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ESTHER

CHAPTERI.

THE LAST DAY AT REDMAYNE HOUSE.



Whét trifles vex ond

| was dways sorry that my name was Esther; not that | found fault
with the nameitsalf, but it wastoo grave, too full of meaning for
such an ingignificant person. Some one who was learned in such
matters--1 think it was Allan--told me once that it meant astar, or
good fortune.

It may be s0, but the real meaning lay for mein the margina note
of my Bible: Esther, fair of form and good in countenance, that
Hadassah, who was brought to the palace of Shushan, the beautiful
Jawish queen who loved and succored her suffering people; truly a
bright particular ar among them.

Girls, even the best of them, have their whims and fancies, and |

never looked at mysdlf in the glass on high days and holidays, when a
festive garb was desirable, without a scornful protest, dumbly

uttered, againgt so shining aname. There was such achoice, and |
would rather have been Deborah or Leah, or even plain Susan, or
Molly; anything homely, that would have suited my dark, low-browed
face. Tdl and angular, and hard-featured--what business had | with
such aname?

"My dear, beauty isonly skin-deep, and common senseisworth its
weight in gold; and you are my good sensible Esther,” my mother said
once, when | had hinted rather too strongly at my plainness. Dear
soul, she was anxious to appease the pangs of injured vanity, and was
full of such sweset, balmy speeches; but girlsin the ugly duckling

stage are not alive to mora compliments, and, well--perhaps | hoped
my mother might find contradiction possible.

Will, | am older and wiser now, less troublesomely introspective,
and by no means so addicted to taking my interna structureto
pieces, to find out how the motives and fedingswork; but al the
same, | hold stronglly to diversity of gifts. | believe beauty isa

gift, one of the good things of God; avery specid taent, for which
the owner must give account. But enough of thismoraizing, for |
want to speak of a certain fine afternoon in the year of our Lord,
18--well, never mind the date.

It was one of our red-letter days at Redmayne House--in other words,
awhole holiday; we dways had awhole holiday on Miss Mgoribanks
birthday. The French governess had made a grand toilette, and had
gone out for the day. Fraulein had retired to her own room, and was
writing along sentimental effusion to acertain "liebe Anna," who

lived at Heidelberg. As Fraulein had taken severd of usinto
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confidence, we had heard agreat deal of this Annavon Humme, a
little round-faced German, with flaxen plaits and china-blue eyes,
likeadoll; and Jesse and | had often wondered at this strong
Teutonic attachment. Most of the girlswere playing croquet--they
played croquet then--on the square lawn before the drawing-room
windows; the younger ones were swinging in thelime-walk. Jesse and
| had betaken oursel ves with our books to a corner we much affected,
where there was a bench under amay-tree.

Jesse was my school friend--chum, | think we called it; shewasa

fair, pretty girl, with athoroughly English face, aneat compact

figure, and manners which every one pronounced charming and lady-like;
her mind was lady-like too, which was the best of all.

Jessie read industrioudy--her book seemed to rivet her attention;
but | wasrestlessand distrait. The sun was shining on the limes,
and the fresh green leaves seemed to thrill and shiver with life: a
lazy breeze kept up afaint soughing, awhite butterfly was hovering
over the pink may, the girls shrill voices sounded everywhere; a
thousand undevel oped thoughts, vague and unsubstantia asthe
sunshine above us, seemed to blend with the sunshine and voices.

"Jessie, do put down your book--I want to talk." Jessie raised her
eyebrowsalittle quizzicdly but she was dways amiable; she had
that rare unsdlfishness of giving up her own will ungrudgingly; |

think thiswaswhy | loved her so. Her story wasinteresting, but she
put down her book without asigh.

"You aredwaystaking, Esther,” she said, with aprovoking little
amile; "but then," she added, quickly, asthough she were afraid that
| should think her unkind, "1 never heard other girlstalk so well.”

"Nonsense," was my hasty response; "don't put me out of temper with
mysdf. | wasindulging in alittle bit of philosophy while you were
deep inthe'Daisy Chain.' | wasthinking what congtituted a gresat
mind."

Jessie opened her eyeswiddy, but she did not at once reply; she

was not, strictly speaking, aclever girl, and did not at once grasp

any new idea; our conversationswere generdly rather one-sded. Emma
Hardy, who was our school wag, once observed that | used Jessie's
brains asan aring-place for my ideas. Certainly Jesselistened

more than she talked, but then, she listened so sweetly.

"Of course, Alfred the Great, and Sir Philip Sidney, and Princess

Elizabeth of France, and dl the heroes and heroines of old time--all
the people who did such greet things and lived such wonderful lives
--may be said to have had great minds; but | am not thinking about
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them. | want to know what makes a great mind, and how oneisto get
it. Thereis Carrie, now, you know how good sheis; | think she may
be said to have one."

"Carie--your sster?"

"Why, yes" | returned, alittleimpatiently; for certainly Jesse

could not think | meant that stupid, peevish little Carrie Steadman,

the dullest girl in the school; and whom else should | mean, but

Carrie, my own dear sister, who was two years older than |, and who
was as good as she was pretty, and who set us al such an example of
unworldliness and sdf-denid; and Jessie had spent the Christmas
holidays at our house, and had grown to know and love her too; and
yet she could doubt of whom | was speaking; it could not be denied
that Jessewasalittle dow.

"Carrieissogood,” | went on, when | had cooled alittle, "I am

sure she hasagreat mind. When | read of Mrs. Judson and Elizabeth
Fry, or of any of those grand creatures, | dwaysthink of Carrie.

How few girls of nineteen would deprive themsaves of hdf their

dress dlowance, that they might devoteit to the poor; she has given

up parties because she thinks them frivolous and awaste of time; and
though she plays so beautifully, mother can hardly get her to

practice, because she saysit isapity to devote so much timeto a
mere accomplishment, when she might be at school, or reading to poor
old Betty Martin."

"Shemight do both,” put in Jessie, rather timidly; for she never

liked contradicting any of my notions, however far-fetched and
ill-assorted they might be. "Do you know, Esther, | fancy your mother
isalittle sorry that Carrieis so unlike other girls; shetold me once
that she thought it such a pity that she had let her talents rust

after al the money that had been spent on her education.”

"Y ou must have misunderstood my mother,” | returned, somewhat
[oftily; "I heard her once say to Uncle Geoffrey that she thought
Carrie was dmost perfection. Y ou have no idea how much Mr. Arnold
thinks of her; heisdwaysholding her up as his pattern young lady
in the parish, and declares that he should not know what to do
without her. She playsthe organ at al the week-day services, and
teaches at the Sunday school, and she has a district now, and a
Bible-classfor the younger girls. No wonder she cannot find timeto
practice, or to keep up her drawing.” And | looked triumphantly at
Jessie; but her manner did not quite please me. She might not be
clever, but she had agood solid set of opinionsto which she could
hold stoutly enough.

"Don't think me disagreeable, Esther,” she pleaded. "I think agreat
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ded of Carrie; sheisvery swest, and pretty, and good, and we
should al be better if we were morelike her; but no oneisquite
faultless, and | think even Carrie makes mistakes at times.”

"Oh, of coursel" | answered alittle crosdy, for | could not bear

her finding fault with Carrie, who was such aparagon in my eyes. But
Jessietook no notice of my manner, shewas such awiselittle
creature; and | cannot help thinking that the lessimportance we
attach to people's manner the better. Under alittle roughnessthere

is often good stuff, and some good people are singularly unfortunate
in manner.

So Jessewent on in her gentleway, "Do you remember Miss
Maoribanks favorite copy: 'Moderation in al things?1 think this
ought to apply to everything we do. We had an old nurse once, who
used to say such droll thingsto us children. | remember | had been
very good, and done something very wonderful, as | thought, and
nurse said to mein her dry way, 'Well, Miss Jesse, my dear, duty
isnot a hedgehog, that you should be bristling al over in that way.
Thereisno getting at you to-day, you aretoo fully armed at dl
pointsfor praise.” And she would not say another word; and another
time, when | thought | ought to have been commended; she sad, 'Least
doneis soonest mended; and well doneisnot ill done, and that is

all about it." Poor old nurse! shewould never praise any one."

"But, Jessie--how doesthis gpply to Carrie?"

"W, not very much, | dare say; only | think Carrie overdoes her
duty sometimes. | remember one evening your mother look so
disappointed when Carrie said she wastoo tired to sing.”

"Y ou mean the evening when the Scobells were there, and Carrie had
been doing parish work al the day, and she camein looking so pale
and fagged? | thought mother was hard on her that night. Carrie cried
about it afterward in my room."

"Oh, Esther, | thought she spoke so gently! She only said, 'Would it
not have been better to have done alittle lessto-day, and reserved
yoursdlf for our friends? We ought never to disappoint peopleif we
canhepit.”

"Y es, only mother looked asif she were redly displeased; and
Carrie could not bear that; she said in her last |etter that mother

did not sympathize entirely in her work, and that she missed me
dreadfully, for the whole atmosphere was rather chilling sometimes.”

Jessielooked alittle sorry at this. "No one could think that of
your home, Esther." And she Sghed, for her home was very different
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from ours. Her parents were dead, and as she was an only child, she
had never known the love of brother or sister; and the aunt who
brought her up was a gtrict narrow-minded sort of person, with
mannersthat must have been singularly uncongenid to my
affectionate, smple-minded Jessie. Poor Jessie! | could not help
giving her one of my bear-like hugs at this, sowell did | know the
meaning of that Sgh; and thereis no telling into what channel our
talk would have drifted, only just a that moment Belle Martin, the
pupil-teacher, appeared in sight, walking very straight and fast, and
carrying her chinin an devated fashion, asort of practica

expaosition of Madame's "Heads up, young ladies” But thiswas only
her way, and Belle was agood cresture.

"You aretogoin at once, Miss Cameron,” she caled out, amost
before she reached us. "Miss Mgjoribanks has sent me to look for you;
your uncleiswith her in the drawing-room.”

"Uncle Geoffrey? Oh, my dear Uncle Geoff!" | exclaimed, joyfully.
"Doyou redly meanit, Bdle?'

"Yes, Dr. Cameronisin the drawing-room," repested Belle. But |
never noticed how grave her voice was. She commenced whispering to
Jesse dmost before | wasayard away, and | thought | heard an
exclamation in Jessesvoice; but | only said to mysdlf, "Oh, my

dear Uncle Geoff!" in atone of suppressed ecstasy, and | looked
round on the croquet playersas| threaded the lawn with a sense of
pity that not one of them possessed an unclelike mine.

Miss Mg oribanks was seated in state, in her well-preserved black

satin gown, with her black glovesreposing in her Iap, looking rather

like afeminine mute; but on this occasion | took no notice of her. |
actudly forgot my courtesy, and | am afraid | made one of my awkward
rushes, for Miss Mgoribanks groaned dightly, though afterward she
turned it into a cough.

"Why, Esther, you are dmost awoman now," said my uncle, putting me
infront of him, and laying his heavy hand on my shoulder. "Blessme,
how the child has grown, and how unlike sheisto Carrie!”

"| was seventeen yesterday,” | answered, pouting alittle, for |
understood the reference to Carrie; and was | not the ugly duckling?
--but I would not keep up the sore fedling aminute, | was so pleased
toseehim.

No onewould call Uncle Geoffrey handsome--oh, dear, no! his
features were too rugged for that; but he had adrall, clever face,
and apair of honest eyes, and hisgray hair was so closely cropped
that it looked like asiver cap. He was alittle restlessand
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fidgety in his movements, too, and had ways that appeared sngular to
srangers, but | aways regarded his habits respectfully. Clever men,

| thought, were often eccentric; and | was quite angry with my mother
when she used to say, " Geoff was an old bachelor, and he wanted a
wifeto polish him; | should like to see any woman dare to marry
Undle Geoff."

"Seventeen, sweet seventeen! Eh, Esther?* but he still held my hand
and looked a me thoughtfully. It wasthen | first noticed how grave
he looked.

"Have you come from Combe Manor, Uncle Geoff, and arethey dl quite
well at home?' | asked, rather anxioudy, for he seemed decidedly
nervous.

"Well, no," hereturned, rather dowly; "1 am sorry to spoil your
holiday, child, but | have come by your mother's express desire to
fetch you home. Frank--your father, | mean--is not well, and they
will be glad of your help and--bless me'--Uncle Geoff's favorite
exclamation--"how paethegirl lookd"

"Y ou are kegping something from me--heisvery ill--1 know heis
very ill!" | exclaimed, passionately. "Oh, uncle, do speak out! heis
--" but I could not finish my sentence, only Uncle Geoffrey understood.

"No, no, itisnot so bad asthat,” putting hisarm round me, for |
was trembling and shaking dl over; "heisvery ill--1 dare not deny
that thereis much ground for fear; but Esther, we ought to lose no
timein getting away from here. Will you swalow this glass of wine,
like agood, brave child, and then pack up your things as soon as
possible?’

There was no ressting Uncle Geoffrey's coaxing voice, dl his
patients did what he told them, so | drank the wine, and tried to
hurry from the room, only my kneesfelt so weak.

"MissMartin will assist you," whispered Miss Mgoribanks, as|

passed her; and, sure enough, as| entered the dormitory, there was
Bdle emptying my drawers, with Jesse helping her. Evenin my
bewildered state of wretchedness | wondered why Miss Mg oribanks
thought it necessary for meto take al my things. Was| bidding good-by
to Redmayne House?

Belle looked very kindly at me as she folded my dresses, but Jessie
came up to me with tearsin her eyes. "Oh, Esther!" she whispered,
"how strange to think we were talking as we were, and now the
opportunity has come?" and though her speech was alittle vague, |
understood it; she meant the time for meto display my greatness of
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mind--ah, me! my greatness of mind--wherewasit? | was of no use at
dl; thegirlsdid it dl between them, while| sat on the edge of my

little bed and watched them. They were as quick as possible, and yet

it seemed hours before the box was locked, and Belle had handed me
the key; by-and-by, Miss Mgoribanks came and fetched me down, for
she said the fly was at the door, and Dr. Cameron was waiting.

We girls had never cared much for Miss Mg oribanks, but nothing

could exceed her kindness then. | think the reason why schoolmistresses
are not often beloved by their pupils--though there certainly are
exceptionsto that rule--isthat they do not often show their good hearts.

When Miss Mg oribanks buttoned my glovesfor me, and smoothed my
hair, and gave methat motherly kiss, | felt | loved her. "God bless

you my dear child! we shdl al missyou; you have worked well and
been a credit to the establishment. | am sorry indeed to part with

you." Actuadly these were Miss Mgjoribanks words, and spoken, too,
inahusky voicel

Andwhen | got downdtairs, there were dl the girls, many of them
with their croquet malletsin their hands, gathered in the front
garden, and little Suse Fierrepoint, the baby of the schooal,
carrying alarge bunch of lavender and sweet-william from her own
little garden, which she thrust into my hands.

"They arefor you," cried Suse; and then they al crowded round and
kissed me.

"Good-by, Esther; we are so sorry to lose you; writeto usand let
us know how you are.”

Jesses paelittle face camelagt. "Oh, my darling! how | shall be
thinking of you!" cried the affectionate creature; and then | broke
down, and Uncle Geoffrey led me away.

"I am glad to see your school-fellows loveyou,” he said, aswe
drove off, and Redmayne House became logt to sight. "Human affection
isagreat boon, Esther.”

Dear Uncle Geoffrey! he wanted to comfort me; but for sometimel
would not spesk or listen.

CHAPTERII.

THE ARRIVAL AT COMBE MANOR.
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The great secret of Uncle Geoffrey'sinfluence with peoplewas a
certain quiet undemondtrative sympathy. He did not talk much; he was
rather given to letting people aone, but hiskindliness of look made

his few spoken words more precious than the vol uble condol ences of
others.

He made no effort to check the torrent of tearsthat followed my
first stunned fedings, indeed, his"Poor child!" so tenderly

uttered, only made them flow more quickly. It was not until we were
seated in the railway compartment, and | had dried them of my own
accord, that he attempted to rouse me by entering into conversation,
and yet there was much that he knew must be said, only "gresat haste,
small speed,” was dways Uncle Geoffrey's favorite motto. "Thereis
timefor dl things, and much more," asheused to tell us.

"Areyou better now?' he asked, kindly. "That isright; put your
handkerchief avay, and we can have alittle talk together. You area
sengble girl, Esther, and have awise little head on your shoulders.
Tel me, my child, had you any ideaof any specia anxiety or trouble
that was preying on your father's mind?'

"No, indeed," | returned, astonished. "I knew the farm was doing
badly, and father used to complain now and then of Fred's
extravagance, and mother looked once or twice very worried, but we
did not think much about it."

"Then | am afraid what | am going to tell you will be agreat

shock," hereturned, gravely. "Y our father and mother must have had
heavy anxieties|atdy, though they have kept it from you children.
The cause of your father'sillnessis menta trouble. | must not hide
from you, Esther, that heisruined.”

"Ruined!" | tried to repeat the word aloud, but it died on my lips.

"A man with afamily ought not to speculate,” went on my uncle,
gpeaking more to himsdf than me. "What did Frank know about the
business? About as much as Fred does about art. He has spent
thousands on the farm, and it has been adead loss from the
beginning. He knew as much about farming as Carrie does. Stuff and
nonsense! And then he must needs dabble in shares for Spanish mines,
and that new-fangled Whed Catherine affair that has gone to smash
lately. Every penny gone; and awife, and--how many of you arethere,
Egther?'

But | was too much overwhelmed to help him in his calculation, so he
commenced gtriking off on hisfingers, one by one.
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"L et me see; there's Fred, brought up, young coxcomb! to think
himsdlf afine gentleman and an artist, with dmaost as much notion of
work as | have of piano playing; and Allan, who has more brainsthan
the rest of you put together; and Carrie, who ishalf asaint and
dightly hysterical; and your poor little self; and then comesthat
nondescript article Jack. Why in the world do you call afeminine
creature Jack? And poor little Dot, who will never earn apenny for
himsdlf--humph, six of you to clothe and feed--"

"Oh, Uncle Geoff!" | burst out, taking no notice of thislong

tirade; and what did it matter if Dot never earned anything when |
would work my fingersto the bonefor him, the darling! "oh, Uncle
Geoff, arethingsredly so bad asthat? Will Fred be obliged to give
up his painting, when he has been to Rome, too; and shall we haveto
leave Combe Manor, and the farm? Oh, what will they al do? and
Carrie, too?"

"Work," was the somewhat grim reply, and then he went oninamilder
tone. "Things are very bad, Esther; about as bad asthey can be--for
we must look mattersin the face--and your father isvery ill, and
thereis no knowing where the mischief may end; but you must al put
your shouldersto the domestic whedl, and push it up the Hill

Difficulty. Itisacrigs, and avery painful one, but it will prove

which of you hasthe right mettle.

"l am not afraid of Allan,” hewent on; "thelad has plenty of good
suff in him; and | am not much afraid of you, Esther, at least |

think not; but--" He hesitated, and then stopped, and | knew he was
thinking of Fred and Carrie; but he need not. Of course Carrie would
work as heartily asany of us; idling was never her forte; and Fred
--wdll, perhaps Fred was not aways industrious.

| seemed to have lost mysdf in aperfect tangle of doubt and dread.
Uncle Geoffrey went on with histalk, haf sad and haf moraizing,
but | could not follow dl he said. Two thoughts were buzzing about
me like hornets. Father wasill, very ill, and we should have to
leave Combe Manor. The sting of these thoughts was dreadful .

| seemed to rouse out of a nightmare when Uncle Geoffrey suddenly
announced that we were at Crowbridge. No one waswaiting for us at
the station, which somewhat surprised me; but Combe Manor was not a
quarter of amile off, so the luggage was wheeled away on atruck,

and Uncle Geoffrey and | walked after it, up the sandy lane, and

round by the hazel copse. And there were the fields, where Dapple,

the gray mare, was feeding; and there were Cherry and Spot, and
Brindle, and dl the rest of the dear creatures, rubbing their horned

heads againgt the hedge as usud; and two or three of them standing
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knee-deep in the great shallow pool, where Fred and Allan used to
sall their boats, and make believe it was the Atlantic. We dways
cdled thelittle bit of sedgy ground under the willow America, and
used to send freights of paper and cardboard across the mimic ocean,
which did not dways arrive safdly.

How lovely and peaceful it al looked on this June evening! The sun
shone on the red brick house and old-fashioned casements; roses were
climbing everywhere, on the walls, round the porch, over the very
gateway. Fred was|eaning againgt the gate, in his brown velveteen

coat and douched hat, |ooking so handsome and picturesque, poor
felow! He had aGloire de Dijon in his button-hole. | remember |
wondered vaguely how he had had the heart to pick it.

"How ishe?' cdled out Uncle Geoffrey. And Fred started, for though
he was watching for us he had not seen usturn the corner of the lane.

"No better," was the disconsolate answer, as he unlatched the gate,
and stooped over it to kissme. "We are expecting Allan down by the
next train, and Carrie asked meto look out for you; how do you do,
Esther? What have you doneto yoursalf?' eyeing me with amixture of
chagrin and astonishment. | suppose crying had not improved my
appearance; till, Fred need not have noticed my red eyes; but he was
onewho always"looked on the outward appearance.”

"Sheistired and unhappy, poor little thing," repeated Uncle
Geoffrey, answering for me, as he drew my arm through his. "'l hope
Carrie has got someteafor her;" and as he spoke Carrie cameout in
the porch to meet us. How sweet she looked, the "little nun,” as Fred
awayscdled her, in her gray dress; with her smooth fair hair and

pale pretty face.

"Poor Esther, how tired you look!" she said, kissng me
affectionately, but quietly--Carriewas dwaysalittle
undemondrative--"but | have got teafor you in the brown room™ (we
always caled it the brown room, because it was wainscoted in 0ak);
"will you have it now, or would you like to see mother?

"Y ou had better have tea first and see your mother afterward,”
observed Uncle Geoffrey; but | would not take this prudent counsd.
Onthedairs| came upon Jack, curled up on awindow-sill, with
Smudge, our old black cat, in her arms, and was welcomed by both of
them with much effusion. Jack wasatadl, thingirl, dl legsand

arms, with adroll, freckled face and round blue eyes, with dl the
awkwardness of fourteen, and none of its precocity. Her real name was
Jacqudine, but we had aways cdled her Jack, for brevity, and
because, with her cropped head and rough ways, she resembled a boy
morethan agirl; her hair was growing now, and hung about her neck
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in short ungainly lengths, but | doubt whether in its present stage

it was any improvement. | am not at al sure strangers consdered

Jack a prepossessing child, she was so awkward and overgrown, but |
liked her drall faceimmensaly. Fred was dwaysfinding fault with

her and snubbing her, which brought him nothing but pert replies;

then he would entreat mother to send her to school, but somehow she
never went. Dot could not spare her, and mother thought there was
plenty of time, so Jack gtill roamed about at her own sweet will;
riding Dapple barebacked round the paddock, milking Cherry, and
feeding the chickens; carrying on some pretense at lessonswith
Carrie, who was not a very gtrict mistress, and plaguing Fred, who
had nice ways and hated any form of untidiness.

"Oh, you dear thing!" cried Jack, leaping from the window-seat and
nearly strangling me, while Smudge rubbed himsdf lovingly againg my
dress; "oh, you dear, darling, delightful old Esther, how pleased |
amto seeyou!" (Certainly Jack was not undemondtrative.) "Oh, it has
been so horrid the last few days--father ill, and mother dwayswith
him, and Fred as cross astwo sticks, and Carrie always too busy or
too tired for any one to speak to her; and Dot complaining of painin
his back and not caring to play, oh!" finished Jack, with along-drawn
sgh, "it has been dmost too horrid.”

"Hush, Jack," was my sole reply; for there was dear mother coming
down the passage toward us. | had only been away from her two months,
and yet it struck me that her hair was grayer and her face was

thinner than it used to be, and there were lines on her forehead that

| never remember to have seen before; but she greeted mein her old
affectionate way, putting back my hair from my faceto look at me,

and caling me her dear child. "But | must not siop amomernt,

Egther,” shesad hurriedly, "or father will miss me; take off your

hat, and rest and refresh yoursdlf, and then you shal come up and
seehim.”

"But, mother, whereis Dot?"

"Inthere,"” motioning toward the sick room; "heisawaysthere, we
cannot keep him out,” and her lip trembled. When Jack and | returned
to the brown room, we found the others gathered round the table.
Carrie, who was pouring out the tea, pointed to the seat beside her.

It wasthefirst dreary medl | had ever remembered in the brown

room; my first evening a home had aways been so happy. The shdlow
blue teacups and tiny plates always seemed prettier than other

peopl€e's china, and nothing ever tasted so delicious as our home-made
brown bread and butter.

But this evening the flavor seemed spoiled. Carrie sat in mother's
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place looking sad and abstracted, and fingering her little Silver

cross nervoudy. Fred was downcast and out of spirits, returning only
brief repliesto Uncle Geoffrey's questions, and only waking up to

snub Jack if she spoke aword. Oh, how | wished Allan would make his
gppearance and put usall right! It was quite arelief when | heard
mother's voice calling me, and she took meinto the great cool room
wherefather lay.

Dot was curled up in mother's great arm-chair, with hisfavorite
book of natura history; he dipped ahoat little hand in mine as|

passed him.

Dot was our name for him because he was so little, but he had been
caled Frank, after our father; hewas eight years old, but he hardly
looked bigger than achild of six. His poor back was crooked, and he
was lame from hip-disease; sometimes for weeks together the cruel
abscesses wasted his strength, at other times he was tolerably free
from pain; even a hisworst times Dot was a cheery invalid, for he
wasabright, patient little fellow. He had a beautiful little face,

too, though perhaps the eyeswere atrifle too large for thethin

features, but Dot was my pet, and | could see no fault in him;

nothing angered me more than when people pitied him or lamented over
hisinfirmity. When | first came home the sound of his crutch onthe
floor was the sweetest music in my ear. But | had no eyes even for

Dot after my first ook at father. Oh, how changed, how terribly
changed he was! The great wave of brown hair over hisforehead was
gray, hisfeatures were pinched and haggard, and when he spoke to me
his voice was different, and he seemed hardly ableto articulate.

"Poor children--poor children!" he groaned; and as| kissed his
cheek he said, "Be agood girl, Esther, and try to be acomfort to
your mother."

"When | amaman | shdl try and be acomfort too," cried Dat, in
his sharp chirpy voice; it quite startled father.

"That'smy brave boy," said father, faintly, and | think there were
tearsin hiseyes. "Dora’--my mother's name was Dora--"| am too tired
to talk; let the children go now, and come and sit by mewhile | go

to deep;" and mother gently dismissed us.

| had rather adifficulty with Dot when | got outside, for he
suddenly lowered his crutch and sat down on the floor.

"l don't want to go to bed," he announced, decidedly. "I shall st

heredl night, in case mother wants me; when it gets dark she may
fed londy."
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"But, Dot, mother will be grieved if she comes out and finds you
here; she has anxiety enough asit is, and if you make yoursdif ill,
too, you will only add to her trouble. Come, be agood boy, and let
me help you to undress.” But | might aswell have talked to Smudge.
Dot had these obstinate fits at times; he wastired, and his nerves
were shaken by being so many hoursin the sick room, and nothing
would have induced him to move. | was sotired at last that | sat
down on the floor, too, and rested my head against the door, and Dot
sat bolt upright like awatchful little dog, and in thisridiculous
position we were discovered by Allan. | had not heard of hisarrivd;
and when he came toward us, springing lightly up two stairsat a
time, | could not help uttering a suppressed exclamation of delight.

He stopped at once and looked at usin astonishment. "Dot and

Egther! inthe name of al that is mysterious; huddled up like two
Chinese gods on the matting. Why, | took Esther for ahesgp of clothes
inthetwilight." Of course| told him how it happened. Dot was

naughty and would not move, and | was keeping him company. Allan
hardly heard me out before he had shouldered Daot, crutch and al, and
waswalking off with him down the passage. "Wait for me afew
minutes, Esther,” he whispered; and | betook mysdlf to the window-seat
and looked over the dusky garden, where the tal whitelilies

looked like ghogtly flowersin the gloom.

It was along time before Allan rgjoined me. "That isacurious
little body," he said, hdf laughing, ashe sat down beside me. "'l
had quite a piece of work with him for carrying him off in that
fashion; he said 'l was a savage, agreat uncivilized man, to take
such amean advantage of him; If | werebig | would fight you," he
sad, doubling hisfigts, helooked such amiserablelittle atom of a
chap ashesadit.”

"Was heredly angry?' | asked, for Dot was so seldom out of temper.

"Angry, | believe you. Hewasin atowering rage; but heisal

right now, so you need not go to him. | stroked him down, and praised
him for hisgood intentions, and then | told him | was a doctor now,

and no one contradicted my orders, and that he must be agood boy and
let me help him to bed. Poor little fellow; he sobbed dl thetime he

was undressing, heis so fond of father. | am afraid it will go badly

with himiif thingsturn out as| fear they will," and Allan'svoice

wasvery grave.

We had along tak after that, until Uncle Geoffrey came upstairs
and didodged us, by carrying Allan off. It was such acomfort to
have him al to mysdf; we had been so much separated of late years.
Allan wasfive years older than |; hewas only ayear younger than
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Fred, but the difference between them was very great. Allan looked
the elder of the two; he was not so tall as Fred, but he was strongly
built and sturdy; he was dark-complexioned, and hisfeatures were
amogt asirregular asmine; but in aman that did not so much
matter, and very few people caled Allan plain.

Allan had aways been my specia brother--most sisters know what |
mean by that term. Allan was undemongtrative; he seldom petted or
made much of me, but aword from him was worth a hundred from Fred;
and there was a quiet unspoken sympathy between usthat was
aufficiently papable. If Allan wanted his gloves mended he dways
cameto me, and not to Carrie. | was his chief correspondent, and he
made me the confidante of his professond hopesand fears. In
return, he good-humoredly interested himsdlf in my studies, directed
my reading, and considered himsdlf at liberty to find fault with
everything that did not please him. He was alittle peremptory
sometimes, but | did not mind that half so much as Fred's sarcasms,
and he never distressed me as Fred did, by laughing a my large
hands, or wondering why | was not so natty in my dress as Carrie.

CHAPTERIII.

DOT.

| went to my room to unpack my things, and by-and-by Carriejoined me.

| haf hoped that she meant to help me, but she sat down by the
window and said, with asigh, how tired she was, and certainly her
eyes had aweary |ook.

Shewatched mefor sometimein silence, but once or twice she
sSghed very heavily.

"l wish you could leave those things, Esther,” shesad, at last,
not pettishly--Carrie was never pettish--but alittle too
plantively. "1 have not had a cresture to whom | could talk sSince
you left homein April "

Theimplied compliment was very nice, but | did not half like

leaving my things--I wasrather old-maidish in my ways, and never
liked half measures; but | remembered reading once about "the lust of
finishing," and what atest of unselfishnessit wasto put by a
half-completed task cheerfully at the cal of another duty. Perhapsit
was my duty to leave my unpacking and listen to Carrie, but there was
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onelittle point in her speech that did not please me.

"Y ou could talk to mother," | objected; for mother dways listened
tooneso nicely.

"I tried it once, but mother did not understand,” sighed Carrie. |

used to wish she did not sigh so much. "We had quite an argument, but
| saw it was no use--that | should never bring her to my way of
thinking. She was brought up so differently; girlswere alowed o

little liberty then. My notions seemed to distress her. She said that

| was peculiar, and that | carried thingstoo far, and that she

wished | were more like other girls; and then she kissed me, and said

| was very good, and she did not mean to hurt me; but she thought
home had the first claim; and so on. Y ou know mother'sway."

"| think mother was right there--you think so yoursdlf, do you not
Carrie?" | asked anxioudy, for this seemed to methe A B C of common
sense.

"Oh, of course," rather hadtily. "Charity beginsat home, but it

ought not to stop there. If | chose to waste my time practicing for
Fred'sviolin, and attending to al his thousand and one fads and
fancies, what would become of al my parish work?'Y ou should have
heard Mr. Arnold's sermon last Sunday, Esther; he spoke of the misery
and poverty and ignorance that lay around us outside our homes, and
of theloiterers and idlers within those homes." And Carri€s eyes
looked sad and serious.

"That istrue,” | returned, and then | stopped, and Jessieswords
cameto my mind, "Even Carrie makes mistakes at times." For thefirst
timein my life the thought crossed me; in my absence would it not
have been better for Carrie to have been alittle more at home? It

was Jessi €s words and mother's careworn face that put the thought
into my head; but the next moment | had dismissed it as heresy. My
good, unsdfish Carrie, it wasimpossible that she could make
mistakes! Carrie's next speech chimed in well with my unspoken
thoughts.

"Home duties comefirg, of course, Esther--no onein their senses

could deny such athing; but we must be on our guard against make-
believe duties. It ismy duty to help mother by teaching Jack, and |

give her two hours every morning; but when Fred comesinto the
schoolroom with some nonsensical request that would rob me of an hour
or 0, | am quiteright not to give way to him. Do you think,"

warming into enthusiasm over her subject, “that Fred'sviolin playing
ought to stand in the way of any red work that will benefit soulsas

well as bodies--that will help to reclaim ignorance and teach

virtue?' And Carrie's beautiful eyes grew dark and dewy with fedling.
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| wish mother could have seen her; something in her expression
reminded me of apicture of Faith | had once seen.

"Oh, Esther," she continued, for | was too moved to answer her,
"every day | livel long to give mysdf more entirely to benefiting

my fellow creatures. Girl as| am, | mean to join the grand army of
workers-—-that iswhat Mr. Arnold caled them. Oh, how | wish | could
remember dl he said! Hetold us not to be disheartened by petty
difficulties, or to fed londly because, perhaps, those who were our
nearest and dearest discouraged our efforts or put obstaclesin our
way. 'Y ou think you are done," he said, 'when you are one of the

rank and filein that glorious battalion. There are thousands working
with you and around you, although you cannot seethem." And then he
exhorted us who were young to enter this crusade.”

"But, Carrie)" | interrupted, somewhat mournfully, for | wastired
and alittle depressed, "1 am afraid our work isaready cut out for
us, and we shdl haveto do it however little pleased we may be with
the pattern. From what Uncle Geoffrey tellsme, we shdl be very

poor.
"I am not afraid of poverty, Esther.”

"But gill you will be grieved to leave Combe Manor,” | perssted.
"Perhaps we shdl haveto livein alittle pokey house somewhere, and
to go out as governesses.”

"Perhgps 0," she answered, serendy; "but | shdl il find time

for higher duties. | shall beamiser, and treasure dl my minutes.

But | have wasted nearly half-an-hour now; but it is such aluxury to
talk to somebody who can understand.” And then she kissed me
affectionately and bade me hasten to bed, for it was getting late,

and | looked sadly tired; but it never entered into her head to help
me put away the clothesthat strewed my room, though | wasachingin
every limb from grief and fatigue. If onelooks up too much at the
clouds one stumbles against rough stones sometimes. Star gazing is
very sweet and elevating, but it isaswell sometimesto pick up the
homely flowers that grow round our feet. "What does Carrie mean by
higher duties?' | grumbled, as| sought wearily to evoke order out of
chaos. "Towork for onesfamily isas much aduty asvisiting the
poor.” | could not solve the problem; Carrie was too vague for me
there; but | went to bed at last, and dreamed that we two were
building houses on the seashore. Carrie€s was the prettier, for it

was all of sea-weed and bright-colored shells that |ooked as though
the sun were shining on them, while mine was made of clay, tempered
by mortar.

"Oh, Carrie, | likeyoursbest" | cried, disconsolately; yet as|
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spoke along tida wave came up and washed thefrail building away.
But though minefilled with foamy water, the rough walsremained
entire, and then | looked at it again the receding wave had strewn
itsfloorswith smdl shining pearls.

| must pass over the record of the next few days, for they were so
sad--s0 sad, even now, | cannot think of them without tears. On the
second day after my return, dear father had another attack, and
before many hours were over we knew we were orphans.

Two things stood out most prominently during thet terrible week;

dear mother's exceeding patience and Dot's despair. Mother gave us
little trouble. Shelay on her couch weeping silently, but no word of
complaint or rebellion crossed her lips; sheliked usto St beside

her and read her soothing passages of Scripture, and she was very
thoughtful and full of pity for usdl. Her heath was never very

good, and just now her strength had given way utterly. Uncle Geoffrey
would not hear of her exerting hersdlf, and, indeed, she looked so

frail and broken that even Fred got alarmed about her.

Carriewas her principal companion, for Dot took al my attention;
and, indeed, it nearly broke our heartsto see him.

Uncle Geoffrey had carried him from the room when father's last
attack had come on. Jack was left in charge of him, and the rest of
uswere gathered in the sck room. | wasthefirst to leavewhen dl
was over, for | thought of Dot and trembled; but as | opened the door
there hewas, crouched down in alittle hegp at the entrance, with

Jack sobbing beside him.

"| took away his crutch, but he crawled al theway on his hands and
knees," whispered Jack; and then Allan came out and stood beside me.

"Poor littlefdlow!" he muttered; and Dot lifted his miserable
little white face, and hdld out hisarms.

"Takemein," heimplored. "Father's dead, for | heard you al
crying; but I must kiss him once more.”

"I don't think it will hurt him," observed Allan, in alow voice.
"Hewill only imagine dl sorts of horrors--and he looks so
peaceful,” motioning toward the closed door.

"l will be so good," implored the poor child, "if you only teke me
in.* And Allan, unableto resst any longer, lifted himin hisarms,

| didnot goin, for | could not have borneit. Carrietold me
afterward that Allan cried like a child when Dot nestled up to the
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dead face and began kissing and stroking it.

"Y ou are my own father, though you look so different,” he whispered.
"I wish you were not so cold. | wish you could look and speak to me
--1 amyour little boy Dot--you were aways so fond of Dat, father. Let
me go with you; | don't want to live any longer without you," and so

on, until Uncle Geoffrey made Allan take him away.

Oh, how good Allan wasto him! Helay down by hissidedl night,
soothing him and talking to him, for Dot never dept. The next day we
took turnsto be with him, and so on day after day; but | think Dot
liked Allan best.

"Heismost like father," he said once, which, perhaps, explained

the preference; but then Allan had so much tact and gentleness. Fred
did not understand him at al; he called him odd and uncanny, which
displeased us both.

One evening | had been reading to mother, and afterward | went up to
Dot. He had been very feverish and had suffered much al day, and
Allan had scarcely left him; but toward evening he had grown quieter.

| found Jack beside him; they were making up garlandsfor the grave;
it was Dot's only occupation just now.

"Look here, Essie" he cried, eagerly. "Isnot thisa splendid

wreath? We are making it dl of panses--they were father'sfavorite
flowers. He dways called them flord butterflies. Fancy awreath of
butterflies" and Dot gave awesk little laugh. 1t was avery ghost

of alaugh, but it was hisfirg, and | hailed it joyfully. | praised

the quaint tiff wreeth. Initsway it was picturesque. Therich hues
of the pansies blended well--violet and gold; it was a pretty idea,
laying heartsease on the breast that would never know anxiety again.

"When | get better," continued Dat, "1 am going to make such a
beautiful little garden by dear father. Jack and | have been planning
it. We are going to have rose-trees and lilies of the valey and
sweet peas--father was so fond of sweet peas; and in the spring
snowdrops and crocuses and violets. Allan says| may doit."

"Yes, surely, Dot."

