping you
up in this way, and giving you so much trouble.” ¢ Trouble,”
repeated my aunt, “ why, what else can one have in this world ?
1t's made up of it; and it people won’t go to trouble, trouble will
be sure to come to them. Drink your coffee, Sally, and don’t.: be
foolish.” :

The coffee was drunk ; my aunt took the cup from my hand,




48 THE' EXPERIENCE OF LIFE.

and put it down on the table, with a triumphant ¢ There!”
« And now good night, dear aunt Sarah,” I said, “and thank you
a thousand times.” She remained silent, leaning upon the ivory
stick which she always used when walking or standing. Her
wrinkled face was quite beautiful in its expression of earnest
thought. " “It wouldn’t hurt either you or me, Sally,” she said
presently, ¢ to have a chapter in the Bible read. Miss Cole shall
come and read to us.” Of course I could not object. Miss Cole
was sent for, and the second evening lesson was read. Then she
paused, and looked at my aunt. “Miss Cole always reads some
church-prayers to me before I go to sleep,” said my aunt; “she
shall read them here to-night.” Miss Cole and I knelt, my aunt
stood,—she had not been able to kneel for years,— her hands
crossed as she rested upon her stick, her whole look and attitude
that of the most simple but intense devotion.

Miss Cole read the Confession, the Lord’s Prayer, the second
Collect in the evening service, the Thanksgiving, and the con-
cluding blessing. After a few minutes we stood up: “ God bless
you, child,” said aunt Sarah, as she bent to kiss me: “ you won't
say any more prayers, or read any more to-night. Get to bed as
fast as you can ; Miss Cole will come and see if your candle is out
safe.” 1 did as I was told: I was not happy, but I was thankful
to have some one to obey.

CHAPTER VIIL

AvUxt Samau always had her breakfast in her own room, but
Miss Cole read prayers to the servants. Iwas careful to be down
in time, for I knew it would be ‘a great offence to be late; and
besides, I very much disliked being considered an invalid. Miss
Cole was a quiet person, and our repast was & silent one ; but all
the more agreeable to me. 'When it was over, Miss Cole said she
should be going to church at eleven, as it was Wednesday ; should
I like to go with her? “Yes, certainly, if I might, if aunt
Sarah would not object ;” and Miss Cole smiled at the doubt, and
begged me to amuse myself till half-past ten, and get ready for
church when I heard the first bell o
I wandered out into the garden, an oblong piece of ground,
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