" wonder what father isdoing now?" he exclamed, suddenly, putting
by the unfinished wregth alittle weearily. "I think the worst of

people dying isthat we cannot find out what they are doing,” and his
eyesgrew large and wigtful. Alas! Dat, herein liesthe sting of
death--silence so insupportable and unbroken!

"Shdl | read you your favorite chapter?" | asked, softly; for every
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day Dot made us read to him the description of that City with its
golden streets and gem-built walls; but he shook his head,

"It glitterstoo much for my head to-night," he said, quaintly; "it
istoo bright and shining. | would rather think of dear father
walking in those green pastures, with al the good people who have
died. It must be very beautiful there, Esther. But | think father
would be happier if | werewith him."

"Oh, Dat, no!" for the bareideapained me; and | felt | must argue
thisnotion away. "Allan and | could not spare you, or mother either;
and there's Jack--what would poor Jack do without her playfellow?'

"l don't fed | shdl ever play again,” said Do, leaning hischin

on hismites of hands and peering at usin his shrewd way. "Jack isa
girl, and she cannot understand; but when oneisonly aDot, and has
an ugly crutch and aback that never leaves off aching, and afather
that has gone to heaven, one does not care to be left behind.”

"But you are not thinking of us, Dot, and how unhappy it would make
ustoloseyoutoo,” | returned. And now the tears would come one by
one; Dot saw them, and wiped them off with hisdeeve.

"Dont besdlly, Esther,” he said, in acoaxing little voice. "l am

not going yet. Allan says| may liveto beaman. Hesaid so last
night; and then he told me he was afraid we should be very poor; and
that made me sorry, for | knew | should never be able to work, with
my poor back."

"But Allan and I will work for you, my darling," | exclamed,

throwing my armsround him; "only you must not leave us, Dot, even

for father;" and as| said this| began to sob bitterly. | was

terribly ashamed of mysdf when Allan camein and discovered mein

the act; and there was Jack keegping me company, and frowning avay her
tears dreadfully.

| thought Allan would have scolded usdl round; but no, hedid
nothing of the kind. He patted Jack's wet cheeks and laughed at the
holein her handkerchief; and he then seated himself on the bed, and
asked me very gently what was the matter with usdl. Dot was
spokesman: he stated the facts of the case rather lugubrioudly and in
adightly injured voice.

"Esther iscrying because sheis sdfish, and | an afrad | am
sdfishtoo.”

"Mog likely," returned Allan, dryly; "it isahuman failing. What
isthe casein point, Frankie?'
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Allan wasthe only one of uswho ever caled Dot by his proper name.

"I should not mind growing up to beaman,” replied Dot, fencing a
little, "if | were big and strong like you,” taking hold of the huge
sinewy hand. "I could work then for mother and the girls; but now you
will be aways obliged to take care of me, and so--and so--" and here
Dot'slipsquivered alittle, "I would rather go with dear father, if
Esther would not cry about it s0."

"No, no, you must stay with us, Sonny," returned Allan, cheerily.
"Esther and | are not going to give you up so easily. Why, look here,
Frankie; | will tell you asecret. One of these days| meanto havea
nicelittle house of my own, and Esther and you shall come and live
with me, and | will go among my patientsal the morning, and inthe
evening | shal come home very lazy and tired, and Esther shdll fetch
me my dippers and light the lamp, and | shall get my books, and you
will have your drawing, and Esther will mend our clothes, and we
shall be as cozy aspossible.”

"Yes, yes" exclamed Dat, clapping his hands. The snug picture had
fascinated his childish fancy; Allan'sfiresde had obscured the

lights of paradise. From thistime thisimaginary home of Allan's
became hisfavorite castlein the air. When we were together hewould
often talk of it asthough it were redlity. We had planted the garden

and furnished the parlor a dozen times over before the year was out;
and so strong is asettled imagination that | am amost sure Dot
believed that somewhere there existed the little white cottage with

the porch covered with honeysuckle, and the low bay-window with the
gresat pots of flowering plants, beside which Dot's couch was to stand.

| don't think Jack enjoyed these talks so much as Dot and | did, as
we made no room for her in our castle-building.

"Y ou must not livewith us, Jack," Dot would say, very gravely; "you
areonly agirl, and we don't want girls'--what was|, | wonder?--

"but you shal come and see us once aweek, and Esther will give you
brown bread and honey out of our beehives; for we had arranged there
must be arow of beehives under a southern wall where peacheswereto
grow; and asfor whitelilies, we were to have dozens of them. Dear,
dear, how harmless all these fancies were, and yet they kept us

cheerful and warded off many an hour of depression from pain when
Dot's back was bad. | remember one more thing that Allan said that
night, when we were dl better and more cheerful, for it wasrather a
grave speech for ayoung man; but then Allan had these fits of

gravity.

"Never mind thinking if you will grow up to beaman, Dot. Wishing
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won't help usto die an hour sooner, and the longest life must have

an end some day. What we haveto doisto take up our life, and do
the best we can with it whileit lagts, and to be kind and patient,

and help one another. Mogt likely Esther and | will have to work hard
enough al our lives-we shal work, and you may haveto suffer; but
we cannot do without you any more than you can do without us. There,
Frankie!"

CHAPTERIV.

UNCLE GEOFFREY .

The day after the funerd Uncle Geoffrey hed afamily council, at
which wewere dl present, except mother and Dot; he preferred
talking to her done afterward.

Oh, what changes! what incredible changes! We must leave Combe Manor
at once. With the exception of afew hundred pounds that had been
mother's portion, the only dowry that her good old father, anaval
captain, had been ableto give her, we were literdly penniless. The
boys were not able to help us much. Allan was only ahouse-surgeon in
one of the London hospitals, and Fred, who cdled himsdf an artist,
had never earned apenny. He was afair copyi<t, and talked the
ordinary art jargon, and went about al day in hisbrown velveteen

coat, and wore hishair rather long; but we never saw much result

from his Roman studies; latterly he had somewhat neglected his
painting, and had taken to violin playing and musical compostion.
Uncle Geoffrey used to shake his head and say he was " Jack of dl
trades and master of none," which was not far from the mark. There
was agreat ded of talk between the three, before anything was

Seitled.

Fred wasterribly aggravating to Uncle Geoffrey, | could see; but

then he was so miserable, poor fellow; hewould not look at thingsin
their proper light, and he had away with him as though he thought
Uncle Geoffrey was putting upon him. The discusson grew very warm at
last, for Allan sided with Uncle Geoffrey, and then Fred said every
onewas againgt him. It struck me Uncle Geoffrey pooh-poohed Fred's
whim of being an artist; he wanted him to go into an office; there

was avacant berth he could secure by speaking to an old friend of

his, who was in a Chinatea-house, amost respectable money-making
firm, and Fred would have asdary a once, with good prospects of
risng; but Fred passionately scouted the notion. He would rather

enlist; he would drown, or hang himsalf sooner. There were no end of
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naughty things he said; only Carrie cried and begged him not to be so
wicked, and that checked him.

Uncle Geoffrey lost his patience a lagt, and very nearly told him

hewas anidiot, to hisface; but Fred looked so handsome and
miserable, that he relented; and at last it was arranged that Fred

was to take a hundred pounds of mother's money--she would have given
him the whole if she could, poor dear--and take cheap roomsin

London, and try how he could get on by teaching drawing and taking
copying orders.

"Remember, Fred," continued Uncle Geoffrey, rather sternly, "you are
taking asixth part of your mother's entire income; al that she has

for hersdf and these girls; if you squander it rashly, you will be

robbing the widow and the fatherless. Y ou have scouted my well-meant
advice, and Allan's’--he went on--"and are marking out your own path
inlifevery foolishly, aswethink; remember, you have only yoursdlf

to blame, if you makethat lifeafailure. Artists are of the same

stuff as other men, and ought to be sober, steady, and persevering;
without patience and effort you cannot succeed.”

"When my picture is accepted by the hanging committee, you and Allan
will repent your sneers,” answered Fred, bitterly.

"We do not sneer, my boy," returned Uncle Geoffrey, more mildly--for
he remembered Fred's father had only been dead aweek--"we are only
doubtful of the wisdom of your choice; but there, work hard at your
daubs, and keep out of debt and bad company, and you may yet triumph
over your cranky old uncle." And so the matter was amicably settled.

Allan's arrangements were far more smple. He wasto leave the
hospita in another year, and become Uncle Geoffrey's assistant, with
aview to partnership. It was not quite Allan'staste, apracticein
adeepy country town; but, as he remarked rather curtly, "beggars
must not be choosers," and he would as soon work under Uncle Geoffrey
asany other man. | think Allan wasrather ambitiousin his secret
views. He wanted to remain longer at the hospital and get into a
London practice; he would have liked to have been higher up thetree
than Uncle Geoffrey, who was quite content with his quiet position at
Milnthorpe. But the most astonishing part of the domestic programme
was, that we were dl going to live with Uncle Geoffrey. | could
scarcely believe my earswhen | heard it, and Carriewasjust as
surprised. Could any of us credit such unsdlfish generosity? He had
not prepared usfor it in the least.

"Now, girls, you must just pack up your things, you, and the mother,
and Dot; of course we must take Dot, and you must manage to shake
yourselves down in the old house a Milnthorpe’--that is how he put
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it; "it isnot so big as Combe Manor, and | daresay we shal be
rather atight fit when Allan comes; but the more the merrier, eh,
Jack?'

"Oh, Uncle Geoff, do you mean it?" gasped Jack, growing scarlet; but
Carrieand | could not speak for surprise.

"Mean it! Of course. What isthe good of being abachelor uncle, if
oneisnot to be tyrannized over by an army of nephews and nieces? Do
you think the plan will answer, Esther?' he said, rather more

serioudy.

"If you and Deborah do not mind it, Uncle Geoffrey, | am sureit

ought to answer; but we shal crowd you, and put you and Deborah to
sad inconvenience, | am afraid;” for | was half afraid of Deborah,

who had lived with Uncle Geoffrey for five-and-twenty years, and was
used to her own ways, and not over fond of young people.

"| shall not ask Deb'sopinion,” he answered, rather roguishly; "we
must smooth her down afterward, eh, girls? Serioudy, Allan, | think

it isthe best plan under the circumstances. | am not fond of being
aone," and here Uncle Geoffrey gave aquick sgh. Poor Uncle Geoff!
he had never meant to be an old bachelor, only She died while he was
furnishing the old house & Milnthorpe, and he never could fix his

mind on any oneelse.

" likeyoung folks about me," he continued, cheerfully. "When | get
old and rheumatic, | can keep Dot company, and Jack can wait on us
both. Of course | am not arich man, children, and we must al help

to keep the kettle boiling; but the houseis my own, and you can dll
sheter init if youlike; it will save house-rent and taxes, at any

rate for the present.”

"Carrieand | will work," | replied, eegerly; for, though Uncle
Geoffrey was not a poor man, hewas very far from being rich, and he
could not possibly afford to keep usdl. A third of hisincome went

to poor Aunt Prue, who had married foolishly, and was now awidow
with alargefamily.

Aunt Prue would have been penniless, only father and Uncle Geoff
agreed to dlow her afixed maintenance. As Uncle Geoff explained to
us afterward, she would now lose haf her income.

"There are eight children, and two or three of them are very

delicate, and take after their father. | have been thinking about it

al, Esher," he said, when Allan and | were donewith him, "and |
have made up my mind that | must alow her another hundred ayear.
Poor soul, sheworks hard at that school-keeping of hers, and none of
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the children are old enough to help her except Lawrence, and heis
going into adecline, the doctors say. | am afraid we shdl haveto
pinch abit, unlessyou and Carrie get some teaching.”

"Oh, Uncle Geoff, of course we shdl work; and Jack, too, when she
isold enough.” Could he think we should be a burden on him, when we
were dl young and strong?

| had forgotten poor Aunt Prue, who lived along way off, and whom

we saw but seldom. She was a pretty, subdued little woman, who adways
wore shabby black gowns; | never saw her in agood dressin my life.
Wdll, we were as poor as Aunt Prue now, and | wondered if we should
make such agdlant fight againg misfortune as she did.

We arranged matters after that--Allan and Uncle Geoff and | ; for
Carrie had gone to sit with mother, and Fred had strolled of f
somewhere. They wanted meto try my hand at housekeeping; at least,
until mother was stronger and more able to bear things.

"Carrie hatesit, and you have agood head for accounts,” Allan
observed, quietly. It seemed rather strange that they should make me
take the head, when Carrie was two years older, and aweek ago | was
only aschoolgirl; but | felt they wereright, for | liked planning

and contriving, and Carrie detested anything she called domestic

drudgery.

We considered ways and means after that. Uncle Geoffrey told usthe
exact amount of hisincome, He had aways lived very comfortably, but
when he had deducted the extra alowance for poor Aunt Prue, we saw
clearly that there was not enough for so large a party; but at the

firg hint of thisfrom Allan Uncle Geoffrey got quite warm and

eager. Dear, generous Uncle Geoff! he was determined to share his
last crust with his dead brother's widow and children.

"Nonsensg, fiddlesticks!" he kept on saying; "what do | want with
luxuries? Ask Deborahif | carewhat | eat and drink; we shal do
very wdll, if you and Esther are not so faint-hearted.” And when we
found out how our protests seemed to hurt him, we let him have his
ownway; only Allan and | exchanged looks, which said asplainly as
looks could, "Is he not the best uncle that ever lived, and will we

not work our hardest to help him?"

| had along talk with Carriethat night; she was very submissve

and very sad, and seemed rather downhearted over things. She was
quite as grateful for Uncle Geoff's generosity aswe were, but |

could see the notion of being agoverness distressed her greetly. "'l
am very glad you will undertake the housekeeping, Esther," she said,
rather plaintively; "it will |leave mefreefor other things," and
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then she sSighed very bitterly, and got up and left me. | wasalittle
sorry that she did not tell medl that wasin her mind, for, if we

are "to bear each other's burdens,” it is necessary to break down the
reserve that kegps us out of even asster's heart sometimes.

But though Carrieleft meto my own thoughts, | was not able to
quiet myself for hours. If | had only Jessieto whom | could talk!
and then it seemed to me as though it were months since we sat
together in the garden of Redmayne House talking out our girlish

philosophy.

Only afortnight ago, and yet how much had happened since then! What
arevolution in our home-world! Deer father lying in hisquiet grave;
oursalves penniless orphans, obliged to leave Combe Manor, and
indebted to our generous benefactor for the very roof that wasto

cover usand the food that we were to est.

Ah, well! | was only aschoolgirl, barely seventeen. No wonder |
shrank back alittle gppalled from the respongbilities that awaited

me. | wasto be Uncle Geoff's housekeeper, his trusted right-hand and
referee. | was to manage that formidable Deborah, and the stolid,
broad-faced Martha; and there was mother so broken in hedlth and
spirits, and Dot, and Jack, with her hoidenish ways and torn frocks,
and Allan milesaway from me, and Carrie--well, | fet haf afraid of
Carrie to-night; she seemed meditating great things when | wanted her
to compass daily duties. | hoped she would volunteer to go onwith
Jack's lessons and hel p with the mending, and | wondered with more
forebodings what things she was planning for which | wasto leave her
free

All thesethingstired me, and | sat rather dismaly inthe

moonlight looking out at the closed whitelilies and the swaying
branches of thelimes, until atext suddenly flashed into my mind,
"Asthy day, so shdl thy strength be.” I lit my candle and opened my
Bible, that | might read over the wordsfor myself. Y es, there they
were shining before my eyes, like"apples of gold in pictures of

dlver," refreshing and comforting my worn-out spirits. Strength
promised for the day, but not beforehand, supplies of heavenly manna,
not to be hoarded or put by; the daily measure, daily gathered.

An old verse of Bishop Ken's cameto my mind. Very quaint and rich
inwisdomit was

"Does each day upon itswing
Its gppointed burden bring?
Load it not besides with sorrow
That belongeth to the morrow.
When by God the heart isriven,
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Strength is promised, strength isgiven:
But fore-date the day of woe,
And aone thou bear'st the blow."

When | had said thisover to mysdlf, | laid my head on the pillow
and dept soundly.

Mother and | had anicelittle talk the next day. It was arranged

that | wasto go over to Milnthorpe with Uncle Geoffrey, who was
obliged to return home somewhat hastily, in order to talk to Deborah
and see what furniture would be required for the rooms that were
placed a our disposd. As| was somewhat aghast at the amount of
bus ness entrusted to my inexperienced hands, Allan volunteered to
help me, as Carrie could not be spared.

We wereto stay two or three days, make dl the arrangements that
were necessary, and then come back and prepare for theflitting. If
Allan were beside me, | felt that | could accomplish wonders;
nevertheless, | carried rather a harassed face into dear mother's
dressing-room that morning.

"Oh, Esther, how pae and tired you look!" were her first words as|
came toward her couch. "Poor child, we are making you awoman before
your time!" and her eyesfilled with tears.

"I am saventeen,” | returned, with an odd little chokein my voice,
for | could have cried with her readily at that moment. "Thet is
quite agreat age, mother; | fed terribly old, | assure you.”

"Y ou are our dear, unsdlfish Esther," shereturned, lovingly. Dear
soul, she dways thought the best of usal, and my heart swelled how
proudly, and oh! how gratefully, when shetold mein her sweet gentle
way what acomfort | wasto her.

"You are o reliable, Esther,” shewent on, "that we all look to you
asthough you were older. Y ou must be Uncle Geoffrey'sfavorite, |
think, from the way he talks about you. Carrie is very sweet and good
too, but sheisnot so practica.”

"Oh, mother, sheis ever so much better than I!" | cried, for |

could not bear the least digparagement of my darling Carrie. "Think
how pretty sheis, and how little she caresfor dress and admiration.
If I werelikethat,” | added, flushing alittle over my words, "I'm
afrad | should beterribly vain."

Mother amiled alittle at that.

"Bethankful then that you are saved that temptation.” And then she
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stroked my hot cheek and went on softly: "Don't think so much about
your looks, child; plain women are just as vain as pretty ones. Not
that you are plain, Esther, in my eyes, or in the eyes of any onewho
lovesyou." But even that did not quite comfort me, for in my secret
heart my want of beauty troubled me sadly. There, | have owned the
worst of mysdlf--it isout now.

Wetdked for along time after that about the new lifethat lay
before us, and again | marveled at mother's patience and submission;
but when | told her so she only hid her face and wept.

"What doesit matter?' she said, at last, when she had recovered

hersdf alittle. "No home can be quite ahome to me now without him.

If I could livewithin Sight of hisgrave, | should be thankful; but

Combe Manor and Milnthrope are the same to me now." And though these
words struck me as strange a firdt, | understood afterward; for in

the void and waste of her widowed life no outer change of

circumstances seemed to disturb her, except for our sakes and for us.

She seemed to fed Uncle Geoffrey's kindness as a sort of stay and
source of endless comfort. " Such goodness--such unselfishness” she
kept murmuring to herself; and then she wanted to hear dl that Allan
and | proposed.

"How | wish | could get strong and help you," she said, wistfully,
when | had finished. "With dl that teaching and housekeeping, | am
afraid you will overtax your strength.”

"Oh, no, Carriewill help me,” | returned, confidently. "Uncle
Geoffrey isgoing to speak to some of his patients about us. He
rather thinks those Thornes who live opposite to him want a
governess.”

"That will be nice and handy, and save you awak," she returned,
brightening up at the notion that one of uswould be so near her; but
though | would not have hinted at such athing, | should rather have
enjoyed the daily walk. | wasfond of fresh air, and exercise, and
rushing about, after the manner of girls, and it seemed rather tame
and monotonous just to cross the street to one's work; but |
remembered Allan's favorite speech, "Beggars must not be choosers,”
and held my peace.

Onthewhole, | felt somewhat comforted by my talk with mother. If
she and Uncle Geoffrey thought so well of me, | must try and live up
to their good opinion. Thereis nothing so good asto fix ahigh
standard for oné's self. True, we may never reach it, never satisfy
oursalves, but the continued effort strengthens and elevates us.
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| went into Carrie'sroom to tell her about the Thornes, and lay our
plans together, but she was reading Thomas a Kempis, and did not seem
inclined to be disturbed, so | retrested somewhat discomforted.

But | forgot my disappointment a moment afterward, when | went into
the schoolroom and found Dot fractious and weary, and Jack vainly
trying to amuse him. Allan was busy, and the two children had passed
asolitary morning.

"Dot wanted Carrie to read to him, but she said she wastoo tired,
and | could doit," grumbled Jack, disconsolately.

"I don't like Jack's reading; it istoo jerky, and her voiceistoo
loud," returned Dot; but his countenance smoothed when | got the book
and read to him, and soon hefell into asound deep.

CHAPTERV.

THE OLD HOUSE AT MILNTHORPE.

The following afternoon Uncle Geoffrey, Allan, and |, started for
Milnthorpe. Y outhful grief isaddicted to restlessness--itisonly
the old who can St so silently and weep; it was perfectly naturd,
then, that | should hall afew days change with fedings of rdlief.

It wasrather |ate in the evening when we arrived. Aswe drove

through the market place there was the usud group of idlers

loitering on the steps of the Red Lion, who stared at uslazily aswe
passed. Milnthorpe was an odd, primitive little place--the sunniest

and deepiest of country towns. It had a steep, straggling

Highstreet, which ended in awide, deserted-looking square, which
rather reminded one of the Place in some Continental town. The weekly
markets were held here, on which occasion the large white portico of
the Red Lion was never empty. Milnthorpe woke with brief spasms of
life on Monday morning; broad-shouldered men jostled each other on
the grass-grown pavements; large country wagons, sweet-smdlingin
haymaking seasons, blocked up the central spaces; country women, with
gay-colored handkerchiefs, sold eggs, and butter, and poultry In the
sguare; and two or three farmers, with their dogs at their hedls,

lingered under the windows of the Red Lion, fingering the samplesin
their pockets, and exchanging disma prognosti cations concerning the
crops and the westher. One side of the square was occupied by St.
Barnabas, with its pretty shaded churchyard and old gray vicarage. On
the opposite side was the handsome red brick house occupied by Mr.
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Lucas, the banker, and two or three other houses, more or less
pretentious, inhabited by the gentry of Milnthorpe.

Uncle Geoffrey lived at thelower end of the High street. It wasa

tall, narrow house, with ol d-fashioned windows and wire blinds. These
blinds, which were my detestation, were absolutely necessary, asthe
street door opened directly on the street. There was one smooth, long
step, and that was dll. It had rather adull outside look, but the
moment one entered the narrow wainscoted hall, there was a cheery
vistaof green lawn and negtly graveled paths through the glass door.

The garden wasthe ddight of Uncle Geoffrey's heart. It was
somewhat narrow, to match the house; but in the center of the lawn,
there was a glorious mulberry tree, thejoy of us children. Behind

was awonderful intricacy of dim, oddly-shaped flower-beds,
intersected by miniature walks, where two people could with

difficulty walk abreast; and beyond thislay atolerable kitchen

garden, where Deborah grew cabbages and al sorts of homely herbs,
and wheretiny pink roses and sturdy sweet-williams blossomed among
the gooseberry bushes.

On one side of the house were two roomy parlors, divided by folding
doors. We never caled them anything but parlors, for the shabby
wainscoted walls and old-fashioned furniture forbade any similitude
to the modern drawing-room.

On the other side of the hall was Uncle Geoffrey's study--a somewhat
grim, dingy apartment, with brown shelvesfull of ponderoustomes, a
pipe-rack filled with fantastic pipes, deep old cupboards full of
hetereogeneous rubbish, and wide easy-chairs that one could hardly
lift, one of which was dways occupied by Jumbles, Uncle Geoffrey's

dog.

Jumbleswas agresat favoritewith usdl. He was a solemn, wise
-looking dog of theterrier breed, indeed, | believe Uncle Geoff
caled him aDandy Dinmont--blue-gray in color, with agreet head,
and deep-set intelligent eyes. 1t was Uncle Geoffrey's opinion that
Jumbles understood al one said to him. Hewould st with his head
dightly on one sde, thumping histall againgt the floor, witha

sort of glimmer of funin hiseyes, asthough he comprehended our
conversation, and interposed a"Hear, hear!" and when he had had
enough of it, and we were growing prosy, he would turn over on his
back with an expression of abject weariness, as though canine
reticence objected to human garrulity.

Jumbles was arare old philosopher--a sort of four-footed Diogenes.
Hewas discerning in hisfriendships, somewhat aggressive and
splenetic to hisequds; intolerant of cats, whom he hunted like
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vermin, and rather disdainfully condescending to the smal dogs of
Milnthorpe. Jumbles dways accompanied Uncle Geoffrey in hisrounds.
He used to take his place in the gig with undeviating punctudity;

nothing induced him to desert his post when the night-bell rang. He
would rouse up from his deep, and go out in the coldest weather. We
used to hear his deep bark under the window asthey sdlied out in

the midnight gloom.

The morning after we arrived, Allan and | made atour of ingpection
through the house. There were only three rooms on the first floor--
Uncle Geoffrey's, with its huge four-post bed; alarge front room,
that we both decided would just do for mother; and asmaller one at
the back, that, after afew minutes deliberation, | dlotted to

Carrie.

It caused me an envious pang or two before | yielded it, for | knew
| must share alarge upper room with Jack; the little room behind it
must be for Dot, and the larger one would by-and-by be Allan's. |
confessmy heart sank alittle when | thought of Jack's noisiness and
thriftless ways, but when | remembered how fond she was of good
books, and the gresat red-leaved diary that lay on her littletable, |
thought it better that Carrie should have aquiet corner to hersdlf,
and then she would be near mother.

If only Jack could be taught to hold her tongue sometimes, and keep
her drawersin order, instead of strewing her room with muddy boots
and odd items of attire! Well, perhapsit might be my missonto

train Jack to more orderly habits. | would set her agood example,
and coax her to follow it. She was good-tempered and affectionate,
and perhaps | should find her sufficiently pligble. | wassologtin
these anxious thoughts that Allan had |eft me unperceived. | found
him in the back parlor, seated on the table, and looking about him
rather gloomily.

"l say, Esther!" he called out, as soon as he caught sight of me, "I

am afraid mother and Carrie will find thisrather shabby after the

dear old rooms at Combe Manor. Could we not furbish it up alittle?!
And Allan looked discontentedly at the ugly curtainsand little,
graight horse-hair sofa. Everything had grown rather shabby, only
Uncle Geoffrey had not found it out.

"Oh, of course!" | exclamed, joyfully, for al sortsof brilliant

thoughts had cometo me while | tossed rather wakefully in the early
morning hours. "Don't you know, Allan, that Uncle Geoffrey has
decided to send mother and Carrie and Dot down to the seafor aweek,
while you and | and Jack make things comfortable for them? Now, why
should we not help oursalves to the best of the furniture at Combe
Manor, and make Uncle Geoff turn out dl these ugly things? We might
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have our pretty carpet from the drawing-room, and the curtains, and
mother's couch, and some of the easy-chairs, and the dear little
carved cabinet with our purple ching; it need not dl be sold when we
want it so badly for mother.”

Allanwas s0 ddlighted at the ideathat we propounded our viewsto
Uncle Geoffrey a dinner-time; but he did not see the thing quitein
our light.

"Of course you will need furniture for the bedrooms," he returned,
rather dubioudy; "but | wanted to sdll therest of the things that
were not absolutely needed, and invest the money.”

But this sensible view of the matter did not please me or Allan. We

had along argument, which ended in acompromise--the question of
carpets might rest. Uncle Geoffrey'swas agood Brussdls, athough it
wasdingy; but | might retain, if | liked, the pretty striped

curtains from our drawing-room a Combe Manor, and mother's couch,
and afew of the easy-chairs, and the little cabinet with the purple
chinag; and then there was mother'sinlaid work-table, and Carrie's
davenport, and books belonging to both of us, and alittle gilt clock

that father had given mother on her last wedding-day--al these

things would make an entire renovation in the shabby parlors.

| was quite excited by al these arrangements; but an interview with
Deborah soon cooled my ardor.

Allan and Jumbles had gone out with Uncle Geoffrey, and | was
gtting a the window looking over the lawn and the mulberry tree,
when a sudden tap at the door startled me from my reverie. Of course
it was Deborah; no one el se's knuckles sounded as though they were
iron. Deborah was atdl, angular woman, very spare and erect of
figure, with a severe cast of countenance, and heavy black curls
pinned up under her net cap; her print dresses were always starched
until they crackled, and on Sunday her black silk dressrustled as|
never heard any slk dressrustle before.

"Y es, Deborah, what isit?' | asked, hdf-frightened; for surdy my
hour had come. Deborah was standing so very erect, with the basket of
keysin her hands, and her mouth drawn down &t the corners.

"Magter said thismorning," began Deborah, grimly, "as how there was
anew family coming to live here, and that | wasto go to Miss Esther
for orders. Five-and-twenty years have | cooked master's dinnersfor
him, and received his orders, and never had aword of complaint from
hislips, and now heis putting amisiress over me and Martha."

"Oh, Deborah," | fdtered, and then | cameto afull stop; for was
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it not trying to awoman of her age and disposition, used to Uncle
Geoffrey's bachelor ways, to have ahouseful of young people turned

on her hands? She and Marthawould have to work harder, and they were
both getting old. | felt so much for her that the tears came into my

eyes, and my voice trembled.

"Itishard!" | burst out; "it isvery hard for you and Marthato

have your quiet life disturbed. But how could we help coming here,

when we had no home and no money, and Uncle Geoffrey was so generous?
And then there was Dot and mother so ailing.” And at the thought of

all our hel plessness, and Uncle Geoffrey's goodness agreet tear

rolled down my cheek. It was very babyish and undignified; but, after

al, no assumption of womanliness would have helped me so much.
Deborah's grim mouth relaxed; under her severe exterior, and with her

sharp tongue, there beat avery kind heart, and Dot was her weak

point.

"Well, wdll, crying won't help the pot to boil, Miss Esther!" she

said, brusquely enough; but | could see she was coming round. "Master
was always that kind-hearted that he would have sheltered the whole
parishif he could. | am not blaming him, though it goes hard with
Marthaand me, who have led peaceable, orderly lives, and never had a
mistress or thought of one since Miss Blake died, and the master took
up thoughts of sngle blessednessin earnest.”

"What sort of woman was MissBlake?' | asked, eagerly, forgetting my
few troubled tears at the thought of Uncle Geoffrey's one romance.

The romance of middle-aged people dways came with afant, far-avay
odor to usyoung ones, like some old garment laid up in rose-leaves

or lavender, which must needs be of quaint fashion and materid, but
doubtless precious in the eyes of the wearer.

"Woman!" returned Deborah, with an angry snort; "shewasalady, if
there ever was one. We don't see her sort every day, | cantell you
that, Miss Esther; a pretty-spoken, dainty creature, with long fair
curls, that one longed to twine round onée's fingers.”

"Shewas pretty, then?' | hazarded moretimidly.

"Pretty! she was downright beautiful. Miss Carrie reminds me of her
sometimes, but sheis not near so handsome as poor Miss Rose. She
used to come here sometimes with her mother, and she and master would
St under that mulberry tree. | can see her now walking over the

grassin her white gown, with some gpple blossomsin her hand,

talking and laughing with him. It was a sad day when shelay inthe

fever, and did not know him, for dl hiscaling to her 'Rose! Rose!'

| waswith her when she died, and | thought he would never hold up
hishead again."
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"Poor Uncle Geoffrey! But heis cheerful and contented now."

"But there, | must not stand gossiping,” continued Deborah,
interrupting hersdlf. "I have only brought you the keys, and wish to
know what preserve you and Mr. Allan might favor for tea"

But here| caught hold, not of the key-basket, but of the hard, work-worn
hand that held it.

"Oh, Deborah! do be good to us!” | broke out: "we will trouble you
and Marthaaslittle as possible, and we are dl going to put our
shouldersto the whed and help ourselves; and we have no home but
this, and no oneto take care of us but Uncle Geoffrey."

"I don't know but | will make some girdle cakesfor tea," returned
Deborah, in the most imperturbable voice; and she turned herself
round abruptly, and walked out of the room without another word. But
| was quite well satisfied and triumphant. WWhen Deborah baked girdle
cakes, she meant the warmest of welcomes, and no end of honor to
Uncle Geoffrey's guedts.

"Humph! girdle cakes!" observed Uncle Geoffrey, with asmile, ashe
regarded them. "Deb isin afirst-rate humor, then. Y ou have played
your cardswell, old lady,” and his eyestwinkled merrily.

| went into the kitchen after tea, and had another long talk with

Deborah. Dear old kitchen! How many happy hours we children had spent
init! It was very low and dark, and its two windows looked out on

the stable-yard; but in the evening, when the fire burned clear and

the blinds were drawn, it was a pleasant place. Deborah and Martha

used to gt in the brown Windsor chairs knitting, with Puff, the

great tabby cat, beside them, and the firdight would play on thered

brick floor and snug crimson curtains.

Deborah and | had agrand talk that night. Shewas atrifle

obstinate and dogmatical, but we got on fairly well. To do her

justice, her chief care seemed to be that her master should not be
interfered with in any of hisways. "He will work harder than ever,”
she groaned, "now there are dl these mouthsto feed. He and Jumbles
will befarly worn out.”

But our talk contented me. | had enlisted Deborah's sympathies on
our sde. | fdt the battlewas over. | wasonly a"bit thing" as
Deborah hersdf cdled me, and | wastolerably tired when | went up
to my room that night.

Not that | felt inclined for deep. Oh dear no! | just dragged the
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big easy-chair to the window, and sat there listening to the patter
of summer rain on the leaves.

It was very dark, for the moon had hidden her face; but through the
cool dampnessthere crept a ddicious fragrance of wet jasmine and
lilies. | wanted to have agood "think;" not to Sit down and take
myself to pieces. Oh no, that was Carrie's way. Such introspection
bored me and did melittle good, for it only made me think more of
myself and less of the Master; but | wanted to review the past
fortnight, and look the future in the face. Foolish Esther! Asthough
we can look at aveiled face. Only the past and the present isours;
the future is hidden with God.

Y es, afortnight ago | was amerry, heedless schoolgirl, with no

respong bilities and few duties, except that |aborious one of
sdf-improvement, which must go on, under some form or other, until
wedie. And now, on my shrinking shoulders lay the weight of awoman's
work. | wasto teach others, when | knew so little mysdlf; it was|

who wasto have the largest share of home administration--1, who was
so faulty, soimperfect.

Then | remembered a sentence Carrie had once read to me out of one
of her innumerable books, and which had struck me very gresetly at the
time

"Happy should | think mysdf," said St. Francisde Sdles, "if |
could rid mysdf of my imperfections but one quarter of an hour
previousto my desth.”

Well, if asaint could say that, why should | lose heart thinking

about my faults? What was the good of stirring up muddy water to try
and see one's own miserable reflection, when one could look up into
the serene blue of Divine Providence? If | had faults--and, alas! how
many they were--1 must try to remedy them; if | dipped, | must pray
for drength to rise again.

Courage, Esther! "Little by little," as Uncle Geoffrey says; "small

beginnings make great endings." And when | had cheered mysdlf with
these words | went tranquilly to bed.

CHAPTERVI.

THEFLITTING.
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So the old Combe Manor days were over, and with them the girlhood of
Esther Cameron.

Ahme! it was sad to say good-by to the dear old home of our
childhood; to go round to our haunts, one by one, and look our

last a every cherished nook and corner; to bid farewell to our
four-footed pets, Dapple and Cherry and Brindle, and the deer little
spotted calves,; to caress our favorite pigeonsfor the last time, and

to feed the greedy old turkey-cock, who had been the terror of our
younger days. It was well, perhaps, that we were too busy for a
prolonged leave-taking. Fred had gone to London, and his handsome
lugubrious face no longer overlooked us as we packed books and china.
Carrie and mother and Dot were cozily established inthelittle
sea-Sdelodging, and only Allan, Jack, and | sat down to our medls
in the dismantled rooms.

It was hard work trying to keep cheerful, when Allan left off

whisgtling, as he hammered at the heavy cases, and when Jack was
discovered sobbing in odd corners, with Smudge in her arms--of course
Smudge would accompany usto Milnthorpe; no one could imagine Jack
without her favorite sable attendant, and then Dot was devoted to

him. Jack used to come to us with piteous pleadingsto take first one
and then another of her pets; now it was the lame chicken she had
nursed in alittle basket by the kitchen fire, then apair of guinea
pigsthat belonged to Dot, and some carrier pigeonsthat they

specidly fancied; after that, she was bent on the remova of ayoung
family of hedgehogs, and some kittens that had been discovered in the
hay-loft, belonging to the stable cat.

We made acompromise at last, and entrusted to her care Carrie's
tame canaries, and a cage of dormice that belonged to Dot, in whose
fate Smudge ook avast amount of interest, though he never ventured
to look at the canaries. The care of these interesting captiveswas
consolatory to Jack, though she rained tears over them in secret, and
was overheard by Allan telling them between her sobsthat “they were
al goingtolivein alittle pokey house, without chickens or cows,

or anything that would make life pleasant, and that she and they must
never expect to be happy again." Ah, well! the longest day must have
an end, and by-and-by the evening came when we turned away from dear
old Combe Manor forever.

It was far more cheerful work fitting up the new rooms at

Milnthorpe, with Deborah's strong armsto help, and Uncle Geoffrey
standing by to encourage our efforts; even Jack plucked up heart
then, and hung up the canaries, and hid away the dormice out of
Smudge's and Jumbles reach, and consented to stretch her long legs
inour behaf. Allan and I thought we had done wonders when al was
finished, and even Deborah gave an approving word.
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"I think mother and Carriewill be pleased,” | said, as| put some
finishing touches to the tea-table on the evening we expected them.
Allan had gone to the gtation to meet them, and only Uncle Geoffrey
was my auditor. There was agreat bow! of roses on the table, great
crimson-hearted, ddlicious roses, and a basket of nectarines, that
some patient had sent to Uncle Geoffrey. The parlors looked very
pretty and snug; we had arranged our books on the shelves, and had
hung up two or three choice engravings, and there was the gleam of
purple and gold chinafrom the dark oak cabinet, and by the garden
window there were mother's little blue couch and her table and
workbox, and Carrie's davenport, and an inviting easy-chair. The new
curtainslooked so well, too. No wonder Uncle Geoffrey declared that
he did not recognize his old room.

"I am sure they will be pleased,” | repeated, as| moved the
old-fashioned glass dish full of our delicious Combe Manor honey;
but Uncle Geoffrey did not answer; he was listening to some wheds
inthedistance.

"Therethey are," he said, snatching up hisfdt wide-awake. "Don't
expect your mother to notice much to-night, Esther; poor thing, this
isasad coming hometo her.”

| need not have worked so hard; that was my first thought when | saw
mother's face as she entered the room. She was trembling like alef,
and her face was al puckered and drawn, as | kissed her; but Uncle
Geoffrey would not let her 9t down or look at anything.

"No, no, you shall not make effortsfor usto-night,” he said,
patting her as though she were a child. "Take your mother upgtairs,
children, and let her have quiet! do you hear, nothing but quiet
to-night." And then Allan drew her arm through his.

| cried shame on mysdlf for asdlfish, disappointed pang, as|

followed them. Of course Uncle Geoffrey wasright and wise, ashe
awayswas, and | was still more ashamed of mysdlf when | entered the
room and found mother crying asthough her heart would break, and
cingingto Allan.

"Oh, children, children! how can | live without your father?' she
exclamed, hystericdly. Well, it waswise of Allan, for helet that

pass and never said aword; he only helped me remove the heavy
widow's bonnet and cloak, and moved the big chintz couch nearer to
the window, and then he told me to be quick and bring her someteg;
and when | returned he was Sitting by her, fanning and talking to her
in his pleasant boyish way; and though the tearswere il flowing
down her pae cheeks she sobbed less convulsively.
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"Y ou have both been so good, and worked so hard, and | cannot thank
you," shewhispered, taking my hand, as| stood near her.

"Esther does not want to be thanked,” returned Allan, sturdily. "Now
you will take your tea, won't you, mother? and by-and-by one of the
girlsshdl come and St with you.”

"Areweto go down and leave her?' | observed, dubioudly, as Allan
rose from his sedt.

"Yes, go, both of you, | shdl be better done; Allan knowsthat,"
with agrateful glance as | reluctantly obeyed her. | wastoo young
to understand the hedling effects of quiet and sllencein agreat
grief; to me the thought of such lonelinesswas dreadful, until,

later on, she explained the whole matter.

"I am never lessadonethan when | am done" she said once, very
samply to me. "l have the remembrance of your dear father and his
words and looks ever before me, and God is so near--one feel s that
most when oneis solitary.” And her words remained with melong
afterward.

It was not such avery sad evening, after all. The seaair had done
Dot good, and hewasin better spirits; and then Carrie was so good
and sweet, and so pleased with everything.

"How kind of you, Esther," she said, with tearsin her eyes, as|

led her into her little bedroom. "I hardly dared hopefor this, and
S0 near dear mother.” Wdll, it was very tiny, but very pretty, too.
Carrie had her own little bed, in which she had dept from achild,
and the evening sun streamed full on it, and a pleasant smell of
white jasmine pervaded it; part of the window was framed with the
ddicate tendrils and tiny buds; and there was her little prayer-desk,
with its shelf of devotional books, and her little round table

and easy-chair standing just asit used; only, if onelooked out of
the window, instead of the belt of green circling meadows, dotted
over by grazing cattle there was the lawn and the mulberry tree--a
little narrow and homely, but till pleasant.

Carries eyeslooked very vague and misty when | left her and went
down to Dot. Allan had put him to bed, but he would not hear of going
to deep; he had his dormice beside him, and Jumbles was curled up at
the foot of the bed; he wanted to show me his seaweed and shells, and
tell me about the sea.

"l can't get it out of my head, Essie" he said, Sitting up among
his pillows and looking very wide-awake and excited. "'l used to fall
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adeep ligtening to the long wash and roll of the waves, and in the
morning thereit was again. Don't you love the sea?'

"Yes, dearly, Dot; and so does Allan.”

"It reminded me of the"Rilgrim's Progress'--just the last part.

Don't you remember the river that every one was obliged to cross?
Carrietold me it meant death.” | nodded; Dot did not always need an
answer to hischildish fancies, heused to liketo tell them all out

to Allan and me. "One night," he went on, "my back was bad, and |
could not deep, and Carrie made me up anest of pillowsin abig
chair by the window, and we sat there ever so long after mother was
fast adeep.

"It was s0 light--dmost as light as day--and there were dl sorts

of sparkles over the water, asthough it were shaking out tiny stars

in play; and there was one broad golden path--oh! it was so beautiful
--and then | thought of Christian and Christiana, and Mr. Ready-to-hdlt,
and father, and they dl crossed theriver, you know."

"Yes, Dot," | whispered. And then | repeated softly the well-known
verse we had so often sung:

"Oneamy of theliving God,
To His command we bow;
Part of the host have crossed the flood,
And part are crossing now."

"Yes, yes," herepeated, eagerly; "it seemed asthough | could see

father walking down the long golden path; it shone so, he could not

have missed hisway or falen into the dark waters. Carrietold me

that by-and-by there would be "no more sea," somehow; | was sorry for
that--aren't you, Esse?'

"Oh, no, don't be sorry,” | burst out, for | had often talked about
thiswith Carrie. "It isbeautiful, but it istoo shifting, too
treacherous, too changeable, to belong to the higher life. Think of
al the crud wrecks, of al the drowned people it has swallowed up
initsrage; it devours men and women, and little children, Dot, and
hidesits mischief with asmile. Oh, no, itisfdsein its beauty,

and there shall be an end of it, with dl that isnot true and

perfect.”

And when Dot had fallen adeep, | went down to Uncle Geoffrey and
repeated our conversation, to which he listened with agreat ded of
interest.

"You are perfectly right, Esther," he said, thoughtfully; "but |
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think there is another meaning involved in thewords There shal be
no more sea.™

"The seadivides us often from those we love," he went on musingly;
"itisour great earthly barrier. In that perfected life that lies

before us there can be no barrier, no divison, no separating
boundaries. In the new earth there will be no fierce torrents or
engulfing ocean, no restless moaning of waves. Do you not see this?'

"Yes, indeed, Uncle Geoffrey;" but dl the same | thought in my own
mind that it was a pretty fancy of the child's, thinking that he saw

father walking across the moonlight sea. No, he could not have falen
inthe dark water, no fear of that, Dot, when the angel of His mercy
would hold him by the hand; and then | remembered a certain lake and
asolemn figurewaking quietly on itswatery floor, and the words,
"Itisl, benot afraid," that have comforted many adying heart!

Allan had to leave us the next day, and go back to hiswork; it was
apity, ashismere presence, the very sound of his bright, young
voice, seemed to rouse mother and do her good. Asfor me, | knew when
Allan went some of the sunshine would go with him, and the world
would have adull, work-a-day look. | tried to tell him so as we took
our last walk together. Therewas alittlelanejust by Uncle
Geoffrey'shouse; you turned right into it from the High street, and

it led into the country, within haf amile of the house. Therewere
some haystacks and afarmyard, a place that went by the name of
Grubbings Farm; the soft litter of straw tempted usto st down for
alittle, and listen to the quiet lowing of the cattle asthey came

up from their pasture to be milked.

"It reminds me of Combe Manor," | said, and there was something wet
onmy cheek as| spoke; "and oh, Allan! how | shall missyou to-morrow,"
and | touched his coat deevefurtively, for Allan was not

oneto love demongtration. But, to my surprise, he gave me akind

little pat.

"Not morethan | shal missyou," hereturned, cheerily. "We dways

get dong well, you and I, don't we, littlewoman?' And as| nodded

my head, for something seemed to impede my utterance at that moment,
he went on more serioudy, "Y ou have atough piece of work before
you, Esther, you and Carrie; you will have to put your Combe Manor
pridein your pockets, and summon up al your Cameron strength of
mind before you learn to submit to the will of strangers.

"Qur poor, pretty Carrie," he continued, regretfully; "thelittle

saint, asUncle Geoffrey used to cal her. | am afraid her work will
not be quite to her mind, but you must smoothe her way as much as
possible; but there, | won't preach on my last evening; let me have
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your plansinstead, my dear.”

But | had no plansto tell him, and so we drifted by degreesinto
Allan's own work; and as he told me about the hospitd and his
student friends, and the great bustling world in which welived, |
forgot my own cares. If | had not much of alife of my owntolead, |
could ill liveinhis,

The pleasure of thistalk lingered long in my memory; it was so nice

to fed that Allan and | understood each other so well and had no

divided interests; it dways seemsto methat asister ought to dwell

in the heart of abrother and keep it warm for that other and sacred

love that must come by-and-by; not that the wife need drive the

gster into outer darkness, but that there must be ahumbler abiding

in the outer court, perchance alittle guest-chamber on the wall; the

nearer and more roya abode must be for the el ected woman among women.

Thereistoo little giving up and coming down in thisworld, too

much jeal ous assertion of right, too little yielding of the scepter
inlove. It may be hard--God knowsit is hard, to our poor human
nature, for some cherished Sster to stand allittle asde while

another takes possession of the goodly mansion, yet if she bewise
and bend gently to the new influence, there will be a"come up
higher," long before the dregs of the feast are reached. Old bonds
are not easily broken, early days have a sweetness of their own;
by-and-by the sister will find her place ready for her, and welcoming
hands stretched out without grudging.

The next morning | rose early to see Allan off Just at the last

moment Carrie came down in her pretty white wrapper to bid him
good-by. Allan was strapping up his portmanteau in the hall, and
shook hishead at her in comic disapprova. "Fie, what pale cheeks,
Miss Carriel Onewould think you had been burning the midnight oil.”
| wonder if Allan'sjesting words approached the truth, for Carrie's
face flushed suddenly, and she did not answer.

Allan did not seem to notice her confusion. He bade us both good-by
very affectionately, and told usto be good girls and take care of
oursalves, and then in amoment he was gone.

Breakfast was rather a miserable business after that; | was glad
Uncle Geoffrey read his paper so industriously and did not peep
behind the urn. Dot did, and dipped ahot little hand in mine, in an
old-fashioned sympathizing way. Carrie, who was Stting in her usua
dreamy, abstracted way, suddenly startled usal by addressing Uncle
Geoffrey rather abruptly.

"Uncle Geoffrey, don't you think either Esther or | ought to go over
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to the Thornes? They want a governess, you know."

"Eh, what?' returned Uncle Geoffrey, alittle disturbed at the
interruption in the middle of the leading article. "The Thornes? Oh,
yes, somebody was saying something to me the other day about them;
what wasit?' And herubbed hishair alittleirritably.

"We need not trouble Uncle Geoffrey," | put in, softly; "you and |
can go across before mother comes down. | must speak to Deborah, and
then | meant to hear Jack'slessons, but they can wait."

"Very wdl," returned Carrie, nonchdantly; and then she added, in
her composed, elder ssterly way, "1 may aswdll tel you, Esther,
that | mean to apply for the place mysdif; it will be so handy, the
house being just opposite; far more convenient than if | had alonger
wak."

"Very wdl," was my response, but | could not help feding alittle
relief a her decision; the absence of any wak wasan evil inmy
eyes. The Thornes windowslooked into ours; dready | had had a
sufficient glimpse of three rather untidy little heads over thewire
blind, and the spectacle had not attracted me. | ventured to hint my
fearsto Carrie that they were not very interesting children; but, to
my dismay, she answered that few children are interesting, and that
one was as good as another.

"But | mean to befond of my pupils,” | hazarded, rather timidly, as

| took my basket of keys. | thought Uncle Geoffrey wasdeep in his
paper again. "l think a governess ought to have agood mora
influence over them. Mother dwayssaid s0."

"We can have agood mord influence without any persond fondness,”
returned Carrie, rather dryly. Poor girl! her work outside was
distagteful to her, and she could not help showing it sometimes.

"One cannot take interest in achild without lovingitintime," |

returned, with alittle heet, for | did not enjoy this davish notion

of duty--pure labor, and nothing else. Carrie did not answer, she

leaned rather wearily against the window, and |ooked absently out.
Uncle Geoffrey gave her ashrewd glance as he folded up the newspaper
and whistled to Jumbles.

"Settleit between yourselves girls,” he observed, suddenly, ashe
opened the door; "but if | werelittle Annie Thorne, | know | should
choose Egther;" and with this parting thrust he left the room, making
usfed terribly abashed.
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CHAPTERVILI.

OVERTHEWAY.

| cannot say that | was prepossessed with the Thorne family, neither
was Carrie.

Mrs. Thornewaswhat | call aloud woman; her voice wasloud, and
shewasfull of words, and rather inquistive on the subject of her
neighbors.

She was somewhat good-looking, but decidedly over-dressed. Early as
it was, shewasin aheavily-flounced silk dress, alittle the worse

for wear. | guessed that first day, with asort of feminine

intuition, that Mrs. Thornewore out al her second-best clothesin

the morning. Perhapsit was my country bringing up, but | thought how
pure and fresh Carrie's modest dress|ooked besideit; and asfor the
quiet face under the neatly-trimmed bonnet, | could see Mrs. Thorne
fel inlovewith it at once. She scarcely looked at or spoketo me,
except when civility demanded it; and perhaps she was right, for who
would careto look a me when Carrie was by? Then Carrie played, and
| knew her exquisite touch would demand ingtant admiration. | wasa
mere bungler, abeginner beside her; she even sang acharming little
_chanson_. No wonder Mrs. Thorne was delighted to secure such an
accomplished person for her children's governess. Thethreelittle
girlscamein by-and-by--shy, awkward children, with their mother's
black eyes, but without her fine complexion; plain, uninteresting

little girls, with asort of solemn non-intelligence in their blank
countenances, and a perceptible shrinking from their mother's sharp
voice.

" Shake hands with Miss Cameron, Lucy; sheisgoing to teach you al
manner of nicethings. Hold yoursdf sraight, Annie. What will these
young ladiesthink of you, Bellg, if they look at your dirty

pinafore? Mine are such troublesome children,” she continued, ina
complaining voice; "they are never nice and tidy and obedient, like
other children. Mr. Thorne spoilsthem, and then finds fault with me."

"What isyour name, dear?' | whispered to the youngest, when Mrs.
Thorne had withdrawn with Carrie for afew minutes. They were
certainly very unatractive children; nevertheless, my heart warmed
tothem, asit did to dl children. | was child-lover dl my life,

"Annie" returned thelittle one, shyly ralling her fat aamsin her
pinafore. She was less plain than the others, and had not outgrown
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her plumpness.

"Do you know | have alittle brother at home, whoisasad invdid;"
and then | told them about Dot, about his patience and his sweet
ways, and how he amused himself when he could not get off his couch
for weeks; and as| warmed and grew e oquent with my subject, their
eyes became round and fixed, and a sort of dawning interest woke up
on their solemn faces; they forgot | was a stranger, and came closer,
and Bellelaid apodgy and avery dirty hand on my lap.

"How old isyour little boy?" asked Lucy, inashrill whisper. And

as| answered her Mrs. Thorne and Carrie re-entered the room. They
both |ooked surprised when they saw the children grouped round me;
Carries eyebrows eevated themsdlves alittle quizzically, and Mrs.
Thorne caled them away rather sharply.

"Dont take liberties with strangers, children. What will Miss

Cameron think of such manners?* And then she dismissed them rather
summarily. | saw Annie stedl alittlewistful look at me asshe
followed her sgters.

Wetook our leave after that. Mrs. Thorne shook hands with us very
gracioudy, but her parting words were addressed to Carrie. "On
Monday, then. Please give my kind regardsto Dr. Cameron, and tell
him how thoroughly satisfied | am with the proposed arrangement.” And
Carrie answered very prettily, but asthe door closed she sighed

heavily.

"Oh, what children! and what amother!" she gasped, as she took my
arm, and turned my foot-steps away from the house. "Never mind Jack,
| am going to the service at . Barnabas; | want some refreshment
after what | have been through.” And she sghed again.

"But, Carrie," | remonstrated, "'l have no timeto spare. Y ou know
how Jack has been neglected, and how | have promised Allan to do my
best for her until we can afford to send her to school .”

"Y ou can wak with meto the church door," she returned, decidedly.

| was beginning to find out that Carrie could be self-willed
sometimes. "'l must talk to you, Esther; | must tell you how | hate

it. Fancy trying to hammer French and music into those children's
heads, when | might--1 might--" But here she stopped, actualy on the

verge of crying.

"Oh, my darling, Carrie!" | burst out, for | never could bear to see

her sweet face clouded for amoment, and she so seldom cried or gave
way to any emotion. "Why would you not let me speak? | might have
saved you this. | might have offered mysdlf in your steed, and set
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you free for pleasanter work." But she shook her head, and struggled
for composure.

"Y ou would not have donefor Mrs. Thorne, Esther. Don't think me
vanif | say that | play and sing far better than you.”

"A thousand times better,” | interposed. "And then you can draw.”

"Well, Mrs. Thorneis awoman who vaues accomplishments. You are
clever a somethings, you speak French fairly, and then you area
good Latin scholar” (for Allan and | studied that together); "you can
lay asolid foundation, as Uncle Geoffrey says, but Mrs. Thorne does
not care about thet," continued Carrie alittle bitterly; "she wants
aflimsy superstructure of accomplishments--music, and French, and
drawing, asmuch as| can teach auseful life-work, Esther.”

"Well, why not?" | returned, with alittle spirit, for here was one

of Carrie'sold arguments. "If it be the work given usto do, it must
be auseful life-work. It might be our duty to make artificia
flowersfor our livelihood--hundreds of poor creatures do that--and
you would not scold them for waste of time, | suppose?’

"Anyhow, it is not work enough for me," replied Carriefirmly, and
passing over my clever argument with adignified slence; "itisthe
drudgery of mere ornamentation that | hate. | will do my best for

those dreadful children, Esther. Arethey not pitiful little

overdressed creatures? And | will try and please their mother though

| have not athought in common with her. And when | have finished my
ornamental brick-making--told my taes of the bricks---" here she
paused, and looked at me with aheightened color.

"And what then?' | asked, rather crosdy, for therewasaflaw in
her speech somewhere, and | could not find it out.

"Weshdl see, my wiselittlesger,” she said, letting go my arm
with akind pressure. "See, hereis St. Barnabas; isit not a dear
old building? Must you go back to Jack?'

"Yes, | must,” | answered, shortly. " _Laborare est orare --to
labor isto pray, in my case, Carrie;" and with that | |eft her.

But Carrie's arguments had serioudly discomposed me. | longed to
talk it al out with Allan, and | do not think | ever missed him so
much as| did that day. | am afraid | wasrather impatient with Jack
that morning; to be sure she wasterribly awkward and inattentive;
shewould put her elbows on the table, and ink her fingers, and then
she had away of jerking her hair out of her eyes, which drove me
nearly frantic. | began to think we really must send her to school.
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We had done away with the folding doors, they always creaked so, and
had hung up some curtainsin their steed; through the folds | could

catch glimpses of dear mother leaning back in her chair, with Dot
beside her. He was spelling over hislesson to her, in aquesr,

little Sing-song voice, and they looked so cool and quiet that the
contrast was quite provoking; and there was Carrie kneding in some
dim corner, and soothing her perturbed spirits with softly-uttered
psamsand prayers.

"Jack," | returned, for the sixth time, "1 cannot have you kick the
tablein that schoolboy fashion.”

Jack looked at me with roguish malicein her eyes. ™Y ou are not
quite well, Esther; you have got apain in your temper, haven't you,
now?'

| don't know what | might have answered, for Jack wasright, and |
was as cross as possible, only just at that moment Uncle Geoffrey put
his head in at the door, and stood beaming on uslike an angel of
deliverance.

"Fee-fo-fum,” for he sometimes caled Jack by that charming _sobriquet ,
indeed, he was aways inventing names for her, "it istoo hot for

work, isnt it?1 think | must give you aholiday, for | want Esther

to go out with me." Uncle Geoffrey's wisheswere law, and | rose at

once; but not dl my secret fedings of rdlief could prevent mefrom
indulging in aparting thrust.

"I don't think Jack deservesthe holiday,” | remarked, with a severe
look at the culprit; and Jack jerked her hair over her eyesthistime
in some confusion.

"Hullo, Fee-fo-fum, what have you been up to? Giving Esther trouble?
Oh, fie fiel"

"I only kicked thetable," returned Jack, sullenly, "because | hate
lessons--that | do, Uncle Geoffrey--and | inked my fingers because |
liked it; and | put my elbows on the copy-book because Esther said |
wasn't to doit; and my hair got in my eyes; and William the
Conqueror had six wives, | know he had; and | told Esther she had a
pain in her temper, because she was as cross astwo sticks; and |
don't remember any more, and | don't care,” finished Jack, who could
be like amule on occasions.

Uncle Geoffrey laughed--he could not help it--and then he patted

Jack kindly on her rough locks. "Clever little Fee-fo-fum; so William
the Conqueror had six wives, had he? Come, thisis capital; we must
send you to school, Jack, that iswhat we must do. Esther cannot be
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intwo placesat once." What did he mean by that, | wonder! And then
he bid me run off and put on my hat, and not keep him waiting.

Jack's brief sullenness soon vanished, and she followed me out of
the room to give me a penitent hug--that was o like Jack; the inky
caress was a doubtful consolation, but | liked it, somehow.

"Where are you going, Uncle Geoff?' | asked, aswe waked up the
High street, followed by Jumbles, while Jack and Smudge watched us
from the door.

"Miss Lucaswantsto seeyou,” hereturned, briefly. "Blessme,
thereis Carrie, degp in conversation with Mr. Smedley. Where on
earth hasthe girl picked him up?' And there, true enough, was
Carrie, standing in the porch, talking eagerly to afresh-colored,
benevol ent-looking man, whom | knew by sight asthevicar of S
Barnabas.

She must have waylaid him after service, for the other worshipers
had dropped off; we had met two or three of them in the High street.
| do not know why the sight displeased me, for of course shehad a
right to speak to her clergyman. Uncle Geoffrey whistled under his
breath, and then laughed and wondered "what the little saint had to
say to her pastor;” but | did not let him go on, for | wastoo

excited with our errand.

"Why does Miss Lucas want to see me?' | asked, with alittle beating
of the heart. The Lucas family were the richest peoplein Milnthorpe.

Mr. Lucas was the banker, and kept his carriage, and had a pretty
cottage somewhere by the seaside; they were Uncle Geoffrey's
patients, | knew, but what had that to do with poor little me?

"Miss Lucas wantsto find some oneto teach her little niece,”
returned Uncle Geoffrey; and then | remembered dl at once that

Mr. Lucas was awidower with onelittle girl. He had lost hiswife
about ayear ago, and his sster had cometo live with him and take
care of hismotherless child. What a chance this would have been for
Carrie! but now it wastoo late. | was haf afraid aswe came up to
the great red brick housg, it was so grand and imposing, and so was
the solemn-looking butler who opened the door and ushered usinto
the drawing-room.

Aswe crossed the hal some one came suddenly out on us from adark
lobby, and paused when he saw us. "Dr. Cameron! Thisisyour niece, |
suppose, whom my sister Ruth is expecting?' and as he shook hands
with ushelooked at me alittle keenly, | thought. He was younger

than | expected; it flashed across me suddenly that | had once seen
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his poor wife. | was standing looking out of the window one cold
winter's day, when a carriage drove up to the door with alady
wrapped in furs. | remember Uncle Geoffrey went out to speak to her,
and what asmile came over her face when she saw him. Shewasvery
pae, but very beautiful; every one said so in Milnthorpe, for she

had been much beloved.

"My sgter isin the drawing-room; you must excuse meif | say | am
inagreat hurry,”" and then he passed on with abow. | thought him
very formidable, the sort of man who would be feared aswell as
respected by his dependants. He had the character of being avery
reserved man, with agreat many acquaintances and few intimate
friends. | had no idea at that time that no one understood him so
well asUncle Geoffrey.

| was decidedly nervouswhen | followed Uncle Geoffrey meekly into
the drawing-room. Its size and splendor did not diminish my fears,
and | littleimagined then how | should get to love that room.

It was alittlelow, in spite of its gpaciousness, and itsthree

long windows opened in French fashion on to the garden. | had a
glimpse of the lawn, with agrand old cedar in the middle, before my
eyeswere attracted to alady in degp mourning, writing in alittle
acove, hdf curtained off from the rest of the room, and looking
decidedly cozy.

The moment she turned her face toward us at the mention of our

names, my unpleasant feelings of nervousness vanished. Shewas such a
little woman--dightly deformed, too--with a pae, sickly-looking

face, and large, clear eyes, that seemed to attract sympathy at once,

for they seemed to say to one, "l am only atimid, smplelittle

cregture. Y ou need not be afraid of me."

| was not very tall, but | dmost looked down on her as she gave me
her hand.

"l was expecting you, Miss Cameron,” she said, in such aswest tone
that it quite won my heart. "Y our uncle kindly promised to introduce
usto each other."

And then shelooked & me, not keenly and scrutinizingly, as her
brother had done, but with akindly inquisitiveness, asthough she
wanted to know all about me, and to put me at my ease as soon as
possible. | flushed alittle at that, and my unfortunate
sengtivenesstook darm. If it were only Carrie, | thought, with her
pretty face and soft voice; but | was so sadly unattractive, no one
would be taken with me at first sght. Fred had once said soin my
hearing, and how | had cried over that speech!
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"Esther looks older than sheis; but sheis only seventeen,”
interposed Uncle Geoffrey, as he saw that unlucky blush. "Sheisa
good girl, and very industrious, and her mother'sright hand,” went
on thesmpleman. If | only could have plucked up spirit and
contradicted him, but | felt tongue-tied.

"Shelooksvery rdiable" returned Miss Lucas, in the kindest way.
Tothisday | believe she could not find any compliment compatible
with truth. | once told her so months afterward, when we were very
good friends, and she laughed and could not deny it.

"Y ou were frowning so, Esther,” shereplied, "from excess of
nervousness, | believe, that your forehead was quite lost in your

hair, and your greet eyeswere looking at mein such afunny,

frightened way, and the corners of your mouth al coming down, |
thought you were five-and-twenty at least, and wondered what | wasto
do with such aproud, repdlant-looking young woman; but when you
smiled | began to seethen.”

| had not reached the smiling stage just then, and was revolving her
gpeechin rather adigpirited way. Reliable! | knew | was that; when
al a once sheleft off looking at me, and began talking to Uncle
Geoffrey.

"And s0 you have finished al your Good Samaritan arrangements, Dr.
Cameron; and your poor sster-in-law and her family areredly

settled in your house?'Y ou must let me know when | may call, or if |
can be of any use. Gilestold medl about it, and | was so

interested.”

"Isit not good of Uncle Geoffrey?" | brokein. And then it must
have been that | smiled; but | never could have passed that over in
slence, to hear Srangers praise him, and not joinin.

"| think it isnoble of Dr. Cameron--we both think so," she

answered, warmly; and then she turned to me again. "1 can understand
how anxious you must dl fed to help and lighten his burdens. When
Dr. Cameron proposed your servicesfor my little niece--for he knows
what aninvdid | am, and that systematic teaching would be

impossi ble to me--1 was quite charmed with the notion. But now,
before we talk any more about it, supposing you and | go up to see
Hurry."

CHAPTER VIII.
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FLURRY AND FLOSSY.

What afunny little name! | could not help saying so to Miss Lucas
as| followed her up the old oak staircase with its beautifully
carved balustrades.

"It is her own baby abbreviation of Florence," she returned, pausing
on the landing to take breath, for even that dight ascent seemed to
weary her. She was quite pale and panting by thetime we arrived at
our degtination. "It is nice to be young and strong,” she observed,
wigtfully. "1 am not very old, it istrue’--she could not have been
more than elght-and-twenty--"but | have never enjoyed good hedlth,
and Dr. Cameron says | never can hope to do so; but what can you
expect of acrooked little creature like me?' with asmile that was
quite natural and humorous, and seemed to ask no pity.

Miss Ruth was perfectly content with her life. | found out afterward
she evoked rare beauty out of its quiet every-day monotony, storing
up precioustreasuresin homely vessdls.

Lifewasto her full of infinite possibilities, agradua dawning

and brightening of hopesthat would meet their full fruition

hereafter. " Some people have strength to work," she said onceto me,
"and then plenty of work is given to them; and some must just keep
quiet and watch otherswork, and give them abright word of
encouragement now and then. | am one of those wayside loiterers,” she
finished, with alaugh; but al the same every one knew how much Miss
Ruth did to help others, in spite of her failing strength.

The schoolroom, or nursery, asl beieveit was caled, wasalarge
pleasant room just over the drawing-room, and commanding the same
view of the garden and cedar-tree. It had three windows, only they
were rather high up, and had cushioned window-seats. In one of them
therewasalittle girl curled up in company with alarge brown and
white spanidl.

"Well, Hurry, what mischief are you and Hossy concocting?" asked
MissLucas, in aplayful voice, for the child wastoo busily engaged
to notice our entrance.

"Why, itismy little auntie," exclamed Hurry, joyoudy, and she
scrambled down, while Flossy wagged histail and barked. Evidently
Miss Ruth was not afrequent visitor to the nursery.

Flurry was about Six, ot a pretty child by any means, though there
might be a promise of future beauty in her face. Shewasathin,
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serious-ooking little creature, more like the father than the

mother, and no one could cal Mr. Lucas handsome. Her dark eyes
--nearly black they were--matched oddly, in my opinion, with her
long fair hair; such pretty fluffy hair it was, falling over her

black frock. When her aunt bade her come and spesk to the lady who
was kind enough to promise to teach her, she stood for a moment
regarding me gravely with childish inquistiveness before she gave

me her hand.

"What are you going to teach me?' she asked. "'l don't think | want
to be taught, auntie; | can read, | have been reading to Flossy, and
| can write, and hem father's handkerchiefs. Ask nursie.”

"But you would liketo play to dear father, and to learn al sorts
of pretty hymnsto say to him, would you not, my darling! Thereare
many things you will have to know before you are awoman.”

"I don't mean to be awoman ever, | think," observed Hurry; "I like
being achild better. Nurseisawoman, and nursewon't play; she
sayssheisold and stupid.”

A happy inspiration cameto me. "If you are good and learn your
lessons, | will play withyou,” | said, rather timidly; "that is, if
you carefor agrown-up playfellow."

| was only seventeen, in spite of my _pronounce_ features, and

| could still enter into the delights of agood drawn battle of
battledore and shuttlecock. Perhaps it was the repressed enthusiasm
of my tone, for | redly meant what | said; but Flurry's brief

coldness vanished, and she caught a my hand a once.

"Come and seethem,” she said; "I did not know you liked dalls, but
you shdl have one of your own if you like" and sheled meto a
corner of the nursery where a quantity of dollsin odd costumes and
wonderfully congtrained attitudes were arranged round an inverted
basket.

"Joseph and his brethren,”" whispered Hurry. "1 am going to put him
inthe pit directly, only | wondered what | should do for the camels
--thisis Issachar, and this Gad. Look at Gad's turban.”

It was dmost impossibleto retain my gravity. | could see Miss
Lucas amiling in the window seat. Joseph and his brethren--what a
droll ideafor achild! But I did not know then that Flurry'sdolls

had to sustain avariety of bewildering parts. When | next saw them
the smart turbans were dl taken off the flaxen heads, afew dgected
sawdust bodies hung limply round amiller's cart. " Ancient Britons,"
whispered Hurry. "Nurse would not let me paint them blue, but they
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did not wear clothes then, you know." In fact, our history lesson was
generdly followed by aseries of touching _tableaux vivants , the
dollssugtaining their partsin severa moving scenes of "Alfred and
the Cakes," "Hubert and Arthur," and once "the Battle of Cressy."

Flurry and | parted the best of friends; and when we joined Uncle
Geoffrey in the drawing-room | was quite ready to enter on my duties
at once.

Miss Lucas stipulated for my servicesfrom tentill five; afew

smple lessonsin the morning were to be followed by awalk, | wasto
lunch with them, and in the afternoon | wasto amuse Flurry or teach
her alittle--just as| liked.

"Thefactis," observed MissLucas, as| looked alittle surprised

at this programme, "Nurse is aworthy woman, and we are dl very much
attached to her; but sheisvery ignorant, and my brother will not

have Hurry thrown too much on her companionship. Hewishesmeto
find some one who will take the sole charge of the child through the
day; in the evening she dways comes down to her father and Sitswith
him until her bedtime.” And then she named what seemed to mea
aurprisingly large sum for services. What! dl that for playing with
Flurry, and giving her afew baby lessons; poor Carrie could not have
morefor teaching thelittle Thornes. But when | hinted thisto Uncle
Geoffrey, he said quietly that they wererich people and could well
affordit.

"Don't rate yourself so low, littlewoman," he added, good-humoredly;
"you are giving plenty of time and interest, and surdly that is

worth something.” And then he went on to say that Jack must go to
school, he knew avery good one just by; some ladies who were
patients of hiswould take her at easy terms, he knew. Hewould call
that very afternoon and speak to Miss Martin.

Poor mother shed afew tearswhen | told her our plans. It was sad
for her to see her girlsreduced to work for themselves; but she
cheered up after alittle while, and begged me not to think her
ungrateful and foolish. "For we have so many blessings, Esther,” she
went on, in her patient way. "We are al together, except poor Fred,
and but for your uncle's goodness we might have been separated.”

"And we shdl have such nice cozy evenings” | returned, "when the
day'swork isover. | shdl fed like aday laborer, mother, bringing
home my wagesin my pocket. | shdl be thinking of you and Dot dl
day, and longing to get back to you."

But though | spoke and felt so cheerfully, | knew that the evenings
would not beidle. There would be mending to do and linen to make,

54



for we could not afford to buy our things ready-made; but, with
mother's clever fingers and Carries help, | thought we should do
very well. | must utilize every spare minute, | thought. | must get

up early and help Deborah, so that things might go on smoothly for
the rest of the day. There was Dot to dress, and mother was ailing,
and had her breskfast in bed--there would be a hundred little things
to set right before | started off for the Cedars, as Mr. Lucas house
was called.

"Never mind, it is better to wear out than to rust out,” | said to
myself. And then | picked up Jack's gloves from the floor, hung up
her hat inits place, and tried to efface the marks of her muddy

boots from the carpet (I cannot deny Jack was athornin my side just
now), and then there came atap at my door, and Carrie camein.

Shelooked so pretty and bright, that | could not help admiring her
afresh. | am sure people must have called her beautiful.

"How happy you look, Carrie, in spite of your threelittle Thornes,"
| said rather mischievoudy. "Has mother told you about Miss Lucas?'

"Yes, | heard dl about that," she returned, absently. "Y ou are very
fortunate, Esther, to find work in which you can take an interest. |
am glad--very glad about that."

"I wish, for your sake, that we could exchange,” | returned, feding
mysdf very generousin intention, but al the same delighted that my
unsalfishness should not be put to the proof.

"Oh, no, | have no wish of that sort,” shereplied, hastily; "I

could not quite bring mysdlf to play with childrenin the nursery.” |
suppose mother had told her about the dolls. "Well, we both start on
our separate treadmill on Monday--Black Monday, eh, Esther?"

"Not at dl," | retorted, for | wasfar too pleased and excited with

my prospects to be damped by Carrie's want of enthusiasm. | thought |
would sit down and writeto Jessie, and tell her al about it, but

here was Carrie preparing hersdlf for one of her chats.

"Did you see metaking to Mr. Smedley, Esther?’ she began; and as|
nodded she went on. "'l had never spoken to him before since Uncle
Geoffrey introduced usto him. Heissuch anice, practica sort of

man. He took me into the vicarage, and introduced meto hiswife. She
isvery plain and homdly, but so sengble.”

| held my peace. | had rather aterror of Mrs. Smedley. Shewas one
of those bustling workers whom one dreads by ingtinct. She had a

habit of pouncing upon people, especidly young ones, and driving
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them to work. Before many days were over she had made poor mother
promise to do some cutting out for the clothing club, asthough

mother had not work enough for usdl a home. | thought it very
inconsderate of Mrs. Smedley.

"I took to them at once," went on Carrie, "and indeed they were
exceedingly kind. Mr. Smedley seemed to understand everything ina
moment, how | wanted work, and----"

"But, Carrie," | demanded, aghast & this, "you have work: you have
thelittle Thornes.

"Oh, don't drag them in at every word," she answered, pettishly--at
least pettishly for her; "of course, | have my brick-making, and so
have you. | am thinking of other things now, Esther; | have promised
Mr. Smedley to be one of hisdidtrict viditors."

| dmost jumped off my chair at that, | was so startled and so
indignant.

"Oh, Carrie! and when you know mother does not approve of girls of
our age undertaking such work--she has said so over and over again
--how can you go againgt her wishes?

Carrie looked a me mildly, but shewas not in the least discomposed
a my words.

"Ligento me, you slly child," she said, good-humoredly; "thisis
one of mother'sfancies; you cannot expect mewith my settled views
to agreewith her inthis."

| don't know what Carrie meant by her views, unlessthey conssted
in adetermination to make hersdf and every one else uncomfortable
by an overstrained sense of duty.

"Middle-aged people are timid sometimes. Mother has never visited
the poor hersdlf, so she does not see the necessity for my doing it;
but | am of adifferent opinion,” continued Carrie, withamild
obstinacy that astonished me too much for any reply.

"When mother cried about it just now, and begged meto let her spesk
to Mr. Smedley, | told her that | was old enough to judge for mysdlf,
and that | thought one's conscience ought not to be davishly bound
even to one's parent. | wastrying to do my duty to her and to every
one, but I must not neglect the higher part of my vocation.”

"Oh, Carrie, how could you?Y ou will make her so unhappy.”
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"No; she only cried agood dedl, and begged me to be prudent and not
overtax my strength; and then she talked about you, and hoped |
should help you as much as possible, asthough | meant to shirk any
part of my duty. | do not think she really disapproved, only she
seemed nervous and timid about it; but | ask you, Esther, how | could
help offering my services, when Mrs. Smedley told me about the
neglected state of the parish, and how few ladies came forward to
hep?'

"But how will you find time?' | remonstrated; though what wasthe
good of remongtrating when Carrie had once made up her mind?

"I have the whole of Saturday afternoon, and an hour on Wednesday,
and now the eveningsarelight | might utilizethem alittle. | anto
have Nightingae lane and the whole of Rowley street, so one
afternoon in the week will scarcdly be sufficient.”

"Oh, Carrie," | groaned; but, actudly, though the mending lay on my
mind like awaking nightmare, | could not expostulate with her. |

only looked at her in adim, hopelessway and shook my head; if these
were her views | must differ from them entirely. Not that | did not
wish good--heavenly good--to the poor, but that | felt home duties
would have to be left undone; and after dl that uncle had done for

ud

"And then | promised Mrs. Smedley that | would help in the Sunday
-schoal,” she continued, cheerfully. " She was so pleased, and kissed

me quite gratefully. She says she and Mr. Smedley have had such up-hill
work since they came to Milnthorpe--and there is so much lukewarmness
and worldlinessin the place. Even Miss Lucas, in spite of her goodness
--and she owned she was very good, Esther--will not take their advice
about things™"

"| told her," shewent on, hesitating, "that | would speak to you,
and ask you to take a Sunday classin theinfant school. Y ou are so
fond of children, | thought you would be sure to consent.”

"So | would, and gladly too, if you would take my place a home," |
returned, quickly; "but if you do so much yoursdf, you will prevent

me from doing anything. Why not let me take the Sunday school class,
while you stop with mother and Dot?"

"What nonsense!" shereplied, flushing alittle, for my proposition
did not please her; "that is so like you, Esther, to raise obstacles
for nothing. Why cannot we both teach; surely you can give one
afternoon aweek to God's work?'

"l hopel am giving not one afternoon, but every afternoontoiit,” |
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returned, and the tears rushed to my eyes, for her speech wounded me.
"Oh, Carrie, why will you not understand thet | think that all work

that isgiven usto do is God'swork? It isjust asright for meto

play with Hurry asit isto teach in the Sunday school.”

"Y ou can do both if you choose," she answered, coolly.

"Not unlessyou take my place," | returned, decidedly, for | had the
Cameron spirit, and would not yield my point; “for in that case Dot
would lose his Sunday lessons, and Jack would be listless and fret

"Very well," was Carrie's response; but | could see shewas
displeased with my plain speaking; and | went downgtairs very tired
and dispirited, to find mother had cried herself into a bad headache.

"If I could only talk to your dear father about it," she whispered,
when she had opened her heart to me on the subject of Carrie. "l am
old-fashioned, as Carrie says, and it isgtill my creed that parents
know best for their children; but she thinks differently, and sheis

so good that, perhaps, one ought to leave her to judge for herself.

If I could only know what your father would say," she went on,
plantively.

| could give her no comfort, for | wasonly agirl myself, and my
opinionswere gtill immature and unfledged, and then | never had been
asgood as Carrie. But what | said seemed to console mother alittle,
for she drew down my face and kissed it.

"Always my good, sensible Esther," she said, and then Uncle Geoffrey
camein and prescribed for the headache, and the subject dropped.

CHAPTERIX.

THE CEDARS.

| was dmost ashamed of mysdlf for being so happy, and yet it wasa
sober kind of happinesstoo. | did not forget my father, and | missed
Allan with an intengity that surprised mysdlf; but, in spite of hard
work and the few daily vexations that hamper every one'slat, |
continued to extract agreat dedl of enjoyment out of my life. To sum
it up with aword, it waslife--not mere existence--alife brimming
over with duties and responsbilities and untried work, too busy for
vacuum. Every corner and interstice of timefilled up--heart, and
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head, and hands always fully employed; and youth and hedlth, those
two grand gifts of God, making al such work addight.

Now | am older, and the sap of life does not run so freely in my
veins, | dmost marve at the remembrance of those days, a my
youthful exuberance and energy, and those words, "Asthy day, o
shall thy strength be," come to me with a strange force and
illumination, for truly | needed it dl then, and it was givento me,
Timewas atreasure trove, and | husbanded every minutewith a
miser's zedl. | had dways been an early riser, and now | regped the
benefit of this habit. Jack used to murmur discontentedly in her

deep when | set the window open soon after Six, and the fresh summer
air fanned her hot face. But how cool and dewy the garden looked at
that hour!

It was so bright and till, with the thrushes and blackbirds hopping
over thewet lawn, and the leaves|ooking so fresh and green in the
morning sun; such twitterings and chirpings camefromthelilac

trees, where the little brown sparrows twittered and plumed
themsalves. The bird music used to chimeinin asort of refrainto

my morning prayers--a diminutive chorus of praise--the chora before
the day's service commenced.

| dways gave Jack aword of warning before | |eft the room (the
reprimand used to find her in the middle of adream), and then | went
to Dot. | used to help him to dress and hear him repeat his prayers,
and talk cheerfully to him when he waslanguid and fretful, and the
amall duties of life were too heavy for hisfeeble energies. Dot
awaystook alarge portion of my time; his movements were dow and
full of tiny perversties; heliked to stand and philosophizein an

infantile way when | wanted to be downstairs helping Deborah. Dot's
fidgets, as| called them, were part of the day's work.

When he was ready to hobble downstairs with his crutch, | used to

fly back to Jack, and put afew finishing touchesto her toilet, for

| knew by experience that she would make her gppearance downgtairs
with acrooked parting and acollar awry, and be grievoudy plaintive
when Carrie found fault with her. Talking never mended matters, Jack
was at the hoiden age, and had to grow into tidiness and womanhood
by-and-by.

After that | helped Deborah, and took up mother's breakfast. |
awaysfound her lying with her face to the window, and her open
Bible beside her. Carrie had dways been in before me and arranged
the room. Mother dept badly, and at that early hour her face had a
white, pining look, as though she had lost her way in the night, or
waked to miss something. She used to turn with asweet troubled smile
tomeas| entered.
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"Here comes my busy little woman," shewould say, with apretense at
cheerfulness, and then she would ask after Dot. She never spoke much
of her sadnessto us; with an unselfishness that was most rare she
refused to dim our young cheerfulness by holding an unheded grief

too plainly before our eyes. Dear mother, | redize now what that
slence must have cost her!

When breskfast was over, and Uncle Geoffrey busily engrossed with

his paper, | used to stedl into the kitchen and have along confab

with Deborah, and then Jack and | made our bed and dusted our room to
save Martha, and by that time | was ready to start to the Cedars; but

not until | had convoyed Jack to Miss Martin's, and left her and her
books safdly at the door.

Dot used to kissme rather wistfully when | left him with his
lesson-books and paint-box, waiting for mother to come down and
keep him company. Poor little fellow, he had rather adull life of

it, for even Jumbles refused to stay with him, and Smudge was out in
the garden, lazily watching the sparrows. Poor little lonely boy,
deprived of the usua pleasures of boyhood, and looking out on our
busy livesfrom a sort of sad twilight of pain and weakness, but
keeping such abrave heart and sllent tongue over it dl.

How | enjoyed my little walk up High street and acrossthe wide,
sunshiny square! When | reached the Cedars, and the butler admitted
me, | used to run up the old oak staircase and tap at the nursery
door.

Nurse used to courtesy and withdraw; Flurry and | had it all to
oursaves. | never saw Miss Lucas until luncheon-time; she was more
of aninvaidthan | knew &t that time, and rarely left her room

before noon. Flurry and | soon grew intimate; after afew dayswere
over we were the best of friends. Shewas a clever child and fond of
her lessons, but shewasfull of droll fancies. She awaysinssted

on her dollsjoining our studies. It used to be alittle embarrassing

to me at first to see mysdlf surrounded by the vacant waxen faces
daring at us, with every variety of smirk and bland fatuous
expression: the flaxen heads nid-nodded over open lesson-books,
propped up in limp, leathery arms. When Flossy grew impatient for a
game of play, hewould drag two or three of them down with avicious
snap and astroke of hisfeathery paws. Furry would shake her head
at him disapprovingly, as she picked them up and shook out their
smart frocks. The best behaved of the dolls always accompanied usin
our walk before luncheon.

| used to think of Carrieswords, sometimes, as| played with
Hurry in the afternoon; she would not hear of lessonsthen.
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Sometimes | would coax her to sew alittle, or draw; and she dways
had her haf hour at the piano, but during the rest of the afternoon
| am afraid there was nothing but play.

How | wish Dot could have joined us sometimes as we built our famous
brick castles, or worked in Flurry'slittle garden, where she grew

al sorts of wonderful things. When | wastired or lazy | used to

bring out my needle-work to the seat under the cedar, and tell Flurry
stories, or talk to her as she dressed her dolls, she was very good

and tractable, and never teased meto play when | was disinclined.

| told her about Dot very soon, and she gave me no peace after that
until | took her to see him; there was quite achildish friendship
between them soon. Hurry used to send him little gifts, which she
purchased with her pocket-money--pictures, and knives, and pencils. |
often begged Miss Lucasto put astop to it, but she only laughed and
praised Flurry, and put by choicelittle portions of fruit and other
daintiesfor Furry's boy friend.

Hurry prattled agreat ded about her father, but | never saw him.

He had his luncheon at the bank. Once when we were playing battledore
and shuttle-cock in the hall--for Miss Lucasliked to hear usall

over the house; she said it made her fed cheerful--1 heard a door

open overhead, and caught aglimpse of adark face watching us; but |
thought it was Morgan the butler, until Flurry called out joyfully,

"Father! Father!" and then it disgppeared. Now and then | met himin
the square, and he dways knew me and took off his hat; but | did not
exchange aword with him for months.

Hurry loved him, and seemed deep in his confidence. She dways put
on her best frock and little pearl necklace to go down and Sit with

her father, while he ate hisdinner. She generdly followed him into

his study, and chatted to him, until nurse fetched her a bed-time.
When she had asked me some puzzling question that it wasimpossible
to answer, shewould refer it to her father with implicit faith. She
would make me rather uncomfortable at times respecting little
speeches of his.

"Father can't understand why you are so fond of play,” she said once

to me; "he says so few grown-up girls deign to amuse themselves with
agame but you do likeit, don't you, Miss Cameron?' making up a

very coaxing face. Of course | confessed to agreat fondness for

games, but al the same | wished Mr. Lucas had not said that. Perhaps
he thought me too hoidenish for his child's governess, and for a
wholeweek after that | refused to play with Hurry, until she began

to mope, and my heart misgave me. We played at hide and seek that day
all over the house--Flurry and Fossy and I.
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Then another time, covering mewith dire confusion, "Father thinks
that such apretty story, Miss Cameron, the one about Gretchen. He
said | ought to try and remember it, and write it down; and then he
asked if you had redly madeit up in your head.”

"Oh, Hurry, thet slly little sory?"

"Not slly at dl," retorted Hurry, with alittle heet; "father had

aheadache, and he could not talk to me, so | told him Storiesto

send him to deep, and | thought he would like deer little Gretchen.

He never went to deep after dl, but his eyes were wide open,

garing at thefire; and then he told me he had been thinking of dear
mamma, and he thought | should be very like her some day. And then he
thanked mefor my pretty stories, and then tiresome old nursie

fetched meto bed.”

That stupid littletale! To think of Mr. Lucaslistening to thet. |

was not avery inventive soryteler, though | could warm into
eloquence on occasions, but Flurry's demand was so excessive that |
hit on acapita plan at last.

| crested awonderful child heroine, and called her Juliet and told
alittle fresh piece of her history every day. Never wasthere such a
child for impossible adventures and hairbreadth escapes; what that
unfortunate little cresture went through was known only to FHurry and
me

She grew to love Juliet like amake-believe aster of her own, and
talked of her a last asaliving child. What long mora

conversations took place between Juliet and her mother, what
admirable remarks did that excellent mother make, referring to sundry
amall sinsof omission and commission on Juliet's part! When | saw
Flurry wince and turn red | knew the remarks had struck home.

It was agtonishing how Juliet's behavior varied with FHurry's. If

Hurry wereinattentive, Juliet wasligless; if her history lessons
wereill-learned, Juliet's mammahad aways agreat deal to say about
the battle of Agincourt or any other event that it was necessary to
impress on her memory. | am afraid Flurry at last took a great
didiketo that well-meaning lady, and begged to hear more about
Juliet'slittle brother and sister. When | cameto avery

uninteresting part she would propose agame of bal or a scamper with
Flossy; but al the same next day we would be back at it again.

The luncheon hour was very pleasant to me. | grew to like Miss Lucas
excessvey; shetdked so pleasantly and seemed so interested in dll

| had to tell her about mysdf and Hurry; aquiet atmosphere of
refinement surrounded her--a certain fitness and harmony of thought.
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Sometimes she would invite usinto the drawing-room after luncheon,
saying shefelt lonely and would be glad of our society for alittle.

| used to enjoy those haf-hours, though | am afraid Flurry found
them alittle wearisome. Our talk went over her head, and she would
lislento it with adroll, half-bored expression, and take refuge at

last with Flossy.

Sometimes, but not often, Miss Lucas would take usto drive with
her. I think, until she knew mewell, that she liked better to be

alone with her own thoughts. As our knowledge of each other grew, |
was struck with the flower-like unfolding of her idees; they would
bud and bresk forth into dl manner of quaint fancies-ther
freshnessand originality used to charm me.

| think thereisno interest in life compared to knowing people
--finding them out, their tastes, character, and so forth. | had an
inquisitiveddight, | caled it thirgt, for human knowledge, in
drawing out a stranger; no traveler exploring unknown tracts of
country ever pursued his researches with greater zeal and interest.
Reserve only attracts me.

Impulsive people, who let out their fedingsthe first moment, do
not interest me haf so much asslent folk. | liketo Sit down
before an enclosed citadel and besiege it; with such ramparts of
defense there must be precious store in the heart of the city, some
hidden jewels, perhaps; a least, s0 | argue with mysdif.

But, happy as| waswith Miss Lucas and Hurry, five o'clock no
sooner struck than | was flying down the oak staircase, with Furry
peeping a me between the ba ustrades, and waving amite of ahand in
token of adieu; for was | not going home to mother and Dot? Oh, the
dear, bright home scene that always awaited me! | wonder if Carrie
lovedit asl did!' The homdy, sunny little parlors; the cozy tea

table, over which old Marthawould be hovering with careful face and
hands, mother in her low chair by the garden window; Uncle Geoffrey
with his books and papers at the little round table; Dot and Jack
hidden in some corner, out of which Dot would come stumping on his
poor little crutches to kissme, and ask after hislittle friend

Hurry.

"Here comes our Dame Bustle," Uncle Geoffrey would say. It was his
favorite name for me, and mother would look up and greet me with the
same loving smile that was never wanting on her dear face.

Onthedairs| generadly came upon Carrie, coming down from her
littleroom.

"How arethelittle Thornes?' | would ask her, cheerfully; but
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by-and-by | left off asking her about them. At first she used to shrug
her shoulders and shake her head in a sort of disconsolate fashion,
or answered indifferently: "Oh, much asusud, thank you." But once
shereturned, quite pettishly:

"Why do you ask after those odious children, Esther? Why cannot you
let me forget them for afew hours? If we are brickmakers, we need
not dways betdling thetaesof our bricks." Shefinished with a

sort of weary tonein her tired voice, and after that | et the

little Thornes alone.

What happy evenings those were! Not that we were idle, though--"the
saintsforbid,” asold Biddy used to say. When teawas over, mother
and | betook oursalvesto the huge mending basket; sometimes Carrie
joined us, when she was not engaged in district work, and then her
clever fingers made the work light for us.

Then there were Jack's lessons to superintend, and sometimes | had
to help Dot with hisdrawing, or copy out papersfor Uncle Geoffrey:
then by-and-by Dot had to be taken upstairs, and there werelittle
things to do for mother when Carrie wastoo tired or busy to do them.
Mother was Carrie's charge. As Dot and Jack were mine, it was afair
division of labor, only somehow Carrie had aways so much to do.

Mother used to fret sometimes about it, and complain that Carrie sat
up too late burning the midnight ail in her little room; but | never

could find out what kept her up. | was much happier about Carrie now
--she seemed brighter and in better spirits. If sheloathed her daily
drudgery, she sad little about it, and complained less. All her

interests were reserved for Nightingade lane and Rowley Street. The
hours spent in those unsavory neighborhoods were literdly her times
of refreshment. Her poor people were very closeto her heart, and
often she told us about them as we sat working together in the
evening, until mother grew quite interested, and used to ask after

them by name, which pleased Carrie, and made abond of sympathy
between them. At such times | somehow felt alittle sad, though |
would not have owned it for worlds, for it seemed to me asthough my
work were so trivial compared to Carrie's--as though | were a poor
little Martha, "careful and troubled about many things' about,
Deborah's crossness and Jack's reckless ways, occupied with small
minor duties-dressing Dot, and tidying Jack's and Uncle Geoffrey's
drawers, while Carrie was doing angd's work; reclaiming drunken
women, and teaching miserable degraded children, and then coming home
and playing sweet sacred fragments of Handel to soothe mother'sworn
spirits, or singing her the hymns sheloved. Alag! | could not sing
except in church, and my playing was a poor affair compared to
Caries.
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| felt it most on Sundays, when Carrie used to go off to the Sunday
school morning and afternoon, and left me to the somewhat monotonous
task of hearing Jack her catechism and giving Dot his Scripture

lesson. Sunday was dways atria to Dot. He was not strong enough to
go to church--the service would have wearied him too much--hisfew
lessons were soon done, and then time used to hang heavily on his
hands.

At lagt the grand idea came to meto set him to copy Scripture maps,
and draw smdll illugtrations of any Biblica scenethat occurredin

the lesson of theday. | have abook full of his childish fancies

now, al elaborately colored on week-days--"Joseph and his Brethren™
in gaudy turbans, and wonderfully inexpressve countenances,
reminding me of Hurry'sdolls; the queen of Sheba, coming before
Solomon, in amarvel ous green tiaraand yellow garments; a headless
Goliath, expressed with apainful degree of detall, morefit for the
Wirtz Gallery than a child's scrap-book.

Dot used frequently to write lettersto Allan, to which | often

added copious postscripts. | never could coax Dot to write to Fred,
though Fred sent him plenty of kind messages, and many achoice
little parcel of scraps and odds and ends, such as Dot liked.

Fred was getting on tolerably, he dwaystold us. He had roomsin

. John's Wood, which he shared with two other artists; he was
working hard, and had some copying orders. Allan saw little of him,
they had no friendsin common, and no community of taste. Never were
brothersless adike or with less sympathy.

CHAPTER X.

"I WISH | HAD A DOT OF MY OWN."

Months passed over, and found us the same busy, tranquil little
household. | used to wonder how my letters could interest Allan so
much as he said they did; | could find so little to narrate. And,

talking of that, it strikes me that we are not sufficiently thankful

for the monotony of life. | spesk advisedly; | mean for the quiet
uniformity and routine of our daily existence. In our youth we

quarrd alittle with its sameness and regularity; it isonly when

the storms of sudden crises and unlooked-for troubles bresk over our
thankful heads that we look back with regret to those still days of

old.
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Nothing seemed to happen, nothing looked different. Mother grew a
little stronger as the summer passed, and took a few more household
duties on hersdlf. Dot pined and pinched asthe cold weather came on,
as headwaysdid, and looked a shivering, shabby Dot sometimes.
Jack's legs grew longer, and her frocks shorter, and we had to tie

her hair to keep it out of her eyes, and she stooped more, and grew
round-shouldered, which added to her list of beauties; but no one
expected grace from Jack.

At the Cedarsthingswent on asusud, that Furry |eft off caling

me Miss Cameron, and took to Esther instead, somewhat scanddizing
Miss Lucas, until she began taking to it hersdlf. "For you are 0
young, and you are more FHurry's playfellow than her governess,” she
sad gpologeticdly; "it isno good being siff when we are such old
friends.” And after that | dways caled her Miss Ruth.

"Don't you want see to Roseberry, Esther?* asked Flurry, one day

--that was the name of the little seaside place where Mr. Lucas had a
cottage. "Aunt Ruth says you must come down with us next summer; she
declares she has quite set her heart onit."

"Oh, Hurry, that would be ddightful!--but how could | leave mother
and Dot?" | added in aregretful parenthesis. That was dwaysthe
burden of my song--Mother and Dot.

"Dot must come, too," pronounced Flurry, decidedly; and she actudly
proposed to Miss Ruth at luncheon that "Esther's little brother

should beinvited to Roseberry.” Miss Ruth looked at mewith kindly
amused eyes, as| grew crimson and tried to hush FHurry.

"Weshdl see" shereturned, in her gentle voice; "if Esther will

not go without Dot, Dot must cometoo.” But though the bare ideawas
too delightful, I begged Miss Ruth not to entertain such an ideafor
amoment.

| think Hurry'slittle speech put akind thought into Miss Ruth's
head, for when she next invited usto drive with her, the gray horses
stopped for an ingtant at Uncle Geoffrey's door, and the footman
lifted Dot in hislittle fur-lined coat, and placed him a Miss
Ruth'sside. And seeing thelittle lad's rapture, and Flurry's

childish delight, she often cdlled for him, sometimes when shewas
alone, for she said Dot never troubled her; he could be asquiet asa
little mouse when her head ached and she was disinclined to talk.

| said nothing happened; but one day | had a pleasant surprise, just
when | did not deserveit; for it was one of my fractious days--days

of moods and tenses | used to called them--when nothing seemed quite
right, when | was beset by that sort of grown-up fractiousness that
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wants to be petted and put to bed, and bidden to lie il likea
tired child.

Winter had set in in downright earnest, and in those cold dark
mornings early risng seemed an affront to the understanding, and a
snareto be avoided by dl right-minded persons; yet notwithstanding
al that, aperverse, fidgety notion of duty drove me with a scourge

of mental thornsfrom my warm bed. For | was young and hedthy, and
why should | lie there while Deborah and Martha broke theicein

their pitchers, and came downstairs with rasped red faces and
acidulated tempers? | was thankful not to do likewise, to know |
should hear in afew minutesasurly tap at the door, with thelittle
hot-water can put down with protesting evidence. Even then it was
hard work to flesh and blood, with no dewy lawn, no bird music now to
swel my morning's devotion with tiny chorus of praise; only ahard
frozen up world, with atrickle of meager sunshine running throughiit.

But my hardest work waswith Dot; he used to argue drowsily with me
while | stood shivering and awaiting his pleasure. Why did | not go
downtothefireif | were cold? Hewas not going to get up in the
middle of the night to please any one; never mind the robins--of

which | reminded him gently--he wished he were arobin too, and could
get up and go to bed with anedt little feather bed tacked to his
skin--nice, cogy little fellows; and then he would draw the

bedclothes round histhin little shoulders, and try to maintain his

position.

He quite whimpered on the morning in question, when | lifted him out
bodily--such amiserable Do, looking like a starved dovein his
white plumage; but he cheered up a the sight of the fire and hot
coffeein the snug parlor, and whispered alittle entreaty for
forgiveness as | stooped over him to make him comfortable.

"You aretired, Esther,” said my mother tenderly, when she saw my
face that morning; "you must not get up so early this cold weether, my
dear." But | held my peace, for who would dress Dot, and what would
become of Jack? And then came alittle lump in my throat, for | was
tired and fractious.

When | got to the Cedars asolemn stillness reigned in the nursery,
and ingtead of an orderly room a perfect chaos of doll revery
prevailed. All the chairs were turned into extempore beds, and the
twelve dalls, with bandaged heads and arms, were tucked up with the
greatest care.

FHurry met mewith an air of great importance and her finger on her
lip.
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"Hush, Esther, you must not make anoise. | am Florence Nightingae,
and these are dl the poor sick and wounded soldiers; look at this
one, thisis Corpora Trim, and he has had his two legs shot off."

| recognized Corpora Trim under his bandages; he wasthe very doll
Flossy had so grievously maltreated and had robbed of an eye; the
waxen tip of his nose was gone, and agreat ded of hisflaxen wig
besides--quite a caricature of amutilated veteran.

| cdled Furry to account alittle sternly, and insisted on her

restoring order to the room. Flurry pouted and sulked; her heart was
at Scutari, and her wits went wool-gathering, and refused dates and
the multiplication table. To make matters worse, it commenced
snowing, and there was no prospect of awalk before luncheon. Miss
Ruth did not come down to that medl, and afterward | sat and knitted
ingrim slence. Discipline must be maintained, and as Hurry would
not work, neither would | play with her; but | do not know which of
uswas punished the most.

"Oh, how crossyou are, Esther, and it is Chrismas evel" cried

Flurry at lagt, on the verge of crying. It was growing dusk, and

aready shadows lurked in the corner of the room, Flurry looked a me
sowidtfully that | am afraid | should have relented and goneon a
littlewith Juliet, only at that moment she sprang up joyfully at the
sound of her aunt'svoice caling her, and ran out to the top of the

dark staircase.

"Weareto go down, you and I; Aunt Ruth wants us," she exclaimed,
laying violent hands on my work. | felt rather surprised at the
summons, for Miss Ruth never caled us at this hour, and it would
soon be time for meto go home.

The drawing-room |ooked the picture of warm comfort as we entered
it; some glorious pinelogs were crackling and spluttering in the
grate, sending out showers of colored sparks.

Miss Ruth was haf-buried in her easy-chair, with her feet on the
white fleecy rug, and the little square tea-table stood near her,
with itsSlver kettle and the tiny blue teacups.

"Y ou have sent for us, Miss Ruth,” | said, as| crossed the room to
her; but at that instant another figure | had not seen started up
from adark corner, and caught hold of mein rough, boyish fashion.

"Allan! oh Allan! Allan!" my voicerisng into a perfect crescendo

of ecstasy at the sight of his dear dark face. Could anything be more
delicioudy unexpected? And there was Miss Ruth laughing very softly
to hersdlf at my pleasure.
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"Oh, Allan, what doesthismean," | demanded, "when you told us

there was no chance of your spending Christmas with us? Have you been
home? Have you seen mother and Dot? Have you come here to fetch me
home?!

Allan held up his hands as he took a seat near me.

"One question at atime, Esther. | had unexpected leave of absence
for aweek, and that iswhy you see me; and as | wanted to surprise
you dl, | said nothing about it. | arrived about three hours ago,

and as mother thought I might come and fetch you, why | thought |
would, and that you would be pleased to see me; that isal my

gory," finished Allan, exchanging an amused glance with Miss Ruth.
They had never met before, and yet they seemed already on excellent
terms. All an made no sort of demur when Miss Ruth ingsted that we
should both have some tea to warm us before we went. | think he felt
at homewith her at once.

Hurry seemed astonished at our proceeding. Sheregarded Allan for a
long time very solemnly, until he won her heart by admiring Hossy;
then she condescended to converse with him.

"Areyou Esther'sbrother, redly?!
"Y es, Miss Florence--1 believe that isyour name."

"Horence Emmedine Lucas," sherepeated glibly. "I'm Hurry for
short; nobody calls me FHorence except father sometimes. It was dear
mammas name, and he dways sghswhen he saysit."

"Indeed,” returned Allan in an embarrassed tone; and then he took
Flossy on hisknee and began to play with him.

"Esther isrich,” went on FHurry, rather sadly. " She hasthree

brothers; there's Fred, and you, and Daot. | think shelikes Dot best,
and sodo |. What apity | haven't aDot of my own! No brothers; only
father and Aunt Ruth.”

"Poor little dear," observed Allan compassionately--he was dways
fond of children. His hearty tone made Hurry look up in hisface.
"Heisaniceman," she said to me afterward; "he likes Flossy and
me, and he was pleased when | kissed him."

| did not tell FHurry that Allan had been very much astonished at
her friendship.

"That isadrall little creature" he said, asweleft the house
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together; "but there is something very atractive about her. Y ou have
anice berth there, Esther. Miss Lucas seemsaddightful person,” an
opinioninwhich | heartily agreed. Then he asked me about Mr. Lucas,
but | had only Flurry's opinion to offer him on that subject, and he
guestioned mein hisold way about my daily duties. "Mother thinks
you are overworked, and you are certainly looking alittle thin,

Esther. Does not Carrie help you enough? And what isthis| have just
heard about the night school 7

Our last grievance, which | had hitherto kept from Allan; but of
course mother had told him. It was so nice to be walking there by his
sde, with the crigp white snow beneath our feet, and the dark sky
over our heads; no more fractiousness now, when | could pour out all
my worriesto Allan.

Such along story | told him; but the gist of it wasthis, Carrie

had been very imprudent; she would not let well alone, or be content
with asufficient round of duties. She worked hard with her pupils

all day, and besides that she had adistrict and Sunday school; and
now Mrs. Smedley had persuaded her to devote two evenings of her
scanty leisure to the night school.

"l think it isvery hard and unjust to us,” | continued rather

excitedly. "We have so little of Carrie--only just the odds and ends
of time she can spare us. Mrs. Smedley has no right to dictate to us
al, and to work Carrie in the way she does. She has got an influence
over her, and she usesit for her own purposes, and Carrie isweak to
yield so entirely to her judgment; she coaxes her and flatters her,

and talks about her high standard and unselfish zedl for the work;

but | can't understand it, and | don't think it right for Carrieto

be Mrs. Smedley's parochia drudge.”

"I will talk to Carrie," returned Allan, grimly; and he would not
say another word on the subject. But | forgot al my grievances
during the happy evening that followed.

Allan wasin such spiritsl Asfrolicsome asaboy, he would not let
usbedull, and so histalk never flagged for amoment. Dot laughed
till the tearsran down his cheekswhen Allan kicked over the mending
basket, and finally ordered Marthato take it away. When Carrie
returned from the night school, shefound usal gathered round the
firein peaceful idleness, ligening to Allan's stories, with Dot on

the rug, basking in the hest like ayouthful sdlamander.

| think Allan must have followed her up to her room, for just as|
was laying my head on the pillow there was aknock at the door, and
Carrie entered with her candle, fully dressed, and with adark circle
round her eyes.
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She put down the light, S0 as not to wake Jack, and sat down by my
sdewith aweary sigh.

"Why did you dl set Allan to talk to me?" she began reproachfully.
"Why should | listen to him more than to you or mother?| beginto
seethat aman'sfoesareindeed of his own household.”

| bit my lipsto keep in atorrent of angry words. | was out of
patience with Carrie, even asaint ought to have common sensg, |
thought, and | was so tired and deepy, and to-morrow was Christmas

Day.

"I could not deep until | came and told you what | thought about

it," shewent on in her serious monotone. | don't think she even

noticed my exasperated silence. "It isof no usefor Allan to come

and preach hiswordly wisdom to me; we do not measure things by the
same standard, heand I. Y ou are better, Esther, but your hard
matter-of-fact reasoning shocks me sometimes.”

"Oh, Carrie! why don't you create aworld of your own,” | demanded,
scornfully, "if we none of us please you--not even Allan?’

"Now you are angry without cause," she returned, gently, for Carrie
rarely lost her temper in an argument; she was so meekly obstinate
that we could do nothing with her. "We cannot create our own world,
Esther; we can only do the best we can with this. When | am working
s0 hard to do alittle good in Milnthorpe, why do you dl try to

hinder and drag me back?"

"Becauseyou are_over_doing it, and wearing yourself out,” |
returned, determined to have my say; but she stopped me with quiet
peremptoriness.

"No more of that, Esther; | have heard it all from Allan. | am not
afraid of wearing out; | hopeto diein harness. Why, child, how can
you be so faint-hearted? We cannot die until our time comes.”

"But when we court death it issuicide,” | answered, stubbornly; but
Carrie only gave one of her swest little laughs.

"Y ou foolish Esther! who meansto die, | should like to know?Why,
the child isactudly crying. Listen to me, you dear goosie. | was
never so happy or well inmy life" | shook my head sorrowfully, but
she perssted in her statement. "Mrs. Smedley has given me new life,
How | do love that woman! Sheisaperfect exampleto us--of
unselfishness and energy. She says| am her right hand, and | do
believe she meansit, Esther.” But | only groaned in answer. "Sheis
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doing amagnificent work in Milnthrope,” she continued, "and | fedl
S0 proud that | am alowed to assst her. Do you know, | had twenty
boysin my classthis evening; they would come to me, though Miss
Miles classwas nearly empty.” And so shewent on, until | felt al
over prickles of suppressed nervousness. "Well, good-night,” she
sad, at last, when | could not he roused into any semblance of
interest; "we shall see which of us beright by-and-by."

"Yes, weshdl see” | answered, drowsly; but long after sheleft |
muttered the words over and over to mysdf, "We shall see”

Y es, by-and-by the light of Divine truth would flash over our

actions, and in that pure radiance every unworthy work would wither
up to naught--every unblessed deed retreat into outer darkness. Which
would beright, sheor 1?

| know only too well that, taking the world as awhole, we ought to
_encourage_ Chrigtian parochid work, because too many girlswho
possess the golden opportunity of leisure dlow it to be wasted, and
so commit the"sin of omission;" but there would have been quite as
much good done had Carrie dutifully helped in our invaid home and
cheered usdl to health by her bright presence. And besides, |
myself could then perhaps have taken aclass at me night school if
the stocking-mending and the other multitudinous domestic matters
could have dlowed it.

The chimes of St. Barnabas were pedling through the midnight air
before | dept. Above was the soft light of countless stars, sown
broadcast over the dark skies. Christmas was come, and the angel's
song sounding over the deeping earth.

"Peace and goodwill to men"--peace from weary arguments and
fruitless regret, peace on mourning hearts, on divided homes, on
marinerstossing afar on wintry seas, and peace surely on one
troubled girlish heart that waited for the breaking of amore perfect

day.

CHAPTER XI.

MISSRUTH'SNURSE.

Miss Ruth ingsted on giving me aweek's holiday, that | might avail
myself of Allan's society; and as dear mother still persisted that |
looked pale and in need of change, Allan gave me a course of bracing
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exercisein the shape of long country walks with him and Jack, when

we plowed our way over haf-frozen fields and down deep, muddy lanes,
scrambling over gates and through hedges, and returning home laden
with holly berries and bright red hipsand haws.

On Allan'slast evening we were invited to dine at the Cedars--just

Uncle Geoffrey, Allan, and |. Miss Ruth wrote such a pretty |etter.

She said that her brother thought it was along time since he had

seen hisold friend Dr. Cameron, and that he was anxious to make
acquaintance with his nephew and Flurry's playfellow--thiswas Miss
Ruth's name for me, for we had quite dropped the governess between us.

Allan looked quite pleased, and scouted my dubious looks; he had
taken afancy to Miss Ruth, and wanted to see her again. He laughed
when | said regretfully that it was hislast evening, and that |

would rather have spent it quietly at home with him. | was shy at the
notion of my first dinner-party; Mr. Lucas presence would makeit a
formd affarr.

And then mother fretted alittle that | had no evening-dress ready.

| could not wear white, so al my pretty gownswere usaless; but |
cheered her up by my assuring her that such things did not matter in
our deep mourning. And when | had dressed mysdlf in my black
cashmere, with soft white ruffles and alittle knot of Christmas

roses and fernswhich Carrie had arranged in my dress, mother gavea
relieved sigh, and thought | should do nicely, and Allan twisted me
round, and declared | was not half so bad after dl, and that, though

| was no beauty, | should pass, with which dubious compliment | was
obliged to content mysdif.

"I wish you were going in my stead, Carrie," | whispered, asshe
wrapped mein mother'swarm fleecy shawl, for the night was
piercingly cold.

"I would rather stay with mother,” she answered quietly. And then

she kissed me, and told me to be agood child, and not to be

frightened of any one, in her gentle, elder ssterly way. It never

occurred to her to envy me my party or my pleasant position at the
Cedars, or to compare her own uncongenial work with mine. These sorts
of petty jedlousies and smal oppositionswereimpossible to her; her
nature was large and dightly raised, and took in wider vistas of

lifethan ours.

My heart sank alittle when | heard the sharp vibrating sound of
Mrs. Smedley's voice as we were announced. | had no ideathat the
vicar and hiswife wereto be invited, but they were the only guests
beside oursalves. | never could like Mrs. Smedley and to the very
last | never changed my girlish opinion of her. | haveacurious
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ingtinctive repugnance to people who rustle through life; whose
entrances and exits are environed with noise; who announce their
intentions with the blast of the trumpet. Mrs. Smedley was awordy
woman. She talked much and well, but her voice was loud and jarring.
She was not a bad-looking woman. | daresay in her younger days she
had been handsome, for her features were very regular and her
complexion good; but | dways said that she had worn herself thin

with talking. Shewasterribly sraight and angular (I am afraid |

caled it bony); she had sharp high cheek bones, and her hands were
long and lean. On this evening she wore arich brown brocade, that
cresked and rustled with every movement, and some Indian banglesthat
jingled every time sheraised her arm. | could not help comparing her
to Miss Ruth, who sat beside her, looking lovely in ablack velvet
gown, and as soft and noisdess as alittle mouse. | am afraid Mrs.
Smedley's clacking voice made her head ache terribly for she grew
paler and paer before the long dinner was over. As Miss Ruth greeted
me, | saw Mr. Lucas cross the room with Furry holding his hand.

"Hurry must introduce meto her playfellow,” he said, with akind
glance at us both, asthe child ran up to me and clasped me close.

"Oh, Esther, how | have wanted you and Juliet,” she whispered; but
her father heard her.

"l am afraid Hurry has had adull week of it," hesaid, taking a

segt beside us, and lifting the little cresture to his knee. How

pretty Hurry looked in her dainty white frock, al embroidery and
lace, with knots of black ribbons against her dimpled shoulders, and
her hair flowing round her likeagolden vell! Such alittlefairy
gueen she looked!

"Father has been telling me stories,”" she observed, confidently;
"they were very pretty ones, but | think | like Juliet best. And, oh!
Esther, Flossy has broken Clementinas arm--that is your favorite
doll, you know."

"Has Miss Cameron adoll, too?' asked Mr. Lucas, and | thought he
looked alittlequizzicd.

"I dwayscdl it Esher's" returned Flurry, serioudy. "Sheis
quite fond of it, and nursesit sometimes at lessons.”

But | could bear no more. Mrs. Smedley waslistening, | was sure,
and it did sound so Slly and babyish, and yet | only did it to
please Furry.

"l am afraid you think me very childish,” | sammered, for |
remembered that game of battledore and shuttlecock, and how excited |
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had been when | had achieved two hundred. But as| commenced my
little speech, with burning cheeks and alip that would quiver with
nervousness, he quietly stopped me.

"| think nothing to your discredit, Miss Cameron. | am too grateful

to you for making my littlegirl'slifelesslondy. | fed much

happier about her now, and so does my sister.” And then, as dinner
was announced, he turned away and offered hisarm to Mrs. Smedley.

Mr. Smedley took mein and sat by me, but after afew cursory
observations heleft me to my own devices and talked to Miss Ruth. |
wasalittle disgppointed at this, for | preferred him infinitely to
hiswife, and | had awaysfound his sermons very hepful; but |

heard afterward that he never liked talking to young ladies, and did
not know what to say to them. Carrie was an exception. She was too
great afavorite with them both ever to be neglected. Mr. Lucas
attention was fully occupied by hisvoluble neighbor. Now and then he
addressed aword to me, that | might not fee myself dighted, but

Mrs. Smedley never seconded his efforts.

Ever sincel had refused to teach in the Sunday school she had
regarded me with much head-shaking and severity. To her | wasSsmply
afrivolous, uninteresting young person, too headstrong to be guided.
She aways spoke pityingly of "your poor sister Esther” to Carrie, as
though | werein alamentable condition. | know she had heard of
Hurry'sdoll, her look was s0 utterly contemptuous.

To my dismay she commenced talking to Mr. Lucas about Carrie. It was
very bad taste, | thought, with her sster sitting opposite to her;

but Carrie was Mrs. Smedley's present hobby, and she aways rode her
hobby to death. No one else heard her, for they were al engaged with
Miss Ruth.

"Such an admirable creature,”" she was saying, when my attention was
attracted to the conversation; "amost lovely person and mind, and

yet s0 truly humble. | confess| love her asthough shewerea
daughter of my own." Fancy being Mrs. Smedley's daughter! Happily,
for their own sakes, she had no children. "Augustusfedsjust the
same; hethinks so highly of her. Would you believeit, Mr. Lucas,

that though sheisadaily governesslike her sgter,” with asharp
glance at poor little miserable me, "that that dear devoted girl

takes house to house viditation in that dreadful Nightingde lane and
Rowley street?' Wasit my fancy, or did Mr. Lucas shrug his shoulders
dubioudly at this? As Mrs. Smedley paused here amoment, as though
she expected an answer, he muttered, "Very praiseworthy, | am sure,”
inadightly bored tone.

"She has a classin the Sunday-school besides, and now she givestwo
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evenings aweek to Mr. Smedley's night school. Sheisapattern to
al theyoung ladies of the place, as| do not fail to tdll them."”

Why Mr. Lucaslooked at me at that moment | do not know, but
something in my face seemed to strike him, for he said, in acurious
sort of tone, that meant agreet ded, if | had only understood it:

"Y ou do not follow in your Sster's footsteps, then, Miss Cameron?'

"No, | do not," | answered abruptly, far too abruptly, | am afraid;
"human beings cannot be like sheep jumping through ahedge--if one
jumps, they dl jump, you know."

"And you do not like that," with alittle laugh, asthough he were
amused.

"No, | must be sureitisasafe gap first, and not ashort cut to
nowhere,” was my inexplicable response. | do not know if Mr. Lucas
understood me, for just then Miss Ruth gave the signd for the ladies
torise. Therest of the evening was rather atedious affair. |

played alittle, but no one seemed specialy impressed, and | could
hear Mrs. Smedley'svoicetaking loudly dl thetime.

Mr. Lucas did not address me again; he and Uncle Geoffrey talked
politics on the rug. The Smedleyswent early, and just aswe were
about to follow their example a strange thing happened; poor Miss
Ruth was taken with one of her bad attacks.

| was very frightened, for she looked to me as though she were
dying; but Uncle Geoffrey was her doctor, and understood al about
it, and Allan quietly stood by and helped him.

Mr. Lucas rang for nurse, who dwayswaited on Miss Ruth aswell as
Flurry, but she had gone to bed with a sick headache. The housemaid
was young and awvkward, and lost her head entirely, so Uncle Geoffrey
sent her away to get her mistress room ready, and heand Allan
carried Miss Ruth up between them; and afew minutes afterward |
heard Allan'swhistle, and ran out into the hall.

"Good-night, Esther," he said, hurriedly; | am just going to the
surgery for some medicine. Uncle Geoffrey thinks you ought to offer
your servicesfor the night, asthat girl isno manner of use; you

had better go up now."

"But, Allan, | do not understand nursing in theleast,” for this
suggestion terrified me, and | wanted the walk home with Allan, and a
cozy chat when every one had gone to bed; but, to my confusion, he
merely looked at me and turned on hished. Allan never wasted words
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on these occasions; if people would not do their duty he washed his
hands of them. | could not bear him to be disappointed in me, or
think me cowardly and sefish, so | went sorrowfully up to Miss
Ruth's room, and found Uncle Geoffrey coming in search of me.

"Oh, there you are, Esther," he sad, in hismost business-like

tone, taking it for granted, as a matter of course, that | was going

to stay. "l want you to help Miss Lucasto get comfortably to bed;
sheisin great pain, and cannot speak to you just yet; but you must

try to assst her aswell asyou can. When the medicine comes, | will
take afinal look at her, and give you your orders.” And then he

nodded to me and went downstairs. There was no help for it; | must do
my little best, and say nothing about it.

Strange to say, | had never been in Miss Ruth'sroom before. | knew
where it was Stuated, and that its windows looked out on the garden,
but I had no ideawhat sort of aplaceit was.

It was not large, but so prettily fitted up, and bore the stamp of
refined tagte, in every minute detall. | dwaysthink aroom shows
the character of its owner; one can judge in an ingtant, by looking
round and noticing the little ornaments and small treasured

jpossessions.

| once questioned Carrie rather curioudy about Mrs. Smedley's room,
and she answered, reluctantly, that it was alarge, bare-looking
gpartment, with an ugly paper, and full of medicine chestsand
work-baskets; nothing very comfortable or tasteful in its arrangements.
| knew it; | could havetold her so without seeing it.

Miss Ruth'swas very different; it was perfectly crowded with pretty
things, and yet not too many of them. And such beautiful pictures
hung on the walls, most of them sacred: but evidently chosen with a
view to cheerfulness. Just opposite the bed was " The Flight into
Egypt;" aportrait of Hurry; and some sunny little landscapes, most
of them English scenes, finished the collection. There were some
velvet lined shelves, filled with old china, and some deer little
Dresden shepherdesses on the mantel piece. A stand of Miss Ruth's
favorite books stood beside her lounge chair, and her inlaid Indian
desk was besideit.

| was glad Miss Ruth liked pretty things; it showed such charming
harmony in her character. Poor Miss Ruth, she was evidently suffering
severely, as shelay on her couch in front of thefire; her hair was
unbound, and fell in thick short lengths over her pillow, reminding
me of Hurry's soft fluff, but not quite o bright agold.

| was sadlly frightened when | found she did not open her eyesor
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speak to me. | am afraid | bungled sadly over my task, though she was
quite patient and let me do what | liked with her. It seemed terribly
long before | had her safely in her bed. When her head touched the
pillows, sheraised her eyeidswith difficulty.

"Thank you," she whispered; "you have doneit so nicdly, dear, and
have not hurt me more than you could help,”" and then she motioned me
to kiss her. Dear patient Miss Ruth!

| had got the room dl straight before Uncle Geoffrey came back, and
then Mr. Lucas was with him. Miss Ruth spoke to them both, and took
hold of her brother's hand as he leaned over her.

"Good-night, Giles, don't worry about me; Esther isgoing to take
care of me." Shetook it for granted, too. "Dr. Cameron's medicine
will soon take away the pain.”

Uncle Geoffrey's orders were very smple; | must watch her and keep
up thefire, and give her another dose if she were to awakein two
hours time; and if the attack came on again, | must wake nurse, in
spite of her headache, as she knew what to do; and then he left me.

"You are very good to do this," Mr. Lucas said, as he shook hands
with me. "Have you been used to nurang?'

| told him, briefly, no; but | was wise enough not to add that |
feared | should never keep awake, in Spite of some very strong coffee
Uncle Geoffrey had ordered me; but | was so young, and with such an

appetite for deep.

| took out my faded flowers when they left me, said my prayers, and
drank my coffee, and then tried to read one of Miss Ruth's books, but
the letters seemed to dance before my eyes. | am afraid | had ashort
doze over Hiawatha, for | had aconfused ideathat | was Minnehaha
laughing-water; and | thought the forest |eaves were rustling round
me, when acoa dropped out of the fire and startled me.

It woke Miss Ruth from her refreshing deep; but the pain had left
her, and she looked quite bright and like herself.

"l am abad deeper, and often lie awake until morning,” she said,

as| shook up her pillows and begged her to lie down again. "No, it
isno good trying again just now, | am so dreadfully wide awake. Poor
Esther! how tired you look, being kept out of your bed in thisway."
And she wanted meto curl mysdlf up on the couch and go to deep, but
| stoutly refused; Uncle Geoffrey had said | was to watch her until
morning. When shefound | wasinexorablein my resolution to keep
awake, she began to talk.
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"l wonder if you know what painis, Esther--rea positive agony?"
and when | assured her that adight headache was the only form of
auffering | had ever known, she gave aheavy sgh.

"How strange, how fortunate, sngular too, it seemsto me. No pan!
that must be aforetaste of heaven;" and she repeated, dreamily, "no
more pain there. Oh, Esther, if you knew how | long sometimes for

heaven."

The words frightened me, somehow; they spoke such volumes of
repressed longing. "Dear Miss Ruth, why?' | asked, dmost timidly.

"Can you ask why, and seeme as| amto-night?' she asked, with
scarcely restrained surprise. "If | could only bear it more patiently
and learn the lesson it is meant to teach me, 'perfect through
auffering,’ the works of His chisd!" And then she softly repested
the words,

"Shedding soft drops of pity
Where the sharp edges of the tool have been.”

"l dwaysloved that danza so; it gave methefirst ideal ever

quite grasped how sorry Heiswhen Heis obliged to hurt us.” And as
| did not know how to answer her, she begged meto fetch the book,
and she would show me the passage for mysdif.

CHAPTER XIlI.

| WASNOT LIKEOTHER GIRLS.

| had no idea Miss Ruth could talk as she did that night. She seemed
to open her heart to me with the smplicity of achild, givingmea
deeper ingght into avery lovely nature. Carrie had hitherto been my
ided, but on thisnight | caught mysdlf wondering once or twice
whether Carriewould ever exercise such patience and uncomplaining
endurance under so many crossed purposes, such broken work.

"I was never quite like other people,” she said to me when | had

closed the book; "you know | was amereinfant in my nursesarms,
when that accident happened.” | nodded, for | had heard the sad

details from Uncle Geoffrey; how an unbroken pair of young horses had
shied across the road just as the nurse who was carrying Miss Ruth
was attempting to crossit; the nurse had been knocked down and
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dreadfully injured, and her little charge had been violently thrown
againgt the curb, and it had been thought by the doctor that one of
the horses must have kicked her. For along time shelay in agtate
of great suffering, and it was soon known that her hedlth had
sugtained permanent injury.

"l was dways a crooked, stunted little thing,” she went on, with a
lovely smile. "My childhood was asad orded; it wasjust battling
with pain, and making believe that | did not mind. | used to try and
bear it as cheerfully as| could, because mother fretted so over me;
but in secret | wasterribly rebellious, often | cried mysdlf to

deep with angry passionate tears, because | was not like other girls.

"Do you careto hear dl this?' interrupting hersdlf to look a my
attentive face. It must have been a sufficient answer, for she went
on talking without waiting for me to spesk.

"Gileswas very good to me, but it was hard on him for hisonly

sgter to be such ausdessinvaid. Hewas active and strong, and |
could not expect to keep him chained to my couch--I was alwayson a
couch then--he had hisfriends and his cricket and football, and |

could not expect to see much of him, | had to let him go with therest.

"Things went on like this--outward submission and inward revolt--much
affection, but little of the grace of patience, until the eve of

my confirmation, when astranger came to preach at the parish church.

| never heard his name before, and | never have heard it Since.

People said he came from adistance; but | shall never forget that
sermon to my dying day, or the Silvery penetrating voice that
ddiveredit.

"It was as though a message from heaven was brought straight to me,
to the poor discontented child who sat so heart weary and desponding
in the corner of the pew. | cannot oven remember the text; it was
something about the suffering of Chrigt, but | knew that it was
addressed to the suffering members of His church, and that he touched
upon al physica and mental pain. And what struck me most was that
he spoke of pain asaprivilege, ahigh privilege and specid

training; something that caled usinto afuller and inner fellowship

with our suffering head.

"He told us the hesthen might dread pain, but not the Christian;
that one redly worthy of the name must be content to be the cross
bearer, to tread redlly and literdly in the steps of the Madter.

"What if He unfolded to usthe mystery of pain? Would He not unfold
the mystery of love too? What generous souls need fear that dread
orded, that was to remove them from the outer to the inner court?

80



Ought they not to rejoice that they were found worthy to share His
reproach? He said much more than this, Esther, but memory is so weak
and betrays one. But he had flung atorch into the darkest recesses

of my soul, and the sudden light seemed to scorch and shrive up dll

the discontent and bitterness; and, oh, the peace that succeeded; it
was as though adrowning mariner |eft off struggling and buffeting

with the waves that were carrying him to the shore, but just lay

dill and let himsdlf befloated in."

"And you were happier,” | fatered, as she suddenly broke off, as
though exhausted.

"Yes, indeed,” she returned softly. "Pain was not any more my enemy,
but the stern life companion He had sent to accompany me--the cross
that | must carry out of loveto Him; oh, how different, how far more
endurable! | took mysdlf in hand by-and-by when | grew older and had
abetter judgment of things. | knew minewasalife gpart, a

separated life; by that | mean that | should never know the joy of
wifehood or motherhood, that | must create my own little world, my
own joysand interests.”

"And you have done s0."

"Yes, | have done so; | am abdiever in happiness; | am quite sure

in my mind that our beneficent Creator meant al His cresturesto be
happy, that whatever He gives them to bear, that He intends them to
abide in the sunshine of His peace, and | determined to be happy. |
surrounded my-sdlf with pretty things, with picturesthat were
pleasant to the eye and recalled bright thoughts. | made my books my
friends, and held sweet satisfying communion with minds of dl ages.

| cultivated music, and found intense enjoyment in the study of

Handd and Beethoven.

"When | got alittle stronger | determined to be aworker too, and
glean alittle sheaf or two after the regpers, if it were only a
dropped ear now and then.

"l took up the SenanaMission. Y ou have no idea how important | have
grown, or what avast correspondence | have kept up--the society
begin to find me quite useful to them--and | have dear unknown
correspondentswhom | love as old friends, and whose faces | shall
only see, perhaps, when we meet in heaven.

"When dear Florence died--that was my sister-in-law, you know--I
cameto livewith Giles, and to look after Hurry. | am quitea

respons ble woman, having charge of the household, and trying to bea
companion to Giles; confess now, Esther, it isnot such ausdess

life after dl?*
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| do not know what | answered her. | have adim recollection that |
burgt into some extravagant eulogium or other, for she colored to her
temples and called me afoolish child, and begged me serioudy never
to say such thingsto her again.

"I do not deserve dl that, Esther, but you are too young to judge
dispassionatdly; you must recollect that | have fewer temptations
than other people. If | were strong and well | might be worldly too.”

"No, never,” | answered indignantly; "you would aways be better

than other people, Miss Ruth--you and Carrie--oh, why are you both so
good?" with adespairing inflection in my voice. "How you must both
look down on me."

"I know some one who is good, too," returned Miss Ruth, stroking my
hair. "I know abrave girl who works hard and wears herself out in
loving service, who is often tired and never complains, who thinks

little of hersdlf, and yet who does much to brighten other lives, and

| think you know her too, Esther?' But | would not let her go on; it

was scant goodness to love her, and Allan, and Dot. How could any one
do otherwise? And what merit could there bein that?

But though | disclaimed her praise, | wasinwardly rejoiced that she
should think such things of me, and should judge me worthy of her
confidence. She was treating me asthough | were her equa and
friend, and, to do her justice the idea of my being a governess never
seemed to enter into hersor Mr. Lucas head.

They dwaystreated me from thistime asayoung friend, who

conferred afavor on them by coming. My salary seemed to passinto my
hand with the freedom of a gift. Perhapsit was that Uncle Geoffrey

was such an old and valued friend, and that Miss Ruth knew that in
point of birth the Camerons were far above the L ucases, for we were
an old family whom misfortune had robbed of our honors.

However thismay be, my privileges were many, and the yoke of
sarvicelay lightly on my shoulders. Poor Carrie, indeed, had to eat

the bitter bread of dependence, and to take many a severe rebuke from
her employer. Mrs. Thorne was essentidly a vulgar-minded woman. She
was affected by the adventitious adjuncts of life; dress, mere

gtation and wealth weighed largely in her view of things. Becausewe
were poor, she denied our claim to equality; because Carrie taught

her children, she snubbed and repressed her, to keep her in her

place, asthough Carrie were a sort of Jack-in-the-box to be jerked
back with every movement.

When Miss Ruth caled on mother, Mrs. Thorne shrugged her shoulders,
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and wondered at the liberdity of some peopl€'s views. When we were
asked to dinner at the Cedars (I suppose Mrs. Smedley told her, for
Carrie never gossiped), Mrs. Thorne's eye browswere upliftedin a
surprised way. Her scorn knew no bounds when she called one
afternoon, and saw Carrie seated at Miss Ruth'slittle tea-table; she
completely ignored her through the vigit, except to ask once after

her children's lessons. Carrie took her snubbing meekly, and seemed
perfectly indifferent. Her quiet lady-like bearing seemed to impress
Miss Ruth most favorably, for when Carrie took her leave she kissed
her, athing she had never done before. | looked across at Mrs.
Thorne, and saw her tea-cup poised half-way to her lips. Shewas
trandfixed with astonishmen.

"l envy you your Sgter, Esther,” said Miss Ruth, busying hersdlf
with the slver kettle. "Sheisadear girl--avery dear girl."

"Humph!" gaculated Mrs. Thorne. She was past words, and soon after
shetook her departure in ahigh state of indignation and dudgeon.

| did not go homethe next day. Allan cameto say good-by to me,
Uncle Geoffrey followed him, and he and Mr. Lucas both decided thet |
could not be spared. Nurse was somewhat ailing, and Uncle Geoffrey
had to prescribe for her too; and as Miss Ruth recovered dowly from
these attacks, she would be very lonely, shut up in her room.

Miss Ruth was overjoyed when | promised to stay with her aslong as
they wanted me. Allan had satisfied my scruples about Jack and Dot.

"They dl think you ought to stay,” he said. "Mother wasthefirgt

to decide that. Martha has promised to attend to Dot in your absence.
She grumbled alittle, and so did he; but that will not matter. Jack
must look after hersdlf,” finished this very decided young man, who
was apt to settle feminine detailsin rather asummary fashion.

If mother said it was my duty to remain, | need not trouble my head
about minor worries; the duty in hand, they dl thought, waswith
Miss Ruth, and with Miss Ruth | would stay.

"It will be such aluxury to have you, Esther,” shesaid, in her old
bright way. "My head is generdly bad after these attacks, and |
cannot read much to myself, and with al my boasted resolution the
hours do seem very long. Hurry must spare you to me after the
morning, and we will have nice quiet timestogether.”

So | took possession of the little room next hers, and put away the
few necessaries that mother had sent me, with alittle picture of
Dat, that he had drawn for me; but | little thought that afternoon
that it would be awhole month before | Ieft it.
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| am afraid that long visit spoiled me alittle; it was so pleasant
resuming some of the old luxuries. Instead of the cold bare room
where Jack and | dept, for, in spite of al our efforts, it did look
barein thewinter, | found abright fire burning in my cozy little
chamber, and casting warm ruddy gleams over the white chinatiles,
the wax candles stood ready for lighting on the toilet table; my
dressing gown was aging in company with my dippers; everything so
snug and essentia to comfort, to the very elder-down quilt that
looked so tempting.

Then inthe morning, just to dress mysdlf and go down to the

pleasant dining-room, with the great |ogs spluttering out abright
welcome, and the breakfast table |loaded with many adainty. No
shivering Dot to coerce into good humor; no feckless Jack to frown
into order; no grim Deborah to coax and help. Wasit very wicked that
| fdt dl thisardief? Then how delicioudy the days passed; the

few lessonswith Flurry, more play than work; the inspiriting ramble
ending generally with apeep at mother and Dot!

The cozy luncheons, at which Hurry and | made our dinners, where
Flurry sat in state at the bottom of the table and carved the
pudding, and gave herself small airs of consequence, and then the
long quiet afternoons with Miss Ruth.

| used to write letters at her dictation, and read to her, not

atogether dry reading, for she dearly loved an amusing book. It was
the"Chronicles of Carlingford" weread, | remember; and how she
praised the whole series, calling them pleasant wholesome pictures of
life. We used to be quite sorry when Rhoda, the rosy-cheeked
housemaid, brought up thelittle brass kettle, and | had to leave off

to make Miss Ruth'stea. Mr. Lucas dways came up when that was over,
to St with hissgter alittleand tell her dl the news of the day,

while I went down to Flurry, whom | always found seated on the
library sofa, with her white frock spreading out like wings, waiting

to gt with father while he ae hisdinner.

| always had supper in Miss Ruth'sroom, and never left her again
till nurse cameinto put her comfortable for the night. Hurry used

to run in on her way to bed to hug us both and tell uswhat father

had said.

"You are father's treasure, his one ewe lamb, are you not?' said

Miss Ruth once, as she drew the child fondly toward her; and when she
had gone, running off with her merry laugh, she spokeadmost witha
sigh of her brother'slove for the child.

"Gilesslovefor her dmost resemblesidolatry. Thechildislike
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him, but she has poor Florence's eyes and her bright happy nature. |
tremble sometimes to think what would become of him if helost her. |
have lived long enough to know that God sometimes takes away ‘the
desire of aman'seyes, dl that he holds most dear.™

"But not often,” | whispered, kissing her troubled brow, for alook

of great sadness came over her face at theidea; but her words
recurred to me by-and-by when | heard a short conversation between
Flurry and her father.

After thefirg fortnight Miss Ruth regained strength allittle, and
though 4till an invalid was enabled to spend some hours downgtairs.
Before| |eft the Cedars she had resumed dl her old habits, and was
ableto preside at her brother's dinner-table.

| joined them on these occasions, both by hersand Mr. Lucas
request, and so became better acquainted with Hurry's father.

One Sunday afternoon | was reading in the drawing-room window, and
trying to finish my book by thefalling wintry light, when Hurry's

voice caught my attention; shewas Sitting on astool at her father's

feet turning over the pages of her large picture Bible. Mr. Lucas had
been dozing, | think, for there had been no conversation. Miss Ruth

had gone updtairs.

"Father," sad thelittle one, suddenly, in her eager voice, "1 do

love that story of Isaac. Abraham was such agood man to offer up his
only son, only God stopped him, you know. | wonder what his mother
would have doneif he had come home, and told her he had killed her
boy. Would she have believed him, do you think? Would she have ever
liked himagan?'

"My little Florence, what a strange ideato comeinto your small

head.” | could tell from Mr. Lucas tone that such an idea had never
occurred to him. What would Sarah have said as she looked upon her
son's destroyer? Would she have acquiesced in that dread obedience,
that sacrificid rite?

"But, father dear,” dill perssted Hurry, "1 can't hep thinking

about it; it would have been so dreadful for poor Sarah. Do you think
you would have been like Abraham, father; would you have taken the
knifeto day your only child?’

"Hush, Horence," cried her father, hoarsely, and he suddenly caught

her to him and kissed her, and bade her run away to her Aunt Ruth

with sometrifling message or other. | could see her childish

question tortured him, by the strained look of hisface, ashe

approached the window. He had not known | was there, but when he saw
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me he said dmogt irritably, only it wastheirritability of
suppressed pain:

"What can put such thoughtsin the child's head? | hope you do not
let her think too much, Miss Cameron?’

"Mogt children have strange fancies,” | returned, quietly. "FHurry

has avivid imagination; she thinks more deeply than you could credit
at her age; she often surprises me by the questions she asks. They
show an amount of reasoning power that isvery remarkable.”

"Let her play more," hereplied, in agtill more annoyed voice. "'l

hate prodigies; | would not have Hurry an infant phenomenon for the
world. She hastoo much brain-power; she istoo excitable; you must
keep her back Miss Cameron.”

"l will dowhat | can,” | returned humbly; and then, as he ill

looked anxiousand ill at ease, | went on, "' do not think you need
trouble about Flurry's precocity; children often say thesethings.

Dot, my little brother--Frankie, | mean--would astonish you with some
of hisremarks. And then there was Jack,” warming up with my subject;
"Jack used to talk about harps and angels in the most heavenly way,

till mother cried and thought she would die young; and look at Jack
now--astrong hedthy girl, without an ounce of imagination.” | could
see Mr. Lucas smile quietly to himsdlf in the dusk, for he knew Jack,
and had made more than one quizzica remark on her; but | think my
observation comforted him alittle, for he said no more, only when
Flurry returned he took her on his knees and told her about a
wonderful performing poodle he had seen, asa sort of pleasant
interlude after her severe Biblical studies.

CHAPTER XIlII.

"WEHAVE MISSED DAME BUSTLE."

One other conversation lingered long in my memory, and it took place
on my last evening at the Cedars. On the next day | was going hometo
mother and Dot, and yet | Sghed! Oh, Esther, for shame!

It wasjust before dinner. Miss Ruth had been summoned away to see
an old servant of the family, and Flurry had run after her. Mr. Lucas
was standing before the fire, warming himself after the manner of
Englishmen, and | sat & Miss Ruth'slittle table working a afleecy
white shawl, that | wasfinishing to surprise mother.
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There was a short silence between us, for though | wasless afraid

of Mr. Lucasthan formerly, | never spoke to him unless he addressed

me; but, looking up from my work amoment, | saw him contemplating me
inaquiet, thoughtful way, but he smiled pleasantly when our eyes met.

"Thisisyour last evening, | think, Miss Cameron?"
"Indeed itis" | returned, with ashort sigh.

"You are sorry to leave us?' he questioned, very kindly; for | think
he had heard the sigh.

"I ought not to be sorry,” | returned, stoutly; "for | am going home."
"Oh! and home means everything with you!"

"It meansagresat ded," knitting furioudy, for | wasangry at

myself for being so sorry to leave; "but Miss Ruth has been so good
to me that she has quite spoiled me. | shall not be half so fit for

al the hard work | have at home.

"That isapity," hereturned, dowly, asthough he were revolving

not my words, but some thoughtsin hisown mind. "Do you know | was
thinking of something when you looked up just now. | waswondering
why you should not remain with us atogether.” | put down my knitting
at that, and looked him full in theface; | was so intensdly

surprised at hiswords. "Y ou and my sister are such friends; it would
be pleasant for her to have you for a constant companion, for | am
often busy and tired, and----" He paused as though he would have
added something, but thought better of it. "And sheis much done. A
young lively girl would rouse her and do her good, and FHurry would
be glad of you."

"I should likeit very much,” | returned, hesitatingly, "if it were

not for mother and Dot." Just for the moment the offer dazzled me and
blinded my common sense. Alwaysto occupy my snug little pink
chamber; to St with Miss Ruth in thiswarm, [uxurious drawing-room,;
to be waited on, petted, spoiled, as Miss Ruth always spoiled people.
No wonder such a prospect dlured agirl of seventeen.

"Oh, they will do without you," he returned, with aman's

indifference to femae argument. He and Allan were dikein the

facility with which they would knock over one's pet theories. "Y ou
arelike other young people, Miss Cameron; you think the world cannot
get on without you. When you are older you will get rid of this

idea," he continued, turning amused eyes on my youthful perplexity.

"It isonly the young who think one cannot do without them,” finished
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thisworldly-wise observer of human nature.

Somehow that stung me and put me on my mettle, and inamoment | had
arrayed the whole of my feeble forces againgt so arbitrary an
arrangement of my destiny.

"I cannot help what other young peoplethink,” | said, inrather a
perverse manner; "they may bewise or foolish asthey like, but | am
sure of onething, that mother and Dot cannot do without me.”

| am afraid my speech was rather rude and abrupt, but Mr. Lucas did
not seem to mind it. Hiseyes il retained their amused twinkle,

but he condescended to argue the point more serioudy with me, and
sat down in Miss Ruth'slow chair, asthough to bring himsalf moreon
aleve with me.

"Let me give you apiece of advice, Miss Cameron; never betoo sure
of anything. Granted that your mother will missyou very badly a

firgt (I can grant you that, if you like), but thereisyour Sster

to console her; and that irresistible Jack--how can your mother, a
sengblewoman in her way, et agirl go through lifewith such a
name?"

"Shewill not answer to any other," | returned, half offended at
this piece of plain speaking; but it wastrue we had tried
Jacqueline, and Lina, and Jack had aways remained obstinately desf.

"Wdl, well, shewill get wiser some day, when she growsinto a
woman; she will take more kindly to asensible name then; but as|
was saying, your mother may missyou, but al the same she may be
thankful to have you so well established and in so comfortable a
position. Y ou will be amember of the family, and be treated as well
asmy sster herself; and the additiona salary may be welcome just
now, when there are school-hillsto pay."

It seemed clear common sense, put in that way, but not for one

ingtant would | entertain such aproposition serioudy. The more
tempting it looked, the more | distrusted it. Mr. Lucas might be
worldly-wise, but here | knew better than he. Would afew pounds more
reconcile mother to my vacant place, or cheer Dot's blank face when

he knew Esther had deserted him?

"You arevery good,” | said, trying to keep mysdf well in hand, and
to speak quietly--but now my cheeks burned with the effort; "and |
thank you very much for your kind thought, but----"

"Givemeno buts™" heinterrupted, smiling; "and don't thank me for
apiece of sdlfishness, for | wasthinking most of my sster and
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Hurry."

"But al the same | must thank you,” | returned, firmly; "and |
would like you to believe how happy | should have beenif | could
have donethis conscientioudy."

"Itisredly soimpossble?" il increduloudly.

"Redly and truly, Mr. Lucas. | am worth little to other people, |
know, but in their estimation | am worth much. Dot would fret badly;
and though mother would make the best of it--she always does--she
would never get over the missing, for Carrieis dways busy, and Jack
is so young, and----"

"Thereisthe dinner bll, and Ruth gtill chattering with old nurse.
That isthe climax of our argument. | dare say no more, you are so
terribly in earnest, Miss Cameron, and so evidently believe dl you
say; but dl the same, mothers part with their daughters sometimes,
very gladly, too, under other circumstances; but there, we will let
the subject drop for the present.” And then helooked again at me
with kindly amused eyes, refusing to take umbrage a my obstinacy;
and then, to my rdief, Miss Ruth interrupted us.

| felt rather extinguished for the rest of the evening. | did not

daretdl MissRuth, for fear she would upbraid mefor my refusd. |
knew she would side with her brother, and would think | could eesily
be spared from home. And if Carrie would only give up her parish
work, and fit into the niche of the daughter of the house, she could
eadly fulfill dl my duties. If--agreet big "if" it was-an "if"

that would spoil Carri€'slife, and destroy dl those sweet solemn
hopes of hers. No, no; | must not entertain such athought for a
moment.

Mr. Lucas had spoiled my last evening for me, and | think he knew
it, for he cameto my side as| was putting away my work, and spoke a
few contrite words.

"Don't let our talk worry you," he said, in so low avoice that Miss
Ruth could not hear hiswords. "1 am sure you were quite right to
decide as you did--judging from your point of view, | mean, for of
course | hold adifferent opinion. If you ever seefit to change your
decison, you must promiseto come and tell me." And of coursel
promised unhesitatingly.

Miss Ruth followed me to my room, and stood by the fire afew minutes.

"Y ou look graveto-night, Esther, and | flatter myself that it is
because you are sorry that your visit has cometo an end.”
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"Andyou areright,” | returned, throwing my armsround her light

little figure. Oh, how dearly | had grown to love her! "I would like

to be dwayswith you, Miss Ruth; to wait upon you and be your
servant. Nothing would be beneath me--nothing. Y ou are fond of mea
little, are you not?" for somehow | craved for some expression of
affection on thislast night. Miss Ruth was very affectionate, but a

little undemondtrative sometimesin manner.

"I am very fond of you, Esther,” shereplied, turning her sweet eyes
tome, "and | shal missmy kind, attentive nurse morethan | can
say. Poor Nurse Gill is getting quite jealous of you. She says Hurry
isawayswild to get to her playfdlow, and will not stay with her

if she can helpit, and that now | can easly dispense with her
sarvicesfor mysdf. | had to smooth her down, Esther; the poor old
creature quite cried about it, but | managed to console her at last."”

"l wasdways afraid that Mrs. Gill did not likeme," | returned, in
apained voice, for somehow | dways didiked hurting people's

fedings

"Oh, shelikes you very much; you must not think that. She says Miss
Cameronisavery superior young lady, high in manner, and quite the
gentlewoman. | think nurse's expression was 'quite the lady, Miss
Ruth."

"I have never been high in manner to her,” | laughed. "We havea
fine gossip sometimes over the nursery fire. | like Mrs. Gill, and
would not injure her fedingsfor theworld. Sheisso kind to Dot,
too, when he comesto play with Hurry."

"Poor little man, he will be glad to get his dear Esther back,” she
returned, in asympathizing voice; and then she bade me good-night,
and begged meto hasten to bed, as St. Barnabas had just chimed e even.

| woke the next morning with aweight upon me, asthough | were
expecting some ordedl; and though | scolded mysdlf vigoroudy for my
mora cowardice, and caled mysef asdfish, lazy girl, | could not
shake off thefeding.

Never had Miss Ruth seemed so dear to me as she had that day. Asthe
hour approached for my departure | felt quite unhappy at the thought
of even leaving her for those few hours.

"We shdl seeyou inthemorning,” she said, quite cheerfully, as|

knelt on the rug, drawing on my warm gloves. | fancied she noticed my
foolish, unaccountable depression, and would not add to it by any
expression of regret.

90



"Oh, yes," | returned, with asort of Sgh, as| glanced round the
room where | had passed the evenings so pleasantly of late, and
thought of the mending basket at home. | was naughty, | confessit;
there were absolutely tearsin my eyes, as| ran out into the cold
dusk of aFebruary evening.

The streets were wet and gleaming, the shop lights glimmered on
pools of rain-water; icy drops pattered down on my face; the brewers
horses steamed as they passed with the empty dray; the few foot
passengersin High street shuffled along as hadtily asthey could;

even Polly Peattison's rosy face looked puckered up with cold asshe
put up the shutters of the Dairy.

Uncle Geoffrey's voice hailed me on the doorstep.

"Hereyou are, little woman. Welcome home! We have missed Dame
Bustle dreadfully;" and as he kissed me heartily | could not help
stroking his rough, wet coat deevein asort of penitent way.

"Have you redly missed me? It isgood of you to say so, Uncle Geoff."

"The house has not felt the same," he returned, pushing mein before
him, and bidding me shake my cloak as| took it off in the passage.

And then the door opened, and dear mother came out to help me. Asl
felt her gentle touch, and heard Dot'sfeeble "Hurrah! hereis

Esther!" the uncomfortable, discontented fedings vanished, and my
better sdlf regained the mastery. Y es, it was homely and shabby; but
oh! so sunny and warm! | forgot Miss Ruth when Dot's beautiful little
faceraised itsdf from the cushions of the sofa, on which | had

placed him, and he put hisarms round me as| knelt down beside him,
and whispered that his back was bad, and hislegsfelt funny, and he
was so glad | was home again, for Marthawas cross, and had hard
scrubby hands, and hurt him often, though she did not mean it. This
and much more did Dot whisper in his childish confidence.

Then Jack cameflying in, with Smudge, asusud, in her arms, and a
most tumultuous welcome followed. And then came Carrie, with her soft
kissand few quiet words. | thought she looked paler and thinner than
when | left home, but prettier than ever; and she, too, seemed

pleased to see me. | took off my things as quickly as| could--not
stopping to look round the somewhat disorderly room, where Jack had
worked her sweet will for the last month--and joined the family at

the tea-table. And afterward | sat close to mother, and talked to her

as| mended one of Dot's shirts.

Now and then my thoughts strayed to afar different scene--to aroom
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lighted up with wax candlesin silver sconces, and the white china
lamp that ways stood on Miss Ruth'slittletable.

| could seein my mind'seyethetrim littlefigurein black sk

and lace ruffles, the diamonds gleaming on the smal white hands.
FHurry would be on the rug in her white frock, playing with the
Persan kittens, most likely her father would be watching her from
hisarmchair.

| am afraid | answered mother absently, for, looking up, | caught
her wistful glance at me. Carriewas at her night school, and Uncle
Geoffrey had been called out. Jack was|earning her lessonsin the
front parlor, and only Dot kept us company.

"You mugt find it very different from the Cedars," shesad,
regretfully; "dl that luxury must have spoiled you for home, Esther.
Don't think | am complaining, my love, if | say you seem alittle
adull to-night."

"Oh, mother!" flushing up to my templeswith shame and irritation at
her words; and then another ook at the worn face under the widow's
cap restrained my momentary impatience. Dot, who was watching us,
gruck inin hischildish way.

"Do you like the Cedars best, Esse? Would you rather be with Flurry
than me?"'

My own darling! The bare ideawas heresy, and acted on melikea
mora _douche .

"Oh! mother and Dot," | said, "how can you both talk so? 1 am not
spoiled--I refuse to be spoiled. | lovethe Cedars, but | love my own
dear little home best.” And at thismoment | believed my own words.
"Dot, how can you be so faithless--how could | love Furry best? And
what would Allan say?Y ou are our own little boy, you know; he said
30, and you belong to us both." And Dot's childish jedl ousy vanished.
Asfor dear mother, she smiled at mein aswedt, satisfied way.

"That islike our own old Esther. Y ou were so quiet al tea-time, my
dear, that | fancied something was amiss. It is so nice having you
working beside me again," shewent on, with alittle gentle artifice.
"I have missed your bright talk so much in the evenings.”

"Has Carrie been out much?' | asked; but | knew what the answer
would be.

"Generdly three eveningsin the week," returned mother, with a
sigh, "and her home evenings have been so engrossed of late. Mrs.

92



Smedley gives her al sorts of things to do--mending and covering
books; | hardly knew what."

"Carrie never sngsto usnow," put in Dot.

"Sheistoo tired, that iswhat she dways says; but | cannot help
thinking alittle music would be ahedthy relaxation for her; but
shewill haveit that with her it iswaste of time," said mother.

Waste of time to sing to mother! | broke my thread in two with
indignation at the thought. Yes, | was wanted a home, | could see
that; Deborah told me so in her taciturn way, when | went to the
kitchen to speak to her and Martha.

| had sad work with my room before | dept that night, when Jack was
fast adeep; and | wastired out when | crept shivering into my cold
bed. | hardly seemed to have dept an hour before | saw Marthas
unlovely face bending over me with the flaming candle, so different
from MissRuth'strim maid.

"Timeto get up, Miss Esther, if you are going to dress Magter Dot
before breskfast. It ismortal cold, to be sure, and raw as raw; but
| have brought you a cup of hot tea, as you seemed a bit down last
night.”

The good creature! 1 could have hugged her inmy girlish gratitude.
Theteawas addlicioustreat, and put new heart into me. | was quite
fresh and rested when | went into Dot's little room. He opened his
eyeswidely when he saw me.

"Oh, Egther! isit redly you, and not that ugly old Martha?* he
cried out, joyfully. "I do hate her, to be sure. | will be agood

boy, and you shall not have any trouble.” And thereupon hefell to
embracing me as though he would never leave off.

CHAPTER XIV.

PLAYING IN TOM TIDLER'S GROUND.

We had had an ol d-fashioned winter--weeks of frost to delight the
hearts of the young skaters of Milnthorpe; clear, cold bracing days,
that made the young blood in our veinstingle with the sense of new
life and buoyancy; long, dark winter evenings, when we sat round the
clear, red fire, and the footsteps of the few passengers under our
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window rang with asort of metalic sound on the frozen pavements.

What arush of cold air when the door opened, what snow-powdered
garments we used to bring into Deborah's spotless kitchen! Dot used

to shiver away from my kisses, and put up alittle mittened hand to

ward me off. "Y ou are like a snow-woman, Essie," hewould say. "Y our
faceisashard and cold and red as one of the haws Flurry brought me.”

"Shelooks asblooming asarosein June," Uncle Geoffrey answered
once, when he heard Dot's unflattering comparison. "Be off, lasse,
and take off those wet boots;" but as | closed the door he added to
mother, "Esther isimproving, | think; sheislessangular, and with
that clear fresh color she looks quite bonnie.”

"Quite bonnie." Oh, Uncle Geoffrey, you little knew how that speech
pleased me.

Winter lasted long that year, and then came March, rough and
boisterous and dull asusud, with its crud east wind and the dust,
"apeck of which wasworth aking'sransom," asfather used to say.

Then came April, variable and bright, with coy smilesforever
disolving in tears; and then May in full blossom and beauty giving
promise of summer days.

We used to go out in the lanes, Flurry and |, to gather the spring
flowersthat Miss Ruth so dearly loved. We made a primrose basket
once for her room, and many acowdip bal for Dot, and then there
were dainty little bunches of violetsfor mother and Carrie, only
Carrietook hersto adying girl in Nightingale lane.

The roads round Milnthorpe were so full of lovely things hidden away
among the mosses, that | proposed to Furry that we should collect
basketsful for Carries sick people. Miss Ruth was delighted with the
idea, and asked Jack and Dot to join us, and we al drove downto a
large wood some miles from the town, and spent the whole of the
spring afternoon playing in anew Tom Tidler'sground, picking up
gold and silver. The gold lay scattered broadcast on theland, in
yellow patches round the trunks of trees, or beyond in the gleaming
meadows, and we worked until the primroseslay hegped up in the
basketsin wild confusion, and until our eyes ached with the yellow
gleam. | could hear Dot singing softly to himsdlf as he picked
industriously. When he and Flurry got tired they seated themselves
likeapair of happy little birds on thelow bough of atree. | could
hear them twittering softly to each other, asthey svung, with their
armsinterlaced, backward and forward in the sunlight; now and then |
caught fragments of their talk.
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"We shdl have plenty of flowersto pick in heaven," Dot was saying
as| worked near them.

"Oh, lots," returned Furry, in an eager voice, "red and white

roses, and lilies of the valey, miles of them--millionsand

millions, for dl thelittle children, you know. What alot of

children there will be, Dot, and how nice to do nothing but play with
them, adways and forever.”

"We must sng hymns, you know," returned Dot, with adight

hesitation in hisvoice. Being awell brought up little boy, he was
somewhat scanddized by Flurry's views;, they sounded somewhat earthly
and imperfect.

"Oh, we can sing asweplay," observed FHurry, irreverently; she was
not at dl in aheavenly mood this afternoon. "We can hang up our
harps, asthey do in the Psalms, you know, and just gather flowersas
long aswelike"

"It isniceto think one's back won't ache so much over it, there,"
replied poor Dot, who was quite weak and limp from his exertions.
"One of the best things about heaven is, though it al seemsnice
enough, that we shan't betired. Think of that, Furry--never to be
tired!"

"I am never tired, though | am deepy sometimes,” responded FHurry,
with refreshing candor, ™Y ou forget the nicest part, you silly boy,
that it will never be dark. How | do hate the dark, to be sure.”

Dot opened hiseyeswiddy at this. "Do you?' hereturned, in an
astonished voice; "that isbecause you are agirl, | suppose. | never
thought much about it. | think it is nice and cozy when oneistucked
upinbed. | dwaysimaginetheday isastired as| am, and that she
has been put to bed too, in anice, warm, dark blanket."

"Oh, you funny Daot," crowed FHurry. But shewould not talk any more
about heaven; shewasin wild spirits, and when she had swung enough
she commenced peting Dot with primroses. Dot boreit stoutly for
awhile, until he could resist no longer, and there was aflowery

battle going on under the trees.

It was quite late in the day when thetired children arrived home.

Carriefairly hugged Dot when the overflowing baskets were placed at
her feet.

"These arefor dl the sck women and little children,”" answered
Dot, solemnly; "we worked so hard, Flurry and I."
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"You areadarling,” returned Carrie, dimpling with pleasure.

| believe this was the sweetest gift we could have made her. Nothing

for hersaf would have pleased her haf so much. She made Jack and me
promiseto help her carry them the next day, and we agreed, nothing
loth. We had quite afedtive afternoon in Nightingale lane.

| had never been with Carrie before in her rounds, and | was
wonderfully struck with her manner to the poor folk; there was so
much tact, such ddlicate sympathy in al shesaid and did. | could
see surly faces soften and rough voices grow silent as she addressed
them in her smple way. Knots of boys and men dispersed to let her

pass.

"Bless her sweet facel" | heard one old road-sweeper say; and al
the children seemed to crowd round her involuntarily, and yet, with
the exception of Dot, she had never seemed to care for children.

| watched her as she moved about the squalid rooms, arranging the
primroses in broken bowls, and even teacups, with a sort of

ministering grace | had never noticed in her before. Mother had

aways praised her nursing. She said her touch was so soft and firm,

and her movement so noisaless, and she had once advised meto imitate
her inthis, and as| saw the weary eyes brighten and the languid

head raiseitsdf on the pillow at her gpproach, | could not but own

that Carrie wasin her natural sphere.

Aswe returned home with our empty baskets, shetold usagreat ded
about her didtrict, and seemed grateful to usfor sharing her

pleasure. Indeed, | never enjoyed atalk with Carrie more; | never so
thoroughly entered into the interest of her work.

One June afternoon, when | returned home alittle earlier than
usual, for Flurry had been called down to go out with her father, |
found Miss Ruth stting with mother.

| had evidently disturbed amost engrossing conversation, for mother
looked flushed and alittle excited, as she aways did when anything
happened out of the common, and Miss Ruth had the amused expression |
knew so wdll.

"You are earlier than usud, my dear,” said mother, with an odd
little twitch of thelip, asthough something pleased her. But here
Dot, who never could keep a secret for five minutes, burst out in his
ghrill voice

"Oh, Esse, what do you think?Y ou will never believeit--you and |
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and Flurry are going to Roseberry for six whole weeks."

"Y ou have forgotten me, you ungrateful child,” returned MissRuthin
afunny tone; "1 am nobody, | suppose, so long as you get your dear
Esther and FHurry.”

Dot wasingdinctively alittle gentleman. Hefdt he had made a
mistake; so0 he hobbled up to Miss Ruth, and laid his hand on hers:
"We couldn't do without you--could we, Esse?" he said in a coaxing
voice. "Esther does not like ordering dinners; she often says so, and
shelooks ready to cry when Deb brings her the bills. It will be ever
so much nicer to have Miss Ruth, won't it, Esther?' But | wastoo
bewildered to answer him.

"Oh, mother, isit redly true? Can you redly spare us, and for six
whole weeks? Oh, it istoo ddightful! But Carrie, does she not want
the change morethan 17"

| don't know why mother and Miss Ruth exchanged glances at this; but
mother said rather sadly:

"Miss Lucas has been good enough to ask your sister, Esther; she
thought you might perhaps take turns, but | am sorry to say Carrie
will not hear of it. She saysit will spoil your vigit, and that she
cannot be spared.”

"Our parochid dave-driver isgoing out of town,” put in Miss Ruth
dryly. She could be alittle sarcastic sometimes when Mrs. Smedley's
namewas implied. In her inmost heart she had no more lovethan | for
the bustling lady.

"Sheisgoing to stay with her niece at Newport, and so her poor
little subaltern, Carrie, cannot be absent from her post. Oneday |
mean to give a piece of my mind to that good lady,” finished Miss
Ruth, with amdicious sparkle in her eyes.

"Oh, it'sno usetaking," sghed mother, and there was quite a
hopelessinflection in her voice. "Carrieisalittle wesk, in spite

of her goodness. Sheislike her mother in that--the strongest mind
governs her. | have no chance against Mrs. Smedley.”

"ltisashame" | burst out; but Miss Ruth rose from her chair,
dill amiling.

"Y ou must restrain your indignation till I have gone, Esther,” she

said, in mock reproof. Y our mother and | have done al we could, and
have coaxed and scolded for the last half-hour. The Smedley influence
istoo strong for us. Never mind, | have captured you and Daot;
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remember, you must be ready for us on Monday week;" and with that she
took her departure.

Mother followed me up to my room, on pretense of looking over Jack's
things, but in redlity she wanted a chat with me.

The dear soul was quite overjoyed at the prospect of my holiday; she
mingled lamentations over Carri€'s obstinacy with expressions of
pleasure at the treat in store for Dot and me.

"And you will not belondy without us, mother?"

"My dear, how could | be so sdlfish! Think of the benefit the sea
ar will beto Dot! And then, | can trust him so entirely to you."
And thereupon she began an anxious inquiry asto the state of my
wardrobe, which lasted until the bell rang.

But, in spite of the delicious anticipationstheat filled me, | was
not wholly satisfied, and when mother had said good-night to usl
detained Carrie.

She came back alittle reluctantly, and asked me what | wanted with
her. She looked tired, amost worn out, and the blue veinswere far
too perceptible on the smooth, white forehead. | noticed for the

firgt time a hollowness about the temples; the marked restlessness of
an over-conscientious mind was wearing out the body; the delicacy of
her look filled mewith apprehension.

"Oh, Carriel" | said, vehemently, "you are not well; thishot
wesgther istrying you. Do listen to me, darling. | don't want to vex
you, but you must promise me to come to Roseberry.”

To my surprise she drew back with amost a frightened look on her
face; well, not that exactly, but asort of scared, bewildered
expression.

"Dont, Esther. Why will none of you give me any peace? Isit not
enough that mother and Miss Lucas have been talking to me, and now
you must begin! Do you know how much it costs meto stand firm
againg you dl?Y ou distress me, you wear me out with your talk."

"Why cannot we convince you?' | returned, with asort of despair.
"Y ou are mother's daughter, not Mrs. Smedley's. you owe no right of
obedience to that woman."

"How you dl hate her!" she 9ghed. "I must look for no sympathy
from any of you--your one thought isto thwart mein every way."
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"Carriel" | dmost gasped, for she looked and spoke so unlike herself.

"l don't mean to be unkind,” she replied in asoftening tone; "I
supposeyou al mean it for the best. Oncefor al, Esther, | cannot
come to Roseberry. | have promised Mrs. Smedley to look after things
in her absence, and nothing would induce meto forfeit my trust.”

"Y ou could write to her and say you were not well," | began; but she
checked me dmost angrily.

"l anwdl, | am quitewell; if | long for rest, if the prospect of

alittle change would be delightful, | suppose| could resist even

these temptations. | am not worse than many other girls; | have work
to do, and must do it. No fears of possible breakdowns shdl frighten
me from my duty. Go and enjoy your holiday, and do not worry about
me, Esther.” And then she kissed me, and took up her candle.

| was sadly crestfdlen, but no arguments could avail, | thought;

and 0| let her go from me. And yet if | had known the cause of her
sudden irritability, | should not so soon have given up dl hope. |

little knew how sorely she was tempted; how necessary some brief rest
and change of scenewasto her overwrought nerves. If | had only been
patient and pleaded with her, | think | must have persuaded her; but,
aas | never knew how nearly she had yielded.

Therewas no deep for Dot that night. | found him in afever of
excitement, thumping his hot pillows and flinging himsdf about in
van effortsto get cooal. It was no good scolding him; he had these
deeplessfits sometimes; 0 | bathed hisface and hands, and sat
down beside him, and laid my head againgt the pillow, hoping that he
would quiet down by-and-by. But nothing would prevent histalking.

"l wish | were out with the flowersin the garden,” he said; "I

think it isstupid being tucked up in bed in the summer. Allanis not
in bed, ishe? He says heis often called up, and hasto crossthe
quadrangleto go to agreat bare room where they bind up broken
heads. Should you like to be adoctor, Esse?!

"If | wereaman,” | returned, confidently, "I should be either a
clergyman or adoctor; they are the grandest and noblest of
professions. Oneisacure of bodies, and the other isa cure of
souls”

"Oh, but they hurt people,” observed Dat, shrinking alittle; "they
have horrid instruments they carry about with them.”

"They only hurt peoplefor their own good, you sily little boy.
Think of dl the dark sick roomsthey visit, and the poor, helpless
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people they comfort. They spend their lives doing good, hedling
dreadful diseases, and relieving pain.”

"l think Allan'slifewill be more useful than Fred's,” observed

Dot. Poor little boy! Constant intercourse with grown-up people was
making him precocious. He used to say such sharp, shrewd things
sometimes.

| sghed alittle when he spoke of Fred. | could imagine him
loitering through lifein his velveteen coat, doing little spurts of
work, but never settling down into thorough hard work.

Allan's descriptions of hislife were not very encouraging. Hislast
letter to me spoke alittle dubioudy about Fred's prospects.

"Heisjust adrawing-master, and nothing ese," wrote Allan. "Uncle
Geoffrey's recommendations have obtained admittance for himinto one
or two good houses, and | hear he has hopes of Miss Hemming's school
in Bayswater. Not avery enlivening prospect for our elegant Fred!
Fancy that very superior young man sinking into a drawing-master! So
much for the hanging committee and the picture that isto represent

the Cameron genius.

"I went down to Acaciaroad on Thursday evening, and dimly perceived
Fred across an opaque cloud of tobacco smoke. He and some kindred
spiritsweretaking art jargon in thisthick atmosphere.

"Fred looked a Bohemian of Bohemiansin his gaudy dressng-gown and
velvet smoking-cap. His hair islonger than ever, and he has become
aesthetic in histastes. There was broken china enough to stock a

amall shop. | am afraid | am rather too much aPhilistine for their
notions. | got some good downright stares and shrugs over my tough
John Bull tendencies.

"Tel mother Fred isdl right, and keeping out of debt, and so one
must not mind afew harmless vagaries”

"Broken china, indeed!" muttered Uncle Geoff when | had finished
reading this clause. "Broken fiddlesticksl Why, the lad must be weak
in his head to spend his money on such rubbish.” Uncle Geoffrey was
never very civil to Fred.

Dot did not say any more, and | began along story, to keep his

tongue quiet. Asit was purposely uninteresting, and toldina
monotonous voice, it soon had the effect of making him drowsy. When |
reached this point, | stole softly from the room. It was bright

moonlight when | lay down in bed, and dl night long | dreamed of a
rippling sea and broad sands, over which Dot and | were walking, hand
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in hand.

CHAPTER XV.

LIFE AT THE BRAMBLES.

It was alovely evening when we arrived at Roseberry.

"Welead regular hermit lives at the Brambles, away from the haunts

of men," observed Miss Ruth; but | was too much occupied to answver
her. Dot and | were pegping through the windows of the little omnibus
that was conveying us and our luggage to the cottage. Miss Ruth had a
pretty little pony carriage for country use; but she would not have

it sent to the station to meet us--the omnibus would hold us dl, she
said. Nurse could go outside; the other two servants who made up the
modest establishment at the Brambles had arrived the previous day.

Roseberry was a straggling little place, without much pretenson to
gentility. A row of white lodging-houses, with green verandas, looked
over the little parade; there was arailed-in green enclosure before
the houses, where afew children played.

Half a dozen bathing-machines were drawn up on the beach; beyond was
the Preventive station, and the little white cottages where the
Preventive men lived, with nedt little gardensin front.

The town was rather like Milnthorpe, for it boasted only onelong
street. A few modest shops, the Blue Boar Inn, and a bow-windowed
house, with "Library" painted on it in large characters, were mixed

up with pleasant-looking dwelling houses. Thelittle gray church was
down acountry road, and did not ook as though it belonged to the
town, but the schoolswere in High street. Beyond Roseberry were the
great ralling downs.

We had | eft the tiny parade and the lodging houses behind us, and
our little omnibus seemed jolting over the beach--I believe they
caled it aroad but it was rough and stony, and seemed to lead to
the shore. It was quite a surprise when we drove sharply round alow
rocky point, and came upon alow gray cottage, with alittle garden
running down to the beach.

Truly ahermit's abode, the Brambles; not another housein sght;
low, white chaky dliffs, with the green downs above them, and, far
aswe could see, a steep beach, with long fringes of yellow sands,
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with the grey seabreaking softly in the distance, for it waslow
tide, and the sun had set.

"Isthistoo londy for you, Esther?' asked Miss Ruth, aswe waked
up the pebbly path to the porch. It was a deep stone porch, with
seets on either Sde, and its depth gave darknessto thellittle

square hdl, with its stone fireplace and oak settles.

"What adelicious place!" was my answer, as| followed her from one
room into another. The cottage was a perfect nest of cozy little
rooms, al very tiny, and leading into each other.

There was a snug dining-room that led into Mr. Lucas study, and
beyond that two little drawing-rooms, very smdl, and smply though
prettily furnished. They were perfect summer rooms, with their Indian
matting and mudin curtains, with wicker chairsand lounges, and
bracketswith Miss Ruth's favorite china

Updtairsthe arrangements were just as smple; not a carpet wasto

be seen, only dark polishes floors and strips of Indian matting, cool
chintz coverings, and furniture of the smplest maple and pine wood
--acharming summer retredt, fitted up with unostentatious taste. There
was atiny garden a the back, shut in by alow chak cliff, arough
zigzag path that goats might have climbed led to the downs, and there
was a breach where we could enjoy the sweet air and wide prospect.

It was quite a cottage garden. All the old-fashioned flowers bloomed
there; little pink cabbage roses, Turks-caps, lilies, lupins, and
monkshood and columbines. Everlasting peas and scarlet-runnersran
aong thewadl, and wide-lipped convolvuli, scarlet weeds of poppies
flaunted beside the delicate white harebells, sweet-william and
gillyflowers, and humble southernwood, and homely pinks and fragrant
clove carnations, and pansies of every shadein purple and golden
patches.

"Oh, Esse, it reminds me of our cottage; why, there arethelilies

and the beehives, and thereis the porch where you said you should

gt on summer evenings and mend Allan's socks." And Dot leaned on his
crutches and looked round with bright wide-open eyes.

Our little dream cottage; well, it was not unlikeit, only the sea

and the downs and the low chalk cliffswere added. How Dot and | grew

to love that garden! There was an old medlar tree, very gnarled and
crooked, under which Miss Ruth used to place her little tea-table;

the wicker chairs were brought out and there we often used to spend

our afternoons, with little blue butterflies hovering round us, and

the bees humming among the sweet thyme and marjoram, and sometimesan
adventurous sheep looking down on us from the cliff.
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Weled aperfect gypsy life a the Brambles; no one called on us,

the vicar of Roseberry was away, and a stranger had taken his duty;
no interloper from the outer world broke the peaceful monotony of our
days, and the sea kept up its plaintive music night and day, and the
larks sang to us, and the busy humming of insect life made an
undertone of melody, and in early morningsthe little garden seemed
steeped in dew and fragrance. We used to rise early, and after
breakfast FHurry and | bathed. There was alittle bathing-room beyond
the cottage with a sort of wooden bridge running over the beach, and
there Hurry and | would disport ourselveslike mermaids.

After abrisk run on the sands or over the downs, wejoined Miss

Ruth on the beach, where we worked and talked, or hel ped the children
build sand-castles, and deck them with stone and sea-weeds. What
treasures we collected for Carrie€'s Sunday scholars, what stores of
bright-colored seaweed--or seaflowers, as Dot persisted in calling
them--and hegps of faintly-tinged shelld

Hurry's doll family had accompanied usto the Brambles. "The poor
dear things wanted change of air!" Flurry had decided; and in spite
of my dissuasion, dl thefair waxen creatures and their
heterogeneous wardrobe had been consigned to avast trunk.

Furry'slarge family had given her infinite trouble when we settled
for our mornings on the beach. She traveled up and down the long
stony hillocksto the cottage until her little legs ached, to fetch

the twelve dolls. When they were al deposited in their white
sun-bonnets under abig umbrella, to save their complexions, which,
notwithstanding, suffered severdly, then, and then only, would Hurry
join Dot on the narrow sands.

Sometimes the tide rose, or a sudden shower came on, and then great
was the confusion. Once areceding wave carried out Corporal Trim,
the most unlucky of dalls, to sea. Flurry wrung her hands and wept so
bitterly over this disaster that Miss Ruth was quite frightened, and
Flossy jumped up and licked hislittle mistress face and the faces

of the dollsby turns.

"Oh, the dear thing is drownded," sobbed Flurry, as Corpora Trim
floundered hopelesdly in the surge. Dot's soft heart was so moved by
her distress that he hobbled into the water, crutches and all, to my
infiniteterror.

"Dont cry. Flurry; I've got him by the hair of hishead," shouted
Dat, vdiantly shouldering the dripping doll. Flurry ran down the
beach with the tears still on her cheeks, and took the wretched
corpord and hugged him to her bosom.
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"Oh, my poor drownded Trim," cried Furry tenderly, and astrange
procession formed to the cottage. Flurry with the poor victim in her
arms and Fossy jumping and barking delightedly round her, and
snatching at the wet rags; Dot, aso, wet and miserable, toiling up
the beach on his crutches; Miss Ruth and | following with the eeven
dolls.

The poor corporal spent the rest of the day watching his own clothes
drying by the kitchen fire, where Dot kept him company; Flurry
trotted in and out, and petted them both. | am afraid Dot, being a
boy, often found the dolls a nuisance, and could have dispensed with
their company. Therewas agrand quarrel once when heflatly refused
to carry one. "'l can't make believeto beagirl,” said Dot, curling
hislip with infinite contempt.

"We used to spend our afternoons in the garden. It was cooler than
the beach, and the shade of the old medlar was refreshing. We
sometimes read doud to the children, but oftener they were working
inthelr little gardens, or playing with some tame rabbits that

belonged to Flurry. Dot dways hobbled after Flurry wherever she
went; hewas her devoted dave. FHurry sometimestreated him like one
of her dalls, or put on little motherly ars, inimitation of Miss

Ruth.

"You aretired, my dear boy; pray lean on me," we heard her once
say, propping him with her childish arm. "Sit down in the shade, you
must not heat yoursdlf;" but Dot rather resented her care of him,
after the fashion of boys, but on the whole they suited each other

perfectly.

In the evenings we dways walked over the downs or drove with Miss
Ruth in her pony carriage through the leafy lanes, or beside the
ydlow cornfields. The children used to gather large nosegay's of
poppies and cornflowers, and little pinky convolvuli. Sometimeswe
vidgted afarmhouse where some people lived whom Miss Ruth knew.

Once we stopped and had supper there, ahomely medl of milk, and
brown bread, and cream cheese, with a golden honeycomb to follow,
which we aein the farmyard kitchen. What an exquisite time we had
there, sitting in the low window seet, looking over abright clover
field. A brood of little yellow chickens ran over the red-brick

floor, ablack retriever and her puppieslay before the fire--fat

black puppieswith blunt noses and foolish faces, turning over on
their backs, and blundering under every oné's feet.

Dot and Flurry went out to see the cows milked, and came back with
long stories of the deer little white, curly-tailed pigs. Hurry
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wrote to her father the next day, and begged that he would buy her
onefor apet. Both she and Dot were indignant when he told them the
little pig they admired so much would become agreat ugly sow like
itsmother.

Mrs. Blake, the farmer's wife, took agreat fancy to Dot, and begged
him to come again, which both the children promised her most
earnestly to do. They both carried off spoils of bright red applesto
eat ontheway.

It was dmost dark when we drove home through the narrow lanes; the
hedgerows glimmered strangely in the dusk; afresh sea-ladened wind
blew in our faces across the downs, the lights shone from the
Preventive gation, and across the vague mist glimmered astar or

two. How fragrant and till it was, only the soft washing of the

waves on the beach to break the silence!

Miss Ruth shivered alittle as we rattled down the road leading to
the Brambles. Dorcas, mindful of her mistress delicacy, had lighted
alittlefirein the inner drawing-room, and had hot coffee waiting
for us.

It looked so shug and inviting that the children Ieft it reluctantly

to go to bed; but Miss Ruth was inexorable. Thiswas our cozy hour;
all through the day we had to devote oursalvesto the children--we
used to enjoy this quiet timeto ourselves. Sometimes| wroteto
mother or Carrie, or we mutualy took up our books; but oftener we
sat and talked aswe did on this evening, until Nurse came to remind
usof thelateness of the hour.

Mr. Lucas paid us brief vidgits; he generaly came down on Saturday
evening and remained until Monday. Miss Ruth could never coax him to
stay longer; | think his business distracted him, and kept his

trouble at bay. In this quiet place he would have grown restless. He

had bought the Brambles to please hiswife, and she, and not Miss
Ruth, had furnished it. They had spent happy summersthere when
Flurry was ababy. The little garden had been awilderness until

then; every flower had been planted by hiswife, every room bore
witnessto her charming taste. No wonder he regarded it with such
mingled fedings of pain and pleasure.

Mr. Lucas made no difference to our smple routine. Miss Ruth and
Furry used to driveto thelittle station to meet him, and bring him
back in triumph to the saven o'clock nondescript medl, that was
neither dinner nor tea, nor supper, but acompound of dl. | used to
go up with the children after that medl, that he and Miss Ruth might
enjoy their chat undisturbed. When | returned to the drawing-room
Miss Ruth wasinvariably done.
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"Gileshas gone out for asolitary prowl," shewould say; and he
rarely returned before we went upstairs. Miss Ruth knew his habits,
and seldom waited up to say good-night to him.

"He likes better to be done when heisin thismood," she would say
sometimes. Her tact and clevernessin managing him were wonderful;
she never seemed to watch him, she never let him fed that hismorbid
fitswere noticed and humored, but al the same she knew when to
leave him aone, and when to talk to him; she could be hisbright
companion, or st slently beside him for hours. On Sunday mornings
Mr. Lucas dways accompanied usto church, and in the afternoon he
sat with the children on the beach. Dot soon got very fond of him,
and would talk to himin hisfearlessway, about anything that came
into his head; Miss Ruth sometimes joined them, but | dwayswent
gpart with my book.

Mr. Lucas was so good to me that | could not bear to hamper himin
the least by my presence; with grown-up people he was alittle Stiff
and reserved, but with children hewas histrue self.

Hurry doted on her father, and Dot told me in confidence that "he
was the nicest man he had ever known except Uncle Geoffrey."

| could not hear their talk from my nest in the diff, but | am

afraid Dot's chief occupation was to hunt the little scurrying crabs

into a certain pool he had aready fringed with seaweed. | could see
him and Furry carrying the big jelly-fishes, and floating them

carefully. They had |eft their spades and buckets at home, out of
respect for the sacredness of the day; but neither Flurry's clean

white frock nor Dot's new suit hindered them from scooping out the
sand with their hands, and making rough and ready rampartsto kegpin
their prey.

Mr. Lucas used to lie on the beach with his straw hat over his eyes,
and watch their play, and pet Flossy. When hewastired of inaction
he used to call to the children, and walk dowly and thought fully

on. Flurry used to run after him.

"Oh, dowait for Daot, father," she would plead; nothing would induce
her to leave her infirm and hdting little playfellow. One day, when

Mr. Lucas wasimpatient of hisdow progress, | saw him shoulder him,
crutches and al, and march off with him, Dot clapping his hands and
shouting with delight. That wasthe only time | followed them; but |
was s0 afraid Dot was a hindrance, and wanted to capture him, |
walked quite amile before | met them coming back.

Mr. Lucaswas till carrying Dot; Hurry wastrotting beside him,
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and pretending to use Dot's crutches.

"We have been ever so far, Esse," screamed Dot when he caught sight
of me. "We have seen lots of seagulls, and agreat cave wherethe
smugglersused to hide."

"Oh, Dot, you must not let Mr. Lucas carry you,” | said, holding out
my armsto relieve him of hisburden. "Y ou must stay with me, and |
will tel you agory.”

"Heis happier up here, aren't you, Frankie boy?" returned Mr.
Lucas, cheerfully.

"Oh, but hewill tireyou," | faltered.

"Tireme, thislittle bundle of bones!" peeping & Dot over his
shoulder; "why, | could walk mileswith him. Don' trouble yoursdlf
about him, Miss Esther. We understand each other perfectly.”

And then heleft me, walking with long, easy strides over the uneven
ground, with Flurry running to keep up with him.

They used to go on the downs after tea, and Sit on the little green
beach, while Miss Ruth and | went to church.

Miss Ruth never would use her pony carriage on Sunday. A boy used to
draw her in awhed-chair. She never stayed at home unless shewas
compelled to do so. | never knew any one enjoy the service more, or
enter morefully into it.

No matter how out of tune the snging might be, sheawaysjoinedin
it with afervor that quite surprised me. "Depend upon it, Esther,”
sheused to say, "it isnot the qudity of our singing that metters

but how much our heart joins with the choir. Perfect praise and
perfect music cannot be expected here; but | liketo think old
Betty's cracked voice, when shejoinsin the hymns, isas sweet to
angels ears as our younger notes.”

The children aways waited up for us on Sunday evening, and

afterward Miss Ruth would sing with them; sometimes Mr. Lucas would
walk up and down the gravel pathslistening to them, but oftener |

could catch thered light of hiscigar from the cliff sedt.

| wonder what sad thoughts came to him asthe voicesfloated out to
him, mixed up with thelow ripple of waves on the sand.

"Whereloya hearts and true'--they were singing thet, | remember;
Hurry in her childish treble. And Hurry's mother, lying in her
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quiet grave--did the mother in paradise, | wonder, look down from her
garry place on her little daughter snging her baby hymn, and on
that lonely man, listening from the cliff seat in the darkness?

CHAPTER XVI.

THE SMUGGLERS CAVE.

The six weeks passed only too rapidly, but Dot and | were equally
delighted when Miss Ruth petitioned for alonger extension of
absence, to which dear mother returned awilling consent.

A little note was enclosed for mein Miss Ruth's|etter.

"Make your mind quite easy, my dear child,” shewrote, "we are
getting on very well, and redly Jack isimproving, and doesdl
sorts of little thingsto help me; she keeps her room tidier, and |
have not had to find fault with her for aweek.

"We do not see much of Carrie; she comes home looking very pae and
fagged; your uncle grumbles sometimes, but | tell him words are
wagted, the Smedley influenceis stronger than ever.

"But you need not think | am dull, though | do missmy bright,

cheery Esther, and my darling Frankie. Jack and | have nice walks,

and Uncle Geoffrey takes me sometimes on his rounds, and two or three
times Mr. Lucas has sent the carriage to take us into the country; he
says the horses need exercise, now hissister isaway, but | know it

isdl hiskindnessand thought for us. I will willingly spareyou a

little longer, and am only thankful that the darling boy isderiving

S0 much benefit from the seaair.”

Dear, unsfish mother, dwaysthinking first of her children's
interest, and never of her own wishes; and yet | could read between
the lines, and knew how she missed us, especidly Dot, who was her
constant companion.

But it wasredly the truth that the seaair was doing Dot good. He
complained less of hisback, and went faster and faster on hislittle
crutches, the crud abscesses had not tried him for months, and now
it seemed to methat the thin cheeks were rounding out alittle. He
looked so sunburned and rosy, that | wished mother could have seen
him. It was only the color of afaintly-tinged rose, but dl the same

it waswonderful for Dot. We had had lovely weather for our holiday;

108



but at the beginning of September came a change. About aweek after
mother's |etter had arrived, heavy storms of wind and rain raged
round the coast.

Miss Ruth and Dot were weather-bound, neither of them had strength

to brave the boisterous wind; but Flurry and | would tie down our

hats with our veils and run down the parade for ablow. It used to be
quite empty and deserted; only in the distance we could see the shiny

hat of the Preventive man, as he walked up and down with histelescope.

| used to hold Flurry tightly by the hand, for | feared she would be
blown off her feet. Sometimes we were nearly drenched and blinded
with the st spray.

The sealooked so gray and sullen, with white curling waves leaping
up againgt the seawall; hegps of froth lay on the parade, and even
on the green enclosure in the front of the houses. People said it was
the highest tide they had known for years.

Once | was afraid to take Flurry out, and ran down to the beach
aone. | had to plant my feet firmly in the shingles, for | could

hardly stland against the wind. What awild, magnificent sceneit was,
astudy in browns and grays, a strange colorless blending of faint
tints and uncertain shading.

Asthe waves receded there was adark margin of heaped-up seaweed
along the beach, the tide siwept in masses of tangled things, the

surge broke aong the shore with avoice like thunder, great foamy
waves legped up in curling splendor and then broke to piecesin the
gray abyss. The sky was asgray asthe sea; not aliving thing wasin
sght except alonely seagull. | could see the gleam of thefirdight
through one of the windows of the cottage. It looked so warm and
snug. The beach was high and dry round me, but alittle beyond the
Brambles the tide flowed up to the low cliffs. Most people would have
shivered in such a scene of desolation, for the seagull and | had it

al to oursdves, but the tumult of the wind and waves only excited

me. | felt wild with spirits, and could have shouted in the

exuberance of my enjoyment.

| could have danced in my glee, asthe foamy snowflakesfdl round
me, and my face grew giff and wet with the briny air. Thewhite
manes of the sea-horses arched themselves as they swept to their
destruction. How the wind whistled and raved, like a hunted thing!
"They that go down to the seaiin ships, and do their businessin the
deep waters," those words seemed to flash to me across the wild
tumult, and | thought of al the wonders seen by the mariners of old.

"Oh, Esther, how can you be so adventurous?' exclamed Miss Ruth, as
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| thrust alaughing face and wet waterproof into the room; sheand
the children were Stting round thefire.

"Oh, itwasddlicious," | returned. "It intoxicated me like new
wine; you cannot imagine the mighty duet of the seaand wind, the
rolling sullen bass, and the shrill crescendo.”

"It must have been horrible" shereplied, with alittle shiver. The
wild tempestuous weather depressed her; the loud discordance of the
jarring e ements seemed to fret the quiet of her spirit.

"You are quiteright,” she said to me as we sat donethat evening,
"this sort of weather disturbs my tranquillity; it makes merestless
and agitates my nerves. Last night | could not deep; images of

terror blended with my waking thoughts. | seemed to see greet ships
driving before the wind, and to hear the roaring of breskers and
crashing of timbersagaingt cruel rocks; and when | closed my eyes,
it was only to see the whitened bones of marinerslying fathoms deep
among green tangled seaweed.”

"Dear Miss Ruth, no wonder you look pale and depressed after such a
night. Would you like me to deegp with you? the wind seemsto act on
melikealullaby. | fdt cradled in comfort last night.”

"You are s0 trong,” she said, with alittle sadnessin her voice.

"Y ou have no nerves, no diseased sengihilities; you do not dread the
evilsyou cannot see, the universe does not pictureitsdf toyouin
dimterrors.”

"Why, no," | returned, wonderingly, for such suggestions were new to
me.

"Seep your happy deep, my dear,” she said, tenderly, "and thank
God for your perfect health, Esther. | dozed alittle myself toward
morning, before the day woke initsrage, and then | had ahorrible
sort of dream, ahdf-waking scare, bred of my night-terrors.

"| thought | wastossng like adead legf in the gale; thewind had
broken bounds, and carried me away bodily. Now | waslying along the
margin of waves, and now swept inwidecirclesintheair.

"The noise was maddening. The air seemed full of shrieksand cries,
asthough the universe were lost and bewailing itsdlf, 'Lamentation
and mourning and woe," seemed written upon the lurid sky and sea. |
thought of those poor loversin Dante's'Inferno,’ blown like

spectrd leaves before the inferna winds of hell; but | wasdonein
thistumultuoustorrent.
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"| felt mysdlf sinking at last into the dim, choking surge--it was
horribly real, Esther--and then some one caught me by the hair and
drew me out, and the words came to me, 'for so He bringeth them to
the haven where they would be."

"How gtrange!" | exclamed in an awed tone, for Miss Ruth's face was
pale, and there was a touch of sadnessin her voice.

"It wasdmost avison of oneslife" shereturned, dowly; "we

drift hither and thither, blown by many agust of passon over many

an unseen danger. If we be not engulfed, it is because the Angel of

His Providence watches over us; 'drawn out of many waters," how many
alife higtory can testify of that!"

"We have our smooth daysaswell,” | returned, cheerfully, "when the
sun shines, and there are only ripples on the waters."

"That isinyouth,” shereplied; "later on the sorms must come, and

the wise mariner will prepare himself to meet them. We must not
aways be expecting fair weather. Do you not remember the lines of my
favorite hymn:

"And oh, thejoy upon that shore
To tell our shipwrecked voyage O'er.’

"Redlly, | think one of the great pleasuresin heaven will betelling
the perils we have been through, and how He has brought us home at
lest."

Miss Ruth would not let me deep with her that night; but to my

great relief, for her pae, weary looks made me anxious, thewind
abated, and toward morning only the breaking surge was heard dashing
aong the shore,

"I have rested better,” were the first words when we met, "but that
one night's hurly-burly haswrecked mealittle," which meant that
shewas only fit for bed.

But she would not hear of giving up entirely, so | drew her couch to
thefire, and wrapped her up in shawls and left Dot to keep her
company, while Flurry and | went out. In spite of the [ull the sea

was il very unquiet, and the receding tide gave us plenty of
amusement, and we spent avery happy morning. In the afternoon, Miss
Ruth had some errands for me to do in the town--wools to match, and
booksto change at the library, after which | had to replenish our
exhausted store of note-paper.

It was Saturday, and we had decided the pony carriage must go done
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to the gtation to meet Mr. Lucas. He generdly arrived alittle

before 5%, but once he had surprised uswalking in with his
portmanteau, just as we were starting for our afternoon's walk.

Furry begged hard to accompany me; but Miss Ruth thought she had
done enough, and wished her to play with Dot in the dining-room at
some nice game. | was rather sorry at Miss Ruth's decision, for | saw
Flurry wasin one of her perverse moods. They occurred very seldom,
but gave me agreat ded of trouble to overcome them. She could be
very naughty on such occasions, and do avast amount of mischief.
Flurry's break-outs, as | caled them, were extremely tiresome, as
Nurse Gill and I knew well. | wasvery disinclined to trust Dot in

her company, for her naughtiness would infect him, and even the best
of children can be troublesome sometimes. Flurry looked very sulky
when | asked her what game they meant to play, and | augured badly
from her toss of the head and brief replies. She was hugging Flossie
on the window-seet, and would not give me her attention, so | turned
to Dot and begged him to be agood boy and not to disturb Miss Ruth,
but take care of FHurry.

Dot answered amiably, and | ran off, determining to be back as soon
as| could. | wished Nurse Gill could sit with the children and keep
them in good temper, but shewas a work in Miss Ruth'sroom and
could not come down.

My errandstook longer than | thought; wool matching isadwaysa
troublesome business, and the books Miss Ruth wanted were out, and |
had to select others; it was more than an hour before | set off for

home, and then | met Nurse Gill, who wanted some brassringsfor the
curtains she was making, and had forgotten to ask me to get them.

Thewind wasrisng again, and | was surprised to find MissRuthin
the porch with her handkerchief tied over her head, and Dorcas
running down the garden path.

"Have you seen them, Miss Esther?" asked the girl, anxioudly.
"Who--what do you mean?’ | inquired.

"Miss Florence and Master Dot; we have been looking for them
everywhere. | wastaking acup of teajust now to mistress, and she
asked meto go into the dining-room, asthe children seemed so quiet;
but they were not there, and Betty and | have searched the house and
garden over, and we cannot find them.”

"Oh, Esther, come here" exclamed Miss Ruth in agony, for | was
sanding still straining my eyes over the beach to catch a glimpse of
them. "l am afraid | was very wrong to send you out, and Gileswill
be here presently, and Dorcas says Dot's hat is missing from the peg,
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and Flurry's sealskin hat and jacket.”

Dot out inthiswind! | stood aghast at the idea, but the next
moment | took Miss Ruth's cold little handsin mine.

"You must not stand here" | said firmly; "comeinto the drawing-room,
| will talk to you there, and you too, Dorcas. No, | have not

seen them," as Miss Ruth yielded to my strong grasp, and stood
shivering and miserable on therug. "'l came past the Preventive

station and down the parade, and they were not there."

"Could they havefollowed Nurse Gill?" struck in Dorcas.

"No, for | met her just now, and shewas done. | hardly think they
would go to the town. Dot never cared for the shops, or Flurry
ether. Perhgps they might be hidden in one of the bathing machines.
Oh, Miss Ruth," with an access of anxiety in my voice, "Dot isso
wesekly, and this strong wind will blow him down; it must be dl
Furry's naughtiness, for nothing would have induced him to go out
unless shemade him."

"What areweto do?' shereplied, helplesdy. This sudden terror had
taken away her strength, shelooked soiill. | thought amoment before
| replied.

"Let Dorcas go down to the bathing machines,” | said, at last, "and
she can speek to the Preventive man; and if you do not mind being
aone, Miss Ruth, and you must promiseto lie down and keep quiet,
Betty might go into the town and find Nurse Gill. I will just run
along the beach and take alook al around.”

"Yes, do," shereturned. "Oh, my naughty, naughty Hurry!" amost
wringing her hands.

"Dont frighten yourself beforehand,” | said, kissng her and
gpeaking cheerfully, though | did fedl in a state about Dot; and what
would mother and Mr. Lucas say?"| daresay Dorcasor | will bring
them back in afew minutes, and then won't they get ascolding!”

"Oh, no; | shal betoo happy to scold them,” shereturned, with a
faint smile, for my words put fresh heart in her, and shewould
follow usinto the porch and stand looking after us.

| scrambled over the shinglesasfast as| could, for thewind was
risng, and | was afraid it would soon grow dusk. Nothing wasin
sight; the whole shore was empty and desolate--fearfully desolate,
eventomy eyes.
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It was no use going on, | thought; they must be hiding in the

bathing machines after dl. And | was actudly turning round when
something gray on the beach attracted my attention, and | picked it
up. To my horror, it was one of Dot's woolen mittens that mother had
knitted for him, and which he had worn that very afternoon.

| was on their track, after dl. | was sure of it now; but when |

lifted my eyes and saw the dreary expanse of shore before me, a blank
fedling of terror took possession of me. They were not in sight!
Nothing but cloudy skiesand low chaky dliffs, and the surge

breaking on the shingles.

All a once athought that was dmaost an inspiration flashed across
me--the smugglers cave! Hurry was dwaystalking about it; it had
taken astrong hold of her imagination, and both she and Dot had been
wild to exploreit, only Miss Ruth had never encouraged theidea. She
thought caves were damp, dreary places, and not fit for delicate
children. Flurry must have tempted Dot to accompany her on this
exploring expedition. | was as convinced of the fact asthough | had
overheard the children's conversation. She would coax and cgole him
until his conscience was undermined. How could he have dragged
himself so far on his crutches?for the cave was nearly hdf amile
away from where | sood, and thewind wasrising fearfully. And now
anicy chill of terror came over me from head to foot--the tide was
advancing! It had already covered the narrow strip of sand; inless
than an hour it would reach the diffs, for the shore curved allittle
beyond the cottage, and with the exception of the beach before the
Brambles, the sea covered the whole of the shingles.

| shdl never, to my dying day, forget that moment's agony when my
mind first grasped the truth of the deadly peril those thoughtless
babes had incurred. Without instant help, those little children must

be drowned, for the water flowed into the cave. Even now it might be
too late. All these thoughts whirled through my brainin aningtant.

Only for amoment | paused and cast one despairing glance round me.
The cottage was out of sight. Nurse Gill, and Dorcas, and Betty were
scouring the town; no time to run back for help, no hope of making
onée'svoice heard with the wind whistling round me.

"Oh, my God! help meto save these children!™ | cried, with asob
that almost choked me. And then | dashed like amad thing toward the
shore.

My despair gave me courage, but my progress was difficult and dow.

It wasimpossible to keep up that pace over the heavy shingleswith
the wind tearing round me and taking away my brezath.
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Severd times| had to stand and collect my energies, and each time
| paused | called the children's namesloudly. But, das! the wind
and the sea swallowed up the sound.

How fast the tide seemed coming up! The booming of the breakers
sounded close behind me. | dared not look--1 dared not think. |
fought and buffeted the wind, and folded my cloak round me.

"Out of the depth | have cried unto Thee." Those were the words |
said over and over to myself.

| had reached the cave a last, and leaned gasping and nearly faint
with terror before | began searching in its dim recesses.

Great masses of dimy seaweed lay hegped up at the entrance; afaint
damp odor pervaded it. The sudden roar of wind and sea echoed in dull
hollowness, but here at least my voice could be heard.

"Hurry-Dot!" | screamed. | could hear my own wild shriek dying awvay
through the cave. To my delight, two little voices answered:

"Here we are Esther! Come dong, we are having such agame! FHurry
isthe smuggler, and | am the Preventive man, and Flossy ismy dog,
and--oh, dear! what isthe matter?' And Dot, who had hobbled out of a
snug, dry little corner near the entrance, looked up with frightened
eyesas| caught him and Hurry in my arms. | suppose my face

betrayed my fears, for | could not at that moment gasp out another
word.

CHAPTER XVII.

A LONG NIGHT.

"What isthe matter, EsSe?’ cried Dot, piteoudy, as| held himin

that tight embrace without speaking. "We were naughty to come, yes, |
know, but you said | wasto take care of Flurry, and she would come.
| did not likeit, for the wind was so cold and rough, and | fell

twice on the shingles; but it isnice here, and we were having such a

famous game.”

"Esther isgoing to be cross and horrid because we ran away, but
father will only laugh,” exclamed Hurry, with theremainsof a

frown on her face. She knew she was in the wrong and meant to brave
it out.
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Oh, the poor babes, playing their innocent games with Death waiting
for them outsde!

"Come, thereisnot an ingtant to lose," | exclaimed, catching up
Dot in my arms; he was very little and light, and | thought we could
get on faster so, and perhapsiif the sea overtook usthey would see
usand put out a boat from the Preventive station. "Come, come," |
repeeted, snatching Flurry's hand, for sheresisted allittle: but

when | reached the mouth of the cave she uttered aloud cry, and
tugged fiercely a my hand to get free.

"Oh, the seq, the dreadful seal” she exclaimed, hiding her face; "it
iscoming up! Look at the waves--we shal be drownded!"

| could fedl Dot shiver in my arms, but he did not spesk, only his
little hands clung round my neck convulsively. Poor children! their
punishment had dready begun.

"We shdl be drowned if you don't make haste," | returned, trying to
speak carefully, but my teeth chattered in spite of mysdlf. "Come,
Furry, let usrun arace with the waves, take hold of my cloak, for

| want my handsfreefor Dot." | had dropped his crutchesin the
cave, they were no use to him--he could not have moved astep inthe
teeth of thiswind.

Poor Flurry began to cry bitterly, but she had confidencein my
judgment, and an ingtinct of obedience made her grasp my cloak, and
S0 we commenced our dangerous pilgrimage. | could only move dowly
with Dot; the wind was behind us, but it wasterribly fierce. Flurry

fell twice, and picked hersdf up sobbing; the horrors of the scene
utterly broke down her courage, and she threw her arms round me
franticaly and prayed meto go back.

"Thewaves are nearly touching usl" she shrieked; and then Dat,
infected by her terrors, began to cry loudly too. "We shdl be
drownded, al of us, and it is getting dark, and | won't go, | won't
go!" screamed the poor child trying to push me back with her feeble
force,

Then despair took possession of me; we might have doneit if Hurry

had not lost Al courage; the water would not have been high enough

to drown us, we could have waded through it, and they would have seen
us from the cottage and come to our help. | would have saved them; |
knew | could; but in Hurry'sfrantic state it wasimpossible. Her
eyesdilated with terror, aconvulsve trembling seized her. Must we

go back to the cave, and be drowned like ratsin ahole? The ideawas
horrible, and yet it went far back. Perhaps there was some corner or
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ledge of rock where we might be safe; but to spend the night in such
aplace! theideamade meadmost asfrantic asHurry. Still, it was
our only chance, and we retraced our steps but still so dowly and
painfully that the spray of the advancing waves wetted our faces, and
beyond--ah!--I shut my eyes and struggled on, while Furry hid her
head in the folds of my cloak.

We gained the smugglers cave, and then | put down Dot, and bade him
pick up his crutchers and follow me close, while | explored the cave.

It was very dark, and Flurry began to cry afresh, and would not let

go of my hand; but Dot shouldered his crutches, and walked behind us
aswdl ashe could.

At each ingtant my terror grew. It was alarge winding cave, but the
heaps of seaweed everywhere, up to the very walls, proved that the
water filled the cavern. | became hysterical too. | would not stay to
be drowned there, | muttered between my chattering teeth; drowned in
the dark, and choked with al that rotten garbage! Better take the
children in either hand, and go out and meet our fate boldly. | felt
my brain turning with the horror, when dl at once | caught sight of
arough broken ledge of rock, risng gradudly from the back of the
cave. Seaweed hung in parts high up, but it ssemed to meinthedim
twilight there was a portion of the rock bare; if so, the seadid not
cover it--we might find adry foothold.

"L et go my hand amoment, Hurry," | implored; "I think | seea

little place where we may be safe. | will be back in amoment, dear.”
But nothing could induce her to relax her agonized grasp of my cloak.
| had to argue the point. "The water comes all up here wherever the
seaweed, is" | explained. "Y ou think we are safe, Flurry, but we can
be drowned where we stand; the seafillsthe cave." But at this
statement Flurry only screamed the louder and clung closer. Poor
child! shewas beside hersdf with fright.

So | saidto Dot:

"My darling isaboy, and boys are not so frightened as girls; so
you will stay here quietly while Furry and | climb up there, and

Flossy shdl keep you company.”

"Don't belong," heimplored, but he did not say another word. Dear,
brave little heart, Dot behaved like a hero that day. He then stooped
down and held Fossy, who whined to follow us. | | think the poor
animal knew our danger, for he shivered and cowered down in evident
adarm, and | could hear Dot coaxing him.

It was very dippery and steep, and | crawled up with difficulty,
with Hurry clambering after me, and holding tightly to my dress. Dot
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watched uswigtfully aswe went higher and higher, leaving him and
Flossy behind. The seaweed impeded us, but after alittle whilewe
cameto abare piece of rock jutting out over the cave, with a
scooped-out corner where al of us could huddle, and it seemed to me
as though the shelf went on for ayard or two beyond it. We were
above water-mark there; we should be quite safe, and addlicious
glimmer of hope came over me.

| had great difficulty ininducing Hurry to stay behind whilel

crawled down for Dot. She was afraid to be alone in that dark place,
with the hollow booming of wind and waves echoing round her; buit |
told her sternly that Dot and Flossy would be drowned and then she
let mego.

Dot was overjoyed to welcome me back, and then | lifted him up and
bade him crawl dowly on his hands and knees, while | followed with
his crutches, and Flossy crept after us, shivering and whining for us

to take him up. Aswe toiled up the broken ledge it seemed to grow
darker, and we could hardly see each other'sfacesif wetried, only
the splash of the first entering wave warned me that the seawould
soon have been upon us.

| was giddy and breathless by the time we reached the nook where
Furry was, and then we crept into the corner, the children clasping
each other across me, and Flossy on my lap licking our faces
dternately. Saved from ahorrible death! For alittlewhilel could

do nothing but weep helplesdy over the children and thank God for a
merciful ddiverance.

As soon asthefirst hysterical outburst of emotion was over, | did
my best to make the children as comfortable as | could under such
forlorn circumstances. | knew Hurry'sterror of darkness, and |
could well imagine how horribly the water would foam and splash
beneath us, and | must try and prevent them from seeing it.

| made Dot climb into my lap, for | thought the hard rock would make
his poor back ache, and | could keep him from being chilled; and then
| induced Flurry to cregp under my heavy waterproof cloak--how
thankful I was| put it on!--and told her to hold Flossy in her arms,

for the little cresture's soft fur would be warm and comfortable; and
then | fastened the cloak together, buttoning it until it formed a

little tent above them. Hurry curled her feet into my dress and put

her head on my shoulder, and she and Dot held each other fast across
me, and Flossy rolled himsdf up into awarm ball and went to deep.
Poor little creatures! They began to forget their sorrows alittle,

until Flurry suddenly recollected that it wastea-time, and her

father had arrived; and then she began crying again softly.
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"I'm s0 hungry," she sobbed; "aren't you Dot?"

"Yes, but | don't meanto mind it,” returned Dot, manfully. "Esse
ishungry too." And he put up hishand and stroked my neck softly.
The darling, he knew how | suffered, and would not add to my pain by
complaning.

| heard him say to Hurry inawhisper, "It isal our fault; we

ought to be punished for running away; but Essie has done nothing
wrong. | thought God meant to drown us, as He did the disobedient
people.” But thisawful reminder of her smal snswastoo much for
Hurry.

"I did not mean to bewicked," shewalled. "I thought it would be
such funto play at smugglersin the cave, and Aunt Ruth and Esther
never would let me."

"Yes, and | begged you not to run away, and you would," retorted Dot
in an admonishing tone. "I did not want come, too, because it was so
cold, and thewind blew s0; but | promised Essie to take care of you,
so | went. | think you were quite as bad as the people whom God
drowned, because they would not be good and mind Noah."

"But | don't want to be drowned,” responded FHurry, tearfully. "Oh,
dear, Dot, don't say such dreadful things! | am good now, and | will
never, never disobey auntie again. Shall we say our prayers, Dot, and
ask God not to be so very angry, and then perhaps He will send some
oneto take us out of thisdark, dreadful place?'

Dot approved of thisidea, and they began repesting their childish
petitions together, but my mind strayed away when | tried to join them.

Oh, how dark and desolate it was! | shivered and clasped the
children closer to me asthe hollow moaning of the waves reverberated
through the cavern. Every minute the water was rising; by-and-by the
Spray must wet us even in our sheltered corner. Would the children
believe me when | told them we were safe? Would not Furry'sterrors
return at the first touch of the cold spray? The darkness and the

noise and the horror were dmaost enough to turn her childish brain;
they were too much for my endurance.

"Oh, heavend" | cried to mysdlf, "must weredly spend along,
hideous night in this place? We are safel safel” | repeated; but
dill it wastoo horrible to think of wearing out the long, dow
hoursin such misery.

It was six now; thetide would not turn until threein the morning;
it had been rising for three hours now; it would not be possibleto
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leave the cave and make our way by the cliff for an hour after that.
Ten hours--ten long, crawling hoursto passin this cramped position!
| thought of dear mother's horror if she knew of our peril, and then

| thought of Allan, and alump camein my throat.

Mr. Lucas would be scouring the coast in search of us. What a night
for the agonized father to pass! And poor, fragile Miss Ruth, how
would she endure such hours of anxiety? | could have wrung my hands
and moaned aoud at the thought of their anguish, but for the
children--the poor children who were whispering their baby prayers
together; that kept me ill. Perhaps they might be even now at the
mouth of the cave, seeking and cdling to us. A dozen times|

imagined | could hear the splash of oars and the hoarse cries of the
sailors; but how could our feeble voices reach them in the face of

the shrieking wind? No one would think of the smugler's cave, for it
was but one of many hollowed out of the cliff. They would search for
us, but very soon they would abandon it in despair; they knew | had
gone to seek the children; most likely | had been too late, and the
rising tide had engulfed us, and swept usfar out to sea. Miss Ruth
would think of her dreams and tremble, and the wretched father would
St by her, stunned and helpless, waiting for the morning to bresk

and bring him proof of hisdespair.

The tears ran down my cheeks as these sad thoughts passed through my
mind, and astrong inward cry for deliverance, for endurance, for

some present comfort in thisawful misery, shook my framewith
convulsive shudders. Dot felt them, and clasped metighter, and

Hurry trembled in sympathy; my paroxysm disturbed them, but my
prayer was heard, and the brief agony passed.

| thought of Jeremiah in his dungeon, of Danid inthelions den,

of the three children in the fiery furnace, and the Form that was

like the Son of God walking with them in the midst of the flames; and
| knew and felt that we were as safe on that rocky shelf, with the
dark, raging waters below us, as though we were by our own bright
hearth fire at home; then my trembling ceased, and | recovered voice
to talk to the children.

| wanted them to go to deep; but Flurry said, in alamentable

voice, that she was too hungry, and the seamade such anoise; so |
told them about Shadrach, Meshech, and Abednego; and after | had
finished that, dl the Bible stories| could remember of wonderful
ddiverance; and by-and-by we came to the storm on the Galilean lake.

Furry leaned heavily againgt me. "Oh, it isgetting colder,” she

gasped; "Hossy keeps my handswarm, and the cloak isthick, and yet
| can't help shivering.” And | could fed Dot shiver, too. "The water
seemsvery near us, | wish | did not fed afraid of it Esther," she
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whispered, after another minute; but | pretended not to hear her.

"Yes, itiscold, but not so cold as those disciples must have

fdt," | returned; "they werein alittle open boat, Hurry, and the

water dashed right over them, and the vessel rocked dreadfully”--here
| paused--"and it was dark, for Jesus was not yet come to them."

"l wish Hewould come now," whispered Dot.

"That iswhat the discipleswished, and dl thetimethey little

knew that He was on Hisway to them, and watching them toiling
againgt the wind, and that very soon the wind would cease, and they
would be safe on the shore. We do not like being in this dark cave,

do we, FHurry darling? And the sea keeps us awake; but He knows that,
and He iswatching us; and by-and-by, when the morning comes, we
shdl havelight and go home."

Hurry said"Yes," deepily, for in spite of the cold and hunger she

was getting drowsy; it must have been long past her bedtime. We had
sat on our dreary perch three hours, and there were Six more to wait.

| noticed that the sound of my voice tranquillized the children; so|
repeated hymns dowly and monotonoudy until they nodded againgt me
and fdl into weary dumbers. "Thank God!" | murmured when |
perceived this, and | leaned back against therock, and tried to

close my eyes; but they would keep opening and staring into the
darkness. It was not black darkness--1 do not think I could have
borne that; asort of murky haf-light seemed reflected from the

water, or from somewhere, and glimmered strangely from abackground
of inky blackness.

It was hitterly cold now; my feet felt numbed, and the spray wetted
and chilled my face. | dared not move my arm from Dot, he leaned so
heavily againgt it, and Flurry's head was againgt him. She had curled
herself up like Flossy, and | had one hand free, only | could not
disentangle it from the cloak. | dared not change my cramped

position, for fear of waking them. | wastoo thankful for their brief
oblivion. If I could only doze for afew moments; if | could only

shut out the black watersfor aminute! The tumults of my thoughts
were indescribable. My whole life seemed to pass before me; every
childishfolly, every girlish error and sin, seemed to rise up before

me; conversations| had forgotten, little incidents of family life,

dull or otherwise; speeches | had made and repented, till my head
seemed whirling. It must be midnight now, | thought. If | could only
dare; but anew terror kept me wide awake. In spite of my protecting
arms, would not Dot suffer from the damp chilliness? He shivered in
his deep, and Flurry moaned and haf woke, and then dept again. |
was growing so numbed and cramped that | doubted my endurance for
much longer. Dot seemed growing heavier, and there was the weight of
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Furry and Flossy. If | could only stretch myself! And then | nearly

cried out, for a sudden flash seemed to light the cavern. One

instant, and it was gone; but that second showed a grewsome scene
--damp, black walls, with afrothing turbulous water benegth them,

and hanging arches exuding moisture. Darkness again. From whence had
that light flashed? As| asked mysdlf the question it came again,

gartling me with its sudden brilliancy; and thistime it was

certainly from some aperture overhead, and alittle beyond where we
Sat.

Gone again, and thistime utterly; but not before | caught aglimpse

of the broad rocky shelf beyond us. The light had flashed down not a
dozen yards from where we stood; it must have been alantern; if so,
they were till seeking us, thistime on the dliffs. It wasonly

midnight, and there were till four weary hoursto wait, and every
moment | was growing more chilled and numbed. | began to dread the
consequences to myself aswell asto the children. If | could only

crawl along the shelf and explore, perhaps there might be some
opening to the cliff. | had not thought of thisbefore, until the

light brought theideato my mind.

| perceived, too, that the glimmering haf-light came from above,

and not from the mouth of the cave. For amoment thefear of losing
my balance and faling back into the water daunted me, and kept me
from moving; but the next minute | fet | must attempt it. |

unfastened my cloak and woke Dot softly, and then whispered to him
that | was cramped and in pain, and must move up and down the
platform; and he understood me, and crawled deepily off my lgp; then
| lifted Hurry with difficulty, for she moaned and whimpered at my
touch.

My numbness was so greet | could hardly move my limbs; but | crawled
across Flurry somehow, and saw Dot creep into my place, and covered

them with my cloak; and then | commenced to move dowly and carefully
on my hands and knees up the rocky path.

CHAPTER XVIII.

"YOU BRAVE GIRL!"

They told me afterward that thiswas a daring feat, and fraught with
awful peril, for inthat painful groping in the darkness| might have
lost my balance and fallen back into the water.
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| was conscious of thisat thetime; but we cannot die until our

hour iscome, and in youth onesfaith is more smple and trusting;

to pray isto be heard, to grasp more tightly by the mantle of His
Providence, so | committed mysalf to Heaven, and crept dowly aong
the face of therock. Intwo or three minutes | felt cold air blowing
down upon my face, and, raisng mysdf cautioudy, | found | was
standing under an aperture, large enough for meto crawl through,
which led to the downs. For one moment | breathed the fresh night air
and caught the glimmer of starlight, and then | crept back to the
children.

Hurry was awake and weeping piteoudy, and Dot wastrying to
comfort her in adeepy voice; but she was quiet the moment | told
them about the hole.

"I must leave you behind, Dot," | said, sorrowfully, "and take
Furry firgt;" and the bravelittle fellow sad:

"All right, Essie," and held back the dog, who was whining to follow.

| put my arm round Flurry, and made her promise not to lose hold of
therock. The poor child was dreadfully frightened, and stopped every
now and then, crying out in horror that shewasfdling into the

water, but | held her fast and coaxed her to go on again; and al the
time the clammy dews of terror ssood on my forehead. Never to my
dying day shdl | forget those terrible moments.

But we were mercifully preserved, and to my joy | felt the winds of
heaven blowing round us, and in another moment Hurry had crawled
through the hole in the rock, and was Sitting shivering on the grass.

"Now | must go back for Dot and Flossy,” | exclaimed; but as| spoke
and tried to disengage mysdlf from Flurry's nervous grasp, | heard a
little voice below.

"I am here, Essie, and | have got Flossy dl safe. Just stoop down
and take him, and then | shal clamber up dl right.”

"Oh, my darling, how could you?' The courageous child had actualy
dragged himself with the dog under one arm dl dong the dangerous
path, to spare me another journey.

| could scarcely speak, but | covered his cold little face with

kisses as he tottered painfully into my arms--my precious boy, my
brave, unsdfish Dot!

"I could not bring the crutches or the cloak, Essie,” he whispered.

123



"Never mind them,” | replied, with acatchin my voice. "You are
safe; wearedl safe-that isdl | cantakein. | must carry you,
Doat, and Flurry shall hold my dress, and we shal soon be home.”

"Whereisyour hat, Esse?" he asked, putting up his hand to my

hair. It was true | was bareheaded, and yet | had never missed it. My
cloak lay below in the cavern. What astrange sight | must have
presented if any one could have seen usl My hair was blowing loosdly
about my face; my dress seemed to cling round my fet.

How awfully dark and desolate the downs looked under that dim,
garry light. Only the uncertain glimmer enabled meto keep from the
cliffsor discern the right path. The heavy booming of the seaand

the wind together drowned our voices. Whenit lulled | could hear
Furry sobbing to hersef in the darkness, and Fossy, whining for
company, as he followed us closely. Poor Dot was spent and weary, and
lay heavily against my shoulder. Every now and then | had to stop and
gather strength, for | felt strangely weak, and there was an odd

beating at my heart. Dot must have heard my panting breeth, for he
begged me more than once to put him down and leave him, but | would
not.

My gtrength was nearly gone when we reached the shelving path
leading down to the cottage, but | till dragged on. A stream of
light came full upon us aswe turned the corner; it came from the
cottage.

The door was wide open and the parlor blinds were raised, and the
ruddy gleam of lamplight and firelight streamed full on our faces.

No one saw us as we toiled up the pebbled path; no one waited for us
inthe porch. | have afaint recollection that | sood in the hall,

looking round me for amoment in adazed fashion; that Fossy barked,
and adoor burst open; there was awave of light, and aman's voice
saying something. | fet mysdf swaying with Dot in my arms; but some
one must have caught us, for when | cameto mysdlf | waslying onthe
couch by the drawing-room fire, and Miss Ruth was knedling beside me
raining tears over my face.

"And Dot!" | tried to move and could not, and fell back on my

pillow. "The children!" | gasped, and there was a sudden movement in
the room, and Mr. Lucas stood over mewith hischild in hisarms. Was
it my fancy, or werethere tearsin his eyes, too?

"They are here, Esther,” he said, in asoothing voice. "Nurseis

taking care of your boy." And then he burst out, "Oh, you brave girl!
you noblegirl!" inavoice of strong emotion, and turned away.
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"Hush, Giles, we must keep her quiet,” admonished hissigter. "We do
not know what the poor thing has been through, but sheisascold as
ice. And fed how soaking her hair igl”

Had it rained? | supposeit had, but then the children must be wet
too!

Miss Ruth must have noticed my anxious look, for she kissed me and
whispered:

"Don't worry, Esther; we havefires and hot baths ready. Nurse and
the otherswill attend to the children; they will soon be warmed and
inbed. Let medry your hair and rub your cold hands; and drink this,
and you will soon be ableto move."

The cordia and food they gave me revived my numb faculties, and in
alittlewhile | was able, with assstance, to go to my room. Miss

Ruth followed me, and tenderly helped me to remove my damp things,
but | would not lie down in my warm bed until | had seen with my own
eyesthat Flurry was aready soundly adeep and Dot ready to follow
her example.

"lan't it delicious?" he whispered, drowsly, as| kissed him; and
then Miss Ruth led me back to my room, and tucked me up and sat down
besdeme.

"Now tel meadl about it," she said, "and then you will be ableto
deep.” For astrong excitement had succeeded the faintness, and in
spite of my aching limbs and weariness| had a sensation asthough |
couldfly.

But when | told her she only shuddered and wept, and before | had
half narrated the history of those disma hours she was down on her
knees beside the bed, kissng my hands.

"Do let me," she sobbed, as| remongtrated. " Oh, Esther, how | love
you! How | must dwaysloveyou for thid"

"No, | am not Miss Ruth any longer; | am Ruth. | am your own friend
and sster, who would do anything to show her gratitude. Y ou dear
girl!--you brave girl!--as Giles caled you."

This brought to my lipsthe question, "How had Mr. Lucas borne this
dreadful suspense?’

"Asbadly aspossble" she answered, drying her eyes. "Oh, Esther!
what we have dl been through. Giles camein haf an hour after you
|eft to search the shore. He was in adreadful state, asyou may
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imagine. He sent down to the Preventive station at once, and there
was a boat got ready, and he went with the men. They pulled up and
down for an hour or two, but could find no trace of you."

"Wewereinthecavern al thetime" | murmured.

"That was the strangest part of dl," shereturned. "Giles
remembered the cavern, and they went right into the mouth, and called
asloudly asthey could.”

"Wedid not hear them; the wind was making such anoise, and it was
so dark."

"The men gave up dl hope at last, and Giles was obliged to come
back. He walked into the house looking as white as death. ‘It isall
over,' he sad; 'the tide has overtaken them, and that girl is

drowned with them." And then he gave asort of sob, and buried his
facein hishands. | turned so faint thet for alittle time he was

obliged to attend to me, but when | was better he got up and Ieft the
house. It did not seem as though he could rest from the search, and
yet he had not the faintest glimmer of hope. He would have the
cottage illuminated and the door |eft open, and then he lighted his
lantern and walked up and down the cliffs, and every time he came
back his poor face looked whiter and more drawn. | had got hold of
his hand, and was trying to keep him from wandering out again, when
all at once we heard FHossy bark. Giles burst open the door, and then
he gave agredt cry, for there you were, my poor Esther, standing
under the hall lamp, with your hair streaming over your shoulders and
Dot in your arms, and Flurry holding your dress, and you looked at us
and did not seem to see us, and Gileswasjust in timeto catch you
asyou werereding. He had you dl in hisarmsat once,” finished
Miss Ruth, with another sob, "till I took our darling Flurry from

him, and then he laid you down and carried Dot to thefire.”

"If I could not have saved them | would have died with them; you
knew that, Miss Ruth."

"Ruth," she corrected. "Yes, | knew that, and so did Giles. He said
once or twice, 'Sheis strong enough or sensible enough to save them
if it were possible, but no one can fight againgt fate.’ Now | must

go down to him, for heiswaiting to hear al abouit it, and you must
go to deep, Esther, for your eyes are far too bright.”

But, greetly to her surprise and distress, | resisted thisadvice

and broke out into frightened sobs. The seawasin my ears, | sad,
when | tried to close my eyes, and my armsfelt empty without Dot and
| could not believe he was safe, though she told me so over and over

again.
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| was grestly amazed a my own want of control; but nothing could
lessen this nervous excitement until Mr. Lucas came up to the door,
and Miss Ruth went out to him in sore perplexity.

"What am | to do, Giles? | cannot soothe her in the least."

"Let her havethe child," hereturned, in his deep voice; "she will
deep then." And he actudly fetched little Dot and put him in Miss
Ruth'sarms.

"lsntit nice, Esse?" he muttered deepily, as he nestled against
me.

It was strange, but the moment my arm was round him, and | felt his
soft breathing againgt my shoulder, my eyelids closed of their own
accord, and a sense of weariness and security came over me.

Before many minuteswere over | had falen into adeep deep, and
Miss Ruth was free to seek her brother and give him the information
for which hewaslonging.

It was nearly fivein the morning when | closed my eyes, and it was
exactly the same time on the following afternoon when | opened them.

My first look wasfor Dot, but he was gone, the sun was streaming in
at thewindow, abright fire burned in the grate, and Nurse Gill was
gtting knitting in the sunshine.

Shelooked up with a pleasant smile on her homely face as| cdled
to her rather feebly.

"How you have dept, to be sure, Miss Esther--agood twelve hours.
But | always say Natureis a safe nurse, and to be trusted. There's
Master Dot has been up and dressed these three hours and more, and
MissHurry too."

"Oh, Nurse Gill, areyou surethey are all right?' | asked, for it
was amost too good news to be true.

"Master Dot isasright as possible, though heisalittle paish,

and complains of hisback and legs, which isonly to be expected if
they do ache abit. Miss Flurry hasacold, but we could not induce
her to liein bed; sheisdtting by thefire now on her father's

knee, and Magter Dot iswith them: but there, Miss Ruth said shewas
to be cdled as soon as you woke, Miss Esther, though | did beg her
not to put hersalf about, and her head so terribly bad asit has been

dl day.”
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"Oh, nurse, don't disturb her," | pleaded, eagerly, "l am quite

well, thereis nothing the matter with me. | want to get up this
moment and dress mysdlf;" for agreat longing came over metojoin
thethe little group downdairs.

"Not so fast, Miss Esther,” she returned, good-humoredly. "Y ou've
had afine deep, to be sure, and young thingswill stand amorta
amount of fatigue; but thereisn't aspeck of color in your face, my
poor lamb. Wdll, well," as| showed signs of impatience--"I won't
disturb Miss Ruth, but | will fetch you some coffee and bread-and-
butter, and we will see how you will fed then."

Mrs. Gill wasadragon in her way, so | resgned myself to her
peremptory kindness. When she trotted off on her charitable errand, |
leaned on my elbow and looked out of the window. It was Sunday
evening, | remembered, and the quiet peacefulness of the scenewasin
strangest contrast to the horrors of yesterday; the wind had lulled,

and the big curling waves ceased to |ook terrible in the sunlight;

the white spray tossed lightly hither and thither, and thelong line

of dark seaweed showed prettily along the yellow sands. The bitter
war of winds and waves was over, and the defeated enemy had retired
with spent fury, and sunk into silence. Could it be adream? had we
redly lived through that dreadful nightmare? But at this moment

Nurse Gill interrupted the painful retrogpect by placing the fragrant
coffee and brown bread-and-butter before me.

| ate and drank eagerly, to please mysdlf aswell as her, and then |
reiterated my intention to get up. It cost me something, however, to
perseverein my resolution. My limbs trembled under me, and seemed to
refuse their support in the strangest way, and the sight of my pale

face dmogt frightened me, and | was grateful to Nurse Gill when she
took the brush out of my shaking hand and proceeded to manipul ate the
long tangled locks.

"Y ou are no more fit than a baby to dressyoursalf, Miss Esther,”
said the good old creature, in avexed voice. "And to think of
drowning dl thisbeautiful hair. Why, thereisseaweed init | do
declare, likeamermaid.”

"The rocks were covered withiit,” | returned, in aweary indifferent
voice, for Mrs. Gill's officiousnesstired me, and | longed to free
mysdf from her kindly hands.

When | was dressed, | crept very dowly downstairs. My courage was

oozing away fast, and | rather dreaded dl the kind inquiries that
awaited me. But | need not have been afraid.

128



Dot clapped his hands when he saw me, and Mr. Lucas put down Flurry
and came to meet me.

"Y ou ought not to have exerted yoursdlf," he said, reproachfully, as

soon as helooked a me; and then he took hold of me and placed mein
thearmchair, and Flurry brought me afootstool and sat down oniit,

Dot climbed up on the arm of the chair and propped himsdlf against

me, and Miss Ruth rose softly from her couch and came across the room
and kissed me.

"Oh, Esther, how paeyou look!" she said, anxioudly.

"Shewill soon have her color back again,” returned Mr. Lucas,
looking a me kindly. I think he wanted to say something, but the

sight of my weakness deterred him. | could not have borne aword. The
tears were very near the surface now, so near that | could only close
my eyesand lean my head againgt Dot; and, seeing this, they very
wisdly left me aone. | recovered mysdlf by-and-by, and was ableto
listen to the talk that went on around me. The children's tongues

were busy as usua; Flurry had gone back to her father, and she and
Dot were keeping up abrisk fire of conversation across the hearth-rug.
| could not see Mr. Lucas face, as he had moved to adark corner,
but Miss Ruth's couch was drawn full into thefirelight, and | could
seethetears glistening on her cheek.

"Don't talk any more about it, my darlings” shesaid at last. "'l
fed asthough | should never deep again, and | am sureit isbad
for Esther.”

"It does not hurt me," | returned, softly. "'l suppose shipwrecked
salorsliketo tak over the dangers they escape; somehow everything
seems o far away and strange to-night, asthough it had happened
months ago.” But though | said this| could not help the nervous

thrill that seemed to pass over me now and then.

"Shall | read to you alittle?" interrupted Mr. Lucas, quietly. "The
children'stak tires your head;" and without waiting for an answer,

he commenced reading some of my favorite hymns and alovely poem, in
alow mellow voice that was very pleasant and soothing.

Nurse cameto fetch Flurry, and then Dot went too, but Mr. Lucas did
not put down the book for along time. | had ceased to follow the
words, theflicker of thefirelight played fitfully before my eyes.

The quiet room, the shaded lamplight, the measured cadence of the
reader's voice, now rising, now faling, lulled me most pleasantly. |

must have fallen adeep at last, for Flossy woke me by pushing his

black nose into my hand; for when | sat up and rubbed my eyes Mr.
Lucas was gone, and only Miss Ruth was laughing softly as she watched
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me.

"Gileswent away haf an hour ago," she said amused at my perplexed
face. "He was 50 pleased when he looked up and found you were adeep.
| believe your pae face frightened him, but | shal tell him you

look much better now."

"My head fedslessbewildered,” was my answer.

"Y ou are beginning to recover yoursdf," she returned, decidedly;
"now you must be agood child and go to bed;" and | rose at once.

As| opened the drawing-room door, Mr. Lucas came out from his study.

"Were you going to give methe dip?' he said, pleasantly. "'l wanted
to bid you good-by, as| shdl be off in the morning before you are
awake."

"Good by," | returned, rather shyly, holding out my hand; but he
kept it amoment longer than usual.

"Esther, you must let methank you," he said, abruptly. "I know but
for you | must have lost my child. A man's gratitude for such amercy
isastrong thing, and you may count meyour friend aslong asl live."

"You arevery good,” | ssammered, "but | have done nothing; and
therewas Dot, you know.” | am afraid | was very awkward, but |
dreaded his speaking to me so, and the repressed emotion of hisface
and voice amogt frightened me.

"There, | have made you quite pdeagan,” he said, regretfully.

"Y our nerves have not recovered from the shock. Well, we will speak
of thisagain; good-night, my child, and deep wel," and with

another kind smile heleft me.

CHAPTER XIX.

A LETTER FROM HOME.

| was s0 young and hedlthy that | soon recovered from the shock, and
inafew days| had regained strength and color. Mr. Lucas had gone
to see mother, and the day after hisvisit shewrote afond

incoherent letter, full of praises of my supposed heroism. Allan, to
whom | had narrated everything fully, wrote more quietly, but the
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underlying tenderness breathed in every word for Dot and me touched
me greatly. Dot had not suffered much; he was alittle more lame, and
his back ached more congtantly. But it was Flurry who came off worg;
her cold was on her chest, and when she threw it off she had abad
cough, and began to grow pae and thin; she was nervous, too, and
woke every night caling out to me or Dot, and before many days were
over Miss Ruth wrote to her brother and told him that Flurry would be
better at home.

We were waiting for his answer, when Miss Ruth brought aletter to
my bedside from mother, and sat down, as usud, to hear the contents,
for | used to read her little bits from my home correspondence, and
she wanted to know what Uncle Geoffrey thought about Flurry. My
sudden exclamation frightened her.

"What iswrong, Esther? It is nothing about Giles?'

"Oh, no!" | returned, the tears sarting to my eyes, "but | must go
home at once; Carrieisvery ill, they are afraid it is an attack of
rheumatic fever. Mother writesin such distress, and thereisa

message from Uncle Geoffrey, asking me to pack up and come to them
without delay. There is something about Furry, too; perhaps you had
better read it."

"I will take the letter away with me. Don't hurry too much, Esther;
wewill talk it over at breskfast, and thereis no train now before
eleven, and nurse will help you to pack.”

That was just like Miss Ruth--no fuss, no unnecessary words, no
adding to my trouble by sdfish regrets at my absence. Shewaslikea
man in that, she never troubled herself about petty details, as most
women do, but just looked straight at the point in question.

Her camness reassured me, and by breakfast-time | was ableto
discuss matters quietly.

"l have sent nurse to your room, Esther,” she said, as she poured
out the coffee; "the children have had their bread and milk, and have
gone out to play; it isso warm and sunny, it will not hurt Flurry.

The pony carriage will be round here at half-past ten, so you will
have plenty of time, and | mean to drive you to the Sation mysdlf.”

"Y ou think of everything,” | returned, gratefully. "Have you reed
theletter? Doesit strike you that Carrieisso very ill?!

"I am afraid s0," she admitted, rductantly; "your mother says she
has been ailing sometime, only shewould not take care of hersdlf,
and then she got wet, and took her classin her damp things. | am
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afraid you have along spell of nursing before you; rheumatic fever
sometimes lastsalong time. Y our uncle says something about atouch
of pleurisy aswdl.”

| pushed away my plate, for | could not eat. | am ashamed to say a
strong fedling of indignation took possession of me.

"Shewould not give up,” | burst out, angrily: "'she would not come
hereto recruit hersdlf, athough she owned shefdt ill; she has

just gone on until her strength was exhausted and shewasnotina
date for anything, and now al thistrouble and anxiety must come on
mother, and sheisnot fit for it."

"Hush, Esther; you must not fed likethis," shereturned, gently.

"Poor Carrie will purchase wisdom dearly; depend upon it, the
knowledge that she has brought on thisillness through her own sdlf-will
will be the sharpest pang of al. Y ou must go homeand bea

comfort to them all, asyou have been our comfort," she added,
swetly; "and, Esther, | have been thinking over things, and you must
trust Dot to me. We shdl al return to the Cedars, most likely
to-morrow, and | will promise not to let him out of my sight.”

And as| regarded her dubioudy, she went on still more eagerly:

"Y ou must let me keep him, Esther. Hurry is so poorly, and she will
fret over the loss of her little companion; and with such a serious
illnessin the house, he would only be an additiona careto you."

And as she seemed so much in earnest, | consented reluctantly to wait
for mother's decision; for, after al, the child would be dull and
neglected, with Jack at school, and mother and me shut up in Carrie's
sck room. Sointhat, asin al ese, MissRuth wasright.

Dot cried alittle when | said good-by to him; he did not like

seeing me go away, and the notion of Carriesillness distressed him,
and Flurry cried, too, because he did, and then Miss Ruth laughed a
them both.

"Youslly children," she sad, "when we are dl going home to-morrow,
and you can walk over and see Esther every day, and take her flowers
and nicethingsfor Carrie." Which view of the case cheered them
immensaly, and we | eft them with their heads very close together,
evidently planning dl sorts of surprisesfor Carrieand me.

Miss Ruth talked very cheerfully up to thelast moment, and then she
grew alittle slent and tearful.

"| shal missyou so, Esther, both here and at the Cedars,” she said
tenderly. "I fed it may be along time before you cometo usagan;
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but there, | mean to see plenty of you," she went on, recovering
hersdlf. "I shdl bring Dot every day, if it be only for afew
minutes” And so she sent me away half comforted.

It was adreary journey, and | was thankful when it was over; there
was no one to meet me at the station, so | took one of the huge
lumbering flies, and adeepy old horse dragged me reluctantly up the
steep Milnthorpe Streets.

It was an odd coincidence, but as we passed the bank and | looked
out of thewindow half absently, Mr. Lucas came down the steps and
saw me, and motioned to the driver to stop.

"l am very sorry to seeyou here" hesad, gravely. "l met Dr.
Cameron just now, and he told me your mother had written to recall
you."

"Did he say how Carriewas?' | interrupted anxioudly.

"Sheisno better, and in agate of great suffering; it ssems she
has been imprudent, and taken a severe chill; but don't let me keep
you, if you areanxiousto go on." But | detained him amoment.

"Furry seems better thismorning,” | observed; "her coughisless
hard."

Helooked rdieved at that.

"I have written for them to come home to-morrow, and to bring Dot,
too; we will take care of him for you, and make him happy among us,
and you will have enough on your hands."

And then he drew back, and went dowly down High street, but the
encounter had cheered me; | was beginning to look on Mr. Lucasasan
oldfriend.

Uncle Geoffrey was on the door-step as | drove up, and we entered
the house together.

"Thisisabad business, | am afraid," he said, in asubdued voice,

as he closed the parlor door; "it goesto one's heart to see that

pretty creature suffer. | am glad, for al our sakes, that Allan will

be here next week." And then | remembered dl at once that the year
was out, and that Allan was coming hometo live; but he had said so
little about it in hislagt lettersthat | was afraid of some

postponement.

"Heisredly coming, then?' | exclamed, in joyful surprise; this
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was good hews.

"Yes, next Thursday; and | shall be glad of the boy'shelp,” he
replied, gruffly; and then he sat down and told me about Carrie.

Foolish girl, her zed had indeed bordered upon madness. It seems
Uncle Geoffrey had taxed her with ilinessafortnight ago, and she

had not denied it; she had even consented to take the remedies
prescribed her in theway of medicine, but nothing would induce her

to rest. Theillness had culminated last Sunday; she had been caught
inaheavy rain, and her thin summer walking dress had been drenched,
and yet she had spent the afternoon as usud at the schools. A
shivering fit that evening had been the result.

" She has gradually got worse and worse," continued Uncle Geoffrey;
"it isnot ordinary rheumatic fever; thereis certainly sciatica, and
atouch of pleurisy; the chill on her enfeebled, worn-out frame has

been deadly, and there is no knowing the mischief that may follow. |
would not have you told before this, for after anasty accident like
yours, aperson isnot fit for much. Let melook at you, child. |

must own you don't sem much amiss. Now listen to me, Esther. | have
elected Deborah head-nurse, and you must work under her orders. Bless
me," catching aglimpse of a crimson disgppointed face, for |

certainly fet cretfalen at this, "achit like you cannot be

expected to know everything. Deb is a splendid nurse; she hasahead
on her shoulders, that woman," with alittle chuckle; "she hasjust

put your mother out of the room, because she saysthat sheisno more
use than a baby, so you will have to wheedle yoursdlf into her good
gracesif you expect to nurse Carrie.”

"Why did you send for me, if you expect meto be of no use?' |
returned, with decided temper, for thisremark chafed me; but he only
chuckled again.

"Deborah sent for you, not 1," he said, in an amused voice. "'Couldn't
we have Miss Esther home? she asked; 'she has her wits about her,'
which | am afraid was a hit at somebody.”

This soothed me down alittle, for my dignity was sadly affronted

that Deborah should be mistress of the sick room. | am afraid after
al that | was not different from other girls, and had not yet

outgrown what mother caled the " porcupine stage” of girlhood, when
onebristlesal over at every supposed dight, armed at every point
with minor prgudices, like "quills upon the fretful porcupine.”

Uncle Geoffrey bade me run dong, for he was busy, so | went
upstairs swallowing discontent with every step, until | looked up and
saw mother's pae sad face watching me from a doorway, and then every
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unworthy feding vanished.

"Oh, my darling, thank Heaven | have you again!" she murmured,
folding mein her loving arms, "my dear child, who has never given me
amoment'sanxiety.” And then | knew how heavily Carrieswillfulness
had weighed on that patient heart.

She drew me hdf weeping into Carrieslittle room, and we sat down
together hand in hand. Theinvaid had been moved into mother's room,
asit waslarge and sunny, and | could hear Deborah moving quietly as

| passed the door.

Mother would not speak about Carrie at first; she asked after Do,
and wasfull of gratitude to Miss Ruth for taking care of him; and
then the dear soul cried over me, and said she had nearly lost us
both, and that but for me her darling boy would have been drowned.
Mr. Lucas had told her so.

"Hewasfull of your praises, Esther,” she went on, drying her eyes,
"he says he and Miss Ruth will be your fast friendsthrough life;
that there is nothing he would not do to show his gratitude; it made
me o proud to hear it."

"It makes me proud, too, mother; but | cannot have you taking about
me, when | am longing to hear about Carrie.”

Mother sighed and shook her head, and then it was | noticed a
tremulous movement about her head, and, oh! how gray her hair was,
amost white under her widow's cap.

"Thereisnot much to say," she said, despondently; "your uncle will
not tell meif shebein actud danger, but helooks graver every
day. Her sufferings are terrible; just now Deborah would not let me
remain, because | fretted so, as though a mother can help grieving
over her child'sagony. Itisal her own fault, Esther, and that
makesit al the harder to bear."

| acquiesced silently, and then | told mother that | had come home
to spare her, and do al | could for Carrie--as much as Deborah would
dlow.

"Y ou must be very prudent, then," shereplied, "for Deborahisvery
jealous, and yet so devoted, that one cannot find fault with her.
Perhaps sheisright, and | am too weak to be of much use, but |
should like you to be with your sster asmuch as possible”

| promised to be cautious, and after alittle more talk with mother
| lad asde my traveling things and stole gently into the sick room.
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Deborah met me on the threshold with uplifted finger and aresolute
"Hush!" on her lips. She looked more erect and angular than ever, and
there was a stern forbidding expression on her face; but | would not
be daunted.

| caught her by both her hands, and drew her, againgt her will, to
the door.

"l want to speak to you," | whispered; and when | had her outside, |
looked straight into her eyes. "Oh, Deb," | cried, "isit not

dreadful for al of us?and | have been in such peril, too. What
should we do without you, when you know all about nursing, and
understand asick room so well? Y ou are everything to us, Deborah,
and we are S0 grateful, and now you must let me help you alittle,
and spare you fatigue. | daresay there are many little thingsyou
could find for meto do."

| do not know about the innocence of the dove, but certainly the
wisdom of the serpent wasin my speech; my humility made Deborah
throw down her aams at once. "Any little thing that | can do,” |
pleaded, and her face relaxed and her hard gray eyes softened.

"Y ou are dwaysready to help abody, Miss Esther, | will say that,
and | don't deny that | am nearly ready to drop with fatigue through
not having my clothes off these three nights. The mistressisno more
help than a baby, not being ableto lift, or to leave off crying.”

"And you will let mehelp you?' | returned, eagerly, alittletoo
eagerly, for she drew hersdf up.

"I won't make any promises, Miss Esther," she sad, rather iffly;

"the magter said | must have help, and | am willing to try what you

can do, though you are young and not used to the ways of asick
room," finished the provoking creature; but | restrained my impatience.

"Any littlething that | can do," | repeated, humbly; and my
forbearance had its reward, for Deborah drew aside to let me pass
into the room, only telling me, rather sharply, to say aslittle

possible and keep my thoughts to mysdlf. Deborah's robust treatment
was certainly bracing, and it gave me a sort of desperate courage;

but the first shock of seeing Carrie was dreadful.

The poor girl lay swathed in bandages, and as | entered the room her
piteous moanings amost broke my heart. Burning with fever, and
racked by pain, she could find no ease or rest.

As| kissed her she shuddered, and her eyeslooked at mewith a
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terrible sadnessin them.

"Oh, my poor dear, how sorry | am!" | whispered. | dared not say
more with Deborah hovering jealoudly in the back-ground.

"Don't be sorry,” she groaned; "I deserved it. | deserveit dl.”

And then she turned away her face, and her fair hair shaded it from
me. Did | hear it aright; and was it awhispered prayer for patience
that caught my ear as she turned away.

Deborah would not let me stay long. She sent me down to have teaand
talk to mother, but she promised that | should come up again by-and-by.

| was surprised as | opened the parlor door to find Mr. Lucastalking

to Uncle Geoffrey and mother with Jack looking up at him with awe-struck
eyes. He came forward with an amused smile, as he noticed my astonished

pause.

"Y ou did not expect to see me here," he said, in hismost friendly
manner; "but | wanted to inquire after your sister. Mrs. Cameron has
been s0 good as to promise me a cup of tea, so you must makeit."

That Mr. Lucas should be drinking tea at mother'stable! somehow, |
could not get over my surprise. | had never seen himin our house
before, and yet in the old times both he and hiswife had been
frequent visitors. Certainly he seemed quite at home.

Mother had lighted her pretty chinalamp, and Uncle Geoffrey had
thrown alog of wood on thefire, and the parlors looked bright and
cozy, and even Jack's hair was brushed and her collar for once not
awry. | suppose Mr. Lucas found it pleasant, for he stayed quite
late, and | wondered how he could keep his dinner waiting so long;
but then Uncle Geoffrey was such a clever man, and could talk so
well. | thought | should haveto leave them at lagt, for it was

nearly the time that Deborah wanted me; but just then Mr. Lucas
looked across at me and noticed something in my face.

"Y ou want to be with your sgter,” he said, suddenly interpreting my
thoughts, "and | am reducing my cook to despair. Good-by, Mrs.
Cameron. Many thanks for a pleasant hour.” And then he shook hands
with usdl, and left the room with Uncle Geoffrey.

"What an agreeable, well-bred man," observed mother. "1 like him
exceedingly, and yet people cal him proud and reserved.”

"Heisnot abit," | returned, indignantly; and then | kissed
mother, and ran upgtairs.
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CHAPTER XX.

"YOU WERE RIGHT, ESTHER."

For many, many long weeks, | might say months, my dally lifewas
lived in Carries sick room.

What amercy it isthat we are not permitted to see the course of
events--that we take moment by moment from the Father's hand, not
knowing what lies before udl

It was September when | had that little altercation with Deborah on
the threshold, and when she drew aside for meto passinto that
dimly-lighted sickroom; it was Christmas now, and | wasthere dtill.
Could | have foreseen those months, with their record of suffering,
their hours of changeless monotony, well might my courage havefailed.
Asit was, | watched the dow progression of nights and days dmost
indifferently; thewals of the sickroom closed round me, shutting me
out from the actua world, and concentrating my thoughts on the

frail girl who wasfighting againgt disease and death.

Soteribleanillness| pray to Heaven | may never see again; sad
complications producing unheard-of tortures, and bringing the
sufferer again and again to the very brink of degath.

"If I could only die: if | were only good enough to be alowed to

die!" that was the prayer she breathed; and there were timeswhen |
could have echoed it, when | would rather have parted with her,
dearly as| loved her, than have seen her so racked with agony; but

it was not to be. The lesson was not completed. There are some who
must be taught to live, who have to take back "the turned lesson,” as
one has beautifully said, and learn it more perfectly.

If I had ever doubted her goodnessin my secret soul, | could doubt
no longer, when | daily witnessed her weakness and her exceeding
patience. She bore her suffering dmaost without complaint, and would
often hide from us how much she had to endure.

"Itisgood to be till." Do you remember that, Esther?' she said
once; and | knew she was quoting the words of one who had suffered.

After thefirst day | had no further difficulty with Deborah; she

soon recognized my usefulness, and gave me my share of nursing
without grudging. | took my turn at the night-watching, and served my
first painful apprenticeship in Sck nurang. Mother could do little
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for us; she could only relieve mefor acouple of hoursin the
afternoon, during which Uncle Geoffrey indsted that | should have
rest and exercise.

Allan did not come home when we expected him; he had to postpone his
intention for a couple of months. Thiswas a sad disappointment, as

he would have helped us so much, and mother's constant anxiety that

my hedlth should not suffer by my close confinement was alittle

trying at times. | was quite wdll, but it was no wonder that my fresh

color faded alittle, and that | grew alittle quiet and subdued. The
absence of life and change must be pernicious to young people; they
want air, movement, a certain tirring of activity and bustle to keep
timewith their warm natures.

Every onewas very kind to me. Uncle Geoffrey would take me on his
rounds, and often Miss Ruth and Flurry would call for me, and drive
me into the country, and they brought me books and fruit and lovely
flowersfor Carrie'sroom; and though | never saw Mr. Lucas during
hisfew brief visits he never failed to send me akind message or to
ask if there was anything he could do for us.

Miss Ruth, or Ruth, as| dways called her now, would sometimes come
up into the sickroom and sit for afew minutes. Carrie liked to see

her, and aways greeted her with asmile; but when Mrs. Smedley heard
of it, and rather peremptorily demanded admittance, she turned very
pale, and cdling meto her, charged me, in an agitated voice, never

to let her in. "l could not see her, | could not," she went on,

excitedly. "I like Miss Ruth; sheis so gentleand quiet. But | want

no one but you and mother.”

Mother once--very injudicioudy, as Uncle Geoffrey and | thought
--tried to shake this resolution of Carrie's.

"Poor Mrs. Smedley seems so0 very grieved and disappointed that you
will not see her, my dear. Thisisthethird time she hascdled this
week, and she has been so kind to you."

"Oh, mother, don't make me see her!" pleaded Carrie, even her lips
turning white; and of course mother kissed her and promised that she
should not be troubled. But when she had Ieft the room Carrie became
very much agitated.

"Sheisthelast | ought to see, for she helped to bring meto this;

she taught me to disobey my mother--yes, Esther, shedid indeed!” as
| expostulated in a shocked manner. " She was dways teling me that
my standard was not high enough--that | ought to look above even the
wisest earthly parents. She said my mother had ol d-fashioned notions
of duty; that things were different in her young days, that, in spite
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of her goodness, she had narrow views, that it wasimpossible for her
even to comprehend me."

"Dear Carrie, surely you could not have agreed with her?" | asked,
gently; but her only answer was a Sigh as she sank back upon her
pillows

It was the evening Allan was expected, | remember. It was December
now, and for nine weeks | had been shut up in that room, with the
exception of my daily walk or drive.

Deborah had gone back to her usua work; it was impossible to spare
her longer. But she dtill helped in the heaviest part of the nuraing,
and camefrom timeto timeto look after us both.

Dot had remained for six weeks at the Cedars; but mother missed him
so0 much that Uncle Geoffrey decided to bring him home; and how glad
and thankful | wasto get my darling back!

| saw very little of him, however, for, strange to say, Carriedid

not care for him and Jack to stay long in the room. | was not

surprised that Jack fidgeted her, for she was restless and noisy, and

her loud voice and awkward mannerswould jar sadly on aninvaid; but
Dot was different.

Inasick room he was as quiet asalittle mouse, and he had such
nice ways. It grieved meto see Carrie shade her eyesin that pained
manner when he hobbled in softly on his crutches.

"Carriedways crieswhen she seesme!” Dot said once, with alittle
quiver of hislips. Alasl we neither of us understood the strange
misery that even the Sght of her afflicted little brother caused her.

Mother had gone downstairs when she had made her little protest

about Mrs. Smedley, and we were |eft done together. | wasresting in
the low cushioned chair Ruth had sent mein the early days of
Carriesillness, and was watching the firein aquiet fashion that

had become habitual to me. The room looked snug and pleasant in the
twilight; thelittle bed on which | dept wasin the farthest corner;
abouquet of hothouse flowers stood on thelittle round table, with

some books Mr. Lucas had sent up for me. It must have looked cheerful
to Carrie as she lay among the pillows; but to my dismay there were
tears on her cheeks-1 could see them glistening in the firdlight.

"Doyoufed lesswell to-night, dear?' | asked, anxioudy, as|
took a seat beside her; but she shook her head.

"I am better, much better,” was her reply, "thanksto you and
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Deborah and Uncle Geoffrey," but her smile was very sad as she spoke.
"How good you have been to me, Esther--how kind and patient!
Sometimes | have looked at you when you were adeep over there, and |
have cried to see how thin and weary you looked in your deep, and

al through me."

"Nonsense," | returned, kissing her; but my voice was not quite clear.

"Allan will say so to-night when he seesyou--you are not the same,
Esther. Y our eyes are graver, and you seem to have forgotten how to
laugh, anditisdl my fault.”

"Dear Carrie, | wish you would not talk s0."

"Let metalk alittleto-night,” she pleaded. "I fed better and
gtronger, and it will be such ardlief totdl you some of my
thoughts. | have been silent for nine weeks, and sometimesthe
pent-up pain has been morethan | could bear.”

"My poor Carrie," stroking the thin white hand on the coverlid.

"Yes, | anthat," she sghed. "Do you remember our old talks
together? Oh, how wise you were, Esther, but | would not listen to
you; you were dl for present duties. | can recollect some of your
words now. Y ou told me our work lay before us, closeto us, at our
very feet, and yet | would stretch out my armsfor more, till my own
burdens crushed me, and | fell beneath them.”

"Y ou attempted too much,” | returned; "your intention was good, but
you overstrained your powers.”

"You are putting it too mildly," she returned, with agreat sadness

in her voice. "Esther, | have had timeto think since | havelain

here, and | have been reviewing your life and mine. | wanted to see
where the fault lay, and how | had missed my path. God was taking
away my work from me; the sacrifice | offered was not acceptable.”

"Oh, my dear, hush!" But shelifted her hand feebly and laid on my
lips

"It was weeks before| found it out, but | think | seeit clearly

now. We were both in earnest about our duty, we both wanted to do the
best we could for others; but, Esther, after all it was you who were

right; you did not turn against the work that was brought to you--

your teaching, and house, and mother, and Dot, and even Jack--all

that camefirgt, and you knew it; you have worked in the corner of

the vineyard that was appointed to you, and never murmured over its
barrenness and narrow space, and so you are ripe and ready for any
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great work that may be waiting for you in the future. 'Faithful in
little, faithful in much'--how often have | applied those wordsto
you!"

| tried to stem the torrent of retrospection, but nothing would
slence her; as she sad hersdf, the pent up fedings must have

their course. But why did she judge hersdf so bitterly? It pained me
inexpressbly to hear her.

"If 1 had only listened to you!" she went on; "but my spiritua
self-will blinded me. | despised my work. Oh, Esther! you cannot
contradict me; you know how hitterly | spoke of the little Thornes;
how | refused to take them into my heart; how scornfully | spoke of
my ornamenta brickmaking."

| could not gainsay her words on that point; | knew her to be wrong.

"I wanted to choose my work; that wasthe fata error. | spurned the
little duties at my feet, and looked out for some great work that |

must do. Teaching thelittle Thornes was hateful to me; yet | could
teach ragged children in the Sunday-school for hours. Mending Jack's
things and talking to mother were wearisome detalls; yet | could tail
through fog and rain in Nightingde lane, and fed no fatigue. My

work wasimpure, my motivestainted by salf-will. Could it be
accepted by Him who was subject to His parents for thirty years, who
worked at the carpenter's bench, when He could have preached to
thousands?' And here she broke down, and wept bitterly.

What could | answer? How could | apply comfort to one so sorely
wounded? And yet through it al who could doubt her goodness?

"Dear Carrie,”" | whigpered, "if thisbe all true, if therebe no
exaggeration, no morbid conscientiousnessin dl you say, dill you
have repented, and your punishment has been severe.”

"My punishment!" shereturned, in avoice amost of despair. "Why do
you speak of it as past, when you know | shall bear the consequences
of my ownimprudencedl my lifelong? Thisiswhat is secretly

fretting me. | try to bow mysdlf to Hiswill; but, oh! it isso hard

not to be alowed to make amends, not to be allowed to have a chance
of doing better for the future, not to be alowed to make up for al

my deficienciesin the past; but just to suffer and be aburden.”

| looked at her with frightened eyes. What could she mean, when she
was getting better every day, and Uncle Geoffrey hoped she might be
downgtairs by Christmas Day?

"Isit possible you do not know, Esther?' she said increduloudly;
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but two red spots came into her thin cheeks. "Have not mother and
Uncle Geoffrey told you?'

"They have told me nothing," | repeated. "Oh, Carrie, what do you
mean? Y ou are not going to die?’

"To die? Oh, no!" in atone of unutterable regret. "Should | be so
sorry for mysdlf if | thought that? 1 am getting well--wdl," with a
dight catching of her breath--"but when | come downgtairs | shdl be
likeDot."

| do not know what | said in answer to thisterrible revelation.

Uncle Geoffrey had never told me; Carrie had only extorted the truth
from him with difficulty. My darling girl acripple! It was Carrie

who tried to comfort me as | knelt sobbing beside her.

"Oh, Esther, how you cry! Don't, my dear, don't. It makes me il

more unhappy. Have | told you too suddenly? But you must know. That
iswhy | could not bear to see Dot come into the room. But | mean to
get over my foolishness™

But | attempted no answer. "Crud, crud!" were the only words that
forced themsdves through my teeth.

"Y ou shdl not say that,”" she returned, stroking my hair. "How can
it be crud if it be meant for my good?| have feared thisall dong,
Esther; the mischief has setinin one hip. It isnot the suffering,

but the thought of my hel plessnessthat frightensme." And here her
sweet eyesfilled with tears.

Oh, how sdfish | was, when | ought to have been comforting her, if
only the wordswould come! And then a sudden thought came to me.

"They dso serve who only stand and wait,” and | repeated theline
softly, and a sort of inspiration came over me.

"Carrie" | sad, embracing her, "thismust be the work theloving
Saviour has now for you to do. Thisisthe Cross He would have you
take up, and He who died to save the sinful and unthankful will give
you grace sufficient to your need.”

"Yes, | begintothink itig" she returned; and alight cameinto

her eyes, and she lay back in a satisfied manner. "1 never thought of
itinthat way; it seemed my punishment--just taking away my work and
leaving me nothing but helplessness and emptiness.”

"And now you will look at it as till more difficult work. Oh,
Carrie, what will mine be compared to that--to see you patient under
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suffering, chearfully enduring, not murmuring or repining? What will
that be but preaching to usdaily?"

"That will do," she answered faintly; "I must think it out. Y ou have
done more for me this afternoon than any one has." And seeing how
exhausted shewas, | 1€ft her, and stole back to my place.

She dept presently, and | sat il in the glimmering firdight,

listening to the sounds downgtairstheat told of Allan'sarriva; but

| could not go down and show my tear-stained face. Deborah came up
presently to lay thelittle tea-table, and then Carrie woke up, and |
waited on her asusud, and tried to coax her failing appetite; and
by-and-by came the expected tap at the door.

Of courseit was Allan; no one but himsdf would come in with that
aert step and chearful voice.

"Wdl, Carrie, my dear," he sad, affectionately, bending over her

as shelooked up a him--whatever hefdt at the sight of her changed
face he kept to himself; he kissed me without aword and took his
seat by the bedside.

"Y ou know, Allan?" she whispered, as he took her hand.

"Yes, | know; Uncle Geoffrey hastold me; but it may not be as bad

as you think--you have much for which to be thankful; for weeks he
never thought you would get over it. What does it matter about the
lameness, Carrie, when you have come back to us from the very jaws of
death?" and hisvoicetrembled alittle.

"| felt badly about it until Esther talked to me," she returned.
"Esther has been such anurseto me, Allan.”

Helooked at me as she said this, and hiseyes glistened. "Esther is
Esther," hereplied, laconicaly; but | knew then how | satisfied him.

"When we were alone together that night--for | waited downstairsto
say good-night to him, while Deborah stayed with Carrie--he suddenly
drew metoward him and looked in my face.

"Poor child," he said, tenderly, "itistime| came hometo relieve
you; you have grown avisonary, unsubstantial Esther, with large
eyesand athin face; but somehow | never liked thelook of you so
wdl."

That made me smile. "Oh, Allan, how niceit isto have you with me
agan!”
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"Nicel | should think so; what walkswe will have, by the bye. |
mean to have Carrie downgtairs before aweek is over; what isthe
good of you both moping upstairs? | shdl dter dl that.”

"Sheistoo weak too move," | returned, dubioudy.

"But sheisnot too week to be carried. Y ou are keeping her too
quiet, and shewantsrousing alittle; she feedstoo much on her own
thoughts, and it isbad for her; sheissuch alittle saint, you

know," continued Allan, half jestingly, "she wantsto beleavened a
little with our wickedness.

"Sheisgood; you would say so if you heard her."

"Not a bit more good than some other people--Miss Ruth, for
example" but | could see from his mischievous eyesthat he was not
thinking of Ruth. How well and handsome he was looking: he had grown
broader, and there was an air of manliness about him--"my bonnie

lad," as| called him.

| went to bed that night with greater contentment in my heart,
because Allan had come home; and even Carrie seemed cheered by the
hopeful view he had taken of her case.

"He thinks, perhaps, that after some years| may not be quite so
helpless," she whispered, as| said good-night to her, and her face
looked composed and quiet in thefading firdight; "anyhow, | meanto
bear it aswdl as| can, and not give you more trouble.”

"I do not think it atrouble," was my answer as her arms released

me; and as| lay awake watching the gleaming shadowsin the room, |
thought how sweet such minigry isto those welove, their very

hel plessness endearing them to us. After dl, thisillness had drawn

us closer together, we were more now as ssters should be, united in
sympathy and growing deeper into each other's hearts. "How pleasant
itistolivein unity!" said the Psalmi<t; and the echo of the words
seemed to linger in my mind until | fell adeep.

CHAPTER XXI.

SANTA CLAUS.

After dl Allan's sanguine prognostication was not fulfilled. The
new year had opened well upon us before Carriejoined the family
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circledowndairs.

But the sickroom was a different place now, when we had Allan's
cheery vigtsto enliven our long evenings. A brighter element seemed
introduced into the house. | wondered if Carriefelt asl did! if her
heart legped up with pleasure at the sound of hismerry whistle, or
the light springing footsteps that seemed everywhere!

Hisvigorouswill seemed to dominate over the whole household; he
would drag me out peremptorily for what he called wholesome exercise,
which meant long, scrambling walks, which sent me homewith tingling
pulses and exuberant spirits, until the atmosphere of the sick room
moderated and subdued them again.

He continued to rdieve me in many ways, sometimes he would comein
upon usin hisquick, aert way, and bundle me and my work-basket
downdairs, ordering meto talk to mother, while he gave Carriea

dose of his company. Perhaps the change was good for her, for |
always fancied she looked less depressed when | saw her again.

Our choice of reading displeased him not alittle; thereligious
biographies and sentimenta sacred poetry that Carrie specialy
affected were returned to the bookshelves by our young physician with
an unsparing hand; he actualy scolded mein no measured termsfor
what he caled my want of sense.

"What agoose you are, Esther,” he said, in adisgusted voice; "but,
there, you women aredl dike," continued the youthful autocrat. "Y ou
pet one another's morbid fancies, and do no end of harm. Because
Carrie wants cheering, you keep her low with al these books, which
feed her gloomy ideas. What do you say? she likesit; wdl, many
peoplelike what is not good for them. | tell you sheisnot in afit

gtate for this sort of reading, and unless you will abide by my

choice of books | will get Uncle Geoffrey to forbid them atogether.”

Carrielooked ready to cry at thisfiercetirade, but | am afraid |

only laughed in Allan'sface; till, we had to mind him. He set meto
work, | remember, on some interesting book of travels, that carried
both of usfar from Milnthorpe, and set us down in wonderful tropica
regions, where we lost oursalves and our troublesin gorgeous
descriptions.

One evening | came up and found Allan reading the "Merchant of
Venice" to her, and actudly Carriewas enjoyingiit.

"Hereads so well," she said, rather gpologeticaly, as she caught
sght of my amused face; she did not like to own even to me that she
found it more interesting than listening to Henry Martyn'slife.
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It charmed us both to hear the sound of her soft laugh; and Allan
went downgtairs well satisfied with the result of his prescription.

On Christmas Eve | had agrest treat. Ruth wanted me to spend the
evening with her; and as she took Carrie into her confidence, she got
her way without difficulty. Carrie arranged every thing; mother was
to st with her, and then Allan and Deborah would help her to bed. |
wasto enjoy mysdlf and have ared holiday, and not come home until
Allan fetched me.

| had quite aholiday feeling as| put on my new cashmere dress.
Ruth had often fetched mefor adrive, but | had not been insdethe
Cedars for months, and the prospect of along evening there was
delicious.

Flurry ran out into the hall to meet me, and even Giles graveface
relaxed into asmile as he hoped "Miss Cameron was better;" but
Flurry would hardly let me answer, she was so eager to show methe
wreaths auntie and she had made, and to whisper that she had hung out
astocking for Santa Clausto fill, and that Santa Claus was going to

fill onefor Dot too.

"Comein, you naughty little chatterbox, and do not keep Esther in
thehall," exclamed Ruth, from the curtained doorway; and the next
minute | had my armsround her. Oh, the dear room! how cozy it |looked
after my months of absence; no other room, not even mother's pretty
drawing-room at Combe Manor, was so entirely to my taste.

There wasthe little square tea-table, as usud, and the dark blue
chinacups and saucers, and thewax candlesin their silver sconces,
and white chinalamp, and the soft glow of the ruddy firelight
playing into the dim corner.

Ruth drew up the low rocking chair, and took off my hat and jacket,
and smoothed my hair.

"How niceyou look Esther, and what a pretty dress! Isthat Allan's
present? But you are fill very thin, my dear.

"Oh, I amdl right,” | returned, cardesdy, for what did it matter

how | looked, now Carrie was better?"Dear Ruth," | whispered, as she
gtill stood beside me, "I can think of nothing but the pleasure of

being with you again.”

"l hope you mean to include mein that last speech,” said avoice
behind me; and there was Mr. Lucas standing laughing at us. He had
come through the curtained doorway unheard, and | rosein somelittle
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confusion to shake hands.

To my surprise, he echoed Miss Ruth's speech; but then he had not
seen me for three months. | had been through so much since we last met.

"What have they been doing to you, my poor child?' Those were
actualy hiswords, and his eyesrested on my face with quitea
grieved, pitying expression.

"Allan told me | wasrather unsubstantia-looking,” | returned,
trying to speak lightly; but somehow the tears cameto my eyes. "l
was S0 tired before he came home, but now | am getting rested.”

"l wonder a Dr. Cameron letting achild like you work so hard,” he
retorted, quite abruptly. He had called me child twice, and | was
elghteen and ahdlf, and feding so old--so old. | fancy Ruth saw my
lip quiver, for she hadtily interposed:

"Let her St down, Giles, and | will give her sometea Shelooksas
cold asalittle starved robin."

And after that no one spoke again of my atered looks. It troubled
me for afew minutes, and then it passed out of my mind.

After dl, it could not be helped if | were alittle thin and worn.

The strain of those three months had been terrible; the daily

spectacle of physica suffering before my eyes, the wakeful nights,

the long monotonous days, and then the shock of knowing that Carrie
must be a cripple, had al been too much for me.

Wetaked about it presently, while Flurry sat likeamouse a my
feet, turning over the pages of anew book of fairy taes. Thekind
sympathy they both showed me broke down the barrier of my girlish
reserve, and | found comfort in speaking of the dreary past. | did
not mind Mr. Lucasin the least: he showed such evident interest in
al | told them. After dinner hejoined us again in the drawing-room,
ingtead of going as usud for ashort timeto his study.

"When are you coming back to stay with us?' he asked, suddenly, as
he stirred the logs until they emitted a shower of sparks.

"Yes," echoed hissger, "Carrieis so much better now that we
think it ishigh time for you to resume your duties; poor Flurry has
been neglected enough.”

My answer was Smply to look at them both; the idea of renewing work
had never occurred to me; how could Carrie spare me? And yet ought |
not to do my part dl the more, now shewaslaid by? For amoment the
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sense of conflicting duties oppressed me.

"Please do not look pale over it," observed Mr. Lucas, kindly; "but
you do not mean, | suppose, to be dways chained to your Sster's
couch? That will do neither of you any good.”

"Oh, no, | must work, of course,” | returned, breathlessly. "Carrie
will not be able to do anything, so it isthe more necessary for me,
but not yet--not until we have her downdtairs.”

"Then wewill give you three weeks grace," observed Mr. Lucas,
coolly. "Itisasyou say, with your usua good sense, absolutely
necessary that one of you should work; and as Flurry has been without
agoverness|ong enough, we shal expect you to resume your dutiesin
three weeks time."

| was alittle perplexed by this speech, it was so dignified and
peremptory; but looking up | could see alittle smile breaking out at
the corner of his mouth. Ruth too seemed amused.

"Very wdl," | returned in the same voice; "I must be punctud, or |
shdl expect my dismisd.”

"Of course you must be punctual,” he retorted; and the subject
dropped, but | perceived hewasin earnest under hisjesting way.
Flurry's governess was wanted back, that was clear.

Asfor me, the mere notion of resuming my daily work at the Cedars
was amost too ddlightful to contemplate. | had an odd ides, that
missing them al had something to do with my sober fedings. | felt

it when | went up to kiss Flurry in her little bed; the darling child
was lying awakefor me.

She made me lie down on the bed beside her, and hugged me close with
her warm arms, and her hair fell over my face like aveil, and then
prattled to me about Santa Claus and the wonderful gifts she expected.

"Will Santa Claus bring you anything, Esther?'

"Not much, | fear," was my amused answer. We were rather agift-loving
family, and at Combe Manor our ddlight had been to |oad the breakfast
table on Christmas day with presentsfor every member of the family,
including servants, but of course now our resources were limited,

and | expected few presents; but in my sparetime | had contrived

afew surprisesin the shape of work. A set of embroidered baby

linen for Furry's best doll, dainty enough for afairy baby; a

white fleecy shawl for mother, and another for Carrie, and a chair-back
for Ruth; shewasfond of pretty things, but | certainly did not look
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for muchin return.

Allan had brought methat pretty dressfrom London, and another for
Carrie, and he had not Fortunatus purse, poor fellow!

"l have got a present for you," whispered FHurry, and | could

imagine how round and eager her eyeswere; | think with alittle
encouragement she would have told me what it was; but | assured her
that | should enjoy the surprise.

"It won't kegp you awake trying to guess, will it?" she asked,
anxioudy; and when | said no, she seemed allittle disappointed.

"Dot has got one too," she observed, presently; but | knew al about
that. Dot was|aborioudy filling an album with his choicest works

of art. Hisfingers were dways stained with paint or Indian ink at
med times, and if | unexpectedly entered the room, | could seea
sguare-shaped book being smuggled away under the tablecloth.

| think these sudden rushes were rather againgt the generd finish

of the pictures, causing in some places an unsightly smudge or a
blotchy appearance. In one page the Tower of Babd was disfigured by
thisvery injudicious haste, and the bricks and the builders were

wholly indistinguishable for asad blotch of ochre; ill, thetitle

page made up for al such defects. "To my dear Sster, Esther, from

her affectionate little brother, Frankie."

"Aunt Ruth has one, too," continued FHurry; but at this point |

thought it better to say good-night. Asit was, | found Allan had

been waiting for me nearly half-an-hour, and pretended to growl a me
for my dawdling, though in redity he was thoroughly enjoying his

tak with Ruth.

Carrie was awake when | entered the room; she waslying watching the
fire. She welcomed me with her sweetest smile, and though | fancied
her cheek waswet as | kissed it, her voice was very tranquil.

"Have you had a pleasant evening, Esther?!
"Very pleasant. Have you missed me very much, darling?’

"I dwaysmissyou," shereplied, gently; "but Allan hasdone his

best to make the time pass quickly. And then dear mother was so good,;
she has been sitting with me ever so long; we have had such anice

talk. Somehow | beginto fed asif | had never known what mother was
before.”

| knew Carrie wanted to tell me dl about it, but | pretended | was
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tired, and that it was time to be adegp. So she said no more; she
was submissveto us even in trifles now; and very soon | heard the
sound of her soft, regular breathing.

Asfor me, | laid wide awake for hours; my evening had excited me.
The thought of resuming my happy duties at the Cedars pleased and
exhilarated me. How kind and thoughtful they had been for my comfort,
how warmly | had been welcomed!

| fell to deep at last, and dreamed that Santa Claus had brought me
amysterious present. The wrappers were so many that Deborah woke me
before | reached thefind. | remember | had quite achildish feding

of disappointment when my pleasant dream was broken.

What a Christmas morning that was! Outside the trees were bending
with hoar frogt, a scanty whitenesslay on the lawn, and the soft
mysterious light of coming snow seemed to envelope everything. Inside
thefire burned ruddily, and Carrie lay smiling upon her pillows,

with alittle parcdl in her outdtretched hands. | thought of my

unfinished dream, and told it to her as | unfolded the silver paper

that wrapped the little box.

"Oh, Carrie!" | exclamed, for there was her little amethyst cross
and beautiful filagree chain; that had been father's gift to her, the
prettiest ornament she possessed, and that had been my secret
admiration for years.

" want you to haveit," shesad, smiling, well pleased a my
astonished face. "'l can never wear it again, Esther; theworld and |
have parted company. | shdl liketo seeyouinit. | wish it were
twice asgood; | wish it were of pricelessvalue, for nothing istoo
good for my deer little sster.”

| was very near crying over thelittle box, and Carrie was praising

the thickness and beauty of her shawl, when in came Dat, with his
scrap-book under hisarm, and Jack, with awonderful pen-wiper she
had concocted, with a cat and kitten she had marvelously executed in
gray cloth.

Nor wasthisdl. Downgtairs a perfect array of parcels was grouped
round my plate. There was abook from Allan, and a beautiful little
traveling desk from Uncle Geoffrey. Mother had been searching in her
jewel case, and had produced a pearl-ring, which she presented to me
with many kisses.

But the greatest surprise of al was till in store for me. Furry's
gift proved to be avery pretty little photograph of herself and
Hossy, setin avelvet frame. Ruth'swas an ivory prayer-book: but
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besdeit lay alittle parcd, directed in Mr. Lucas handwriting,
and anote inside begging me to accept adight tribute of his
gratitude. | opened it with atrembling hand, and therewas an
exquistelittle watch, with ashort gold chain attached to it--a
perfect little beauty, as even Allan declared it to be.

| was only eighteen, and | suppose most girlswould understand my
rgpture a the sight. Until now aslver watch with aplain black
guard had been my only possession; this| presented to Jack on the
spot, and was in consequence nearly hugged to death.

"How kind, how kind!" wasdl | could say; and mother seemed nearly
aspleased as| was. Asfor Uncle Geoffrey and Allan, they took it in
an offhand and masculine fashion.

"Very proper, very prettily done,” remarked Uncle Geoffrey,
approvingly. "Y ou see he has reason to be grateful to you, my dear,
and Mr. Lucasisjust the man to acknowledgeit in the most fitting

way.

"l dways said hewas abrick," was Allan's unceremonious retort.
"It isno more than he ought to have done, for your pluckiness saved
Flurry." But to their surprise | turned on them with hot cheeks.

"I have done nothing, it isal their kindness and goodnessto me:
itisfar too generous. How ever shdl | thank him?' And then |
snatched up my treasure, and ran upstairsto show it to Carrie; and |
do not think there was a happier girl that Christmas morning than
Esther Cameron.

The one drawback to my pleasure was--how | wasto thank Mr. Lucas?
But | was spared this embarrassment, for he and Hurry waited after
sarvicein the porch for us, and walked down High street.

He cameto my sde a oncewith aglimmer of funin hisgrave eyes.

"Wdl, Miss Esther, has Santa Claus been good to you? or has he
taken too greet aliberty?’

"Oh, Mr. Lucas" | began, in astammering fashion, but he held up
his hand peremptorily.

"Not aword, not asyllable, if you please; the debt isal on my
side, and you do not fancy it can be paid in such apatry fashion. |
am glad you are not offended with me, that isal.” And then he
proceeded to ask kindly after Carrie.

His manner set me quite at my ease, and | wasableto talk to him as
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usual. Dot was at the window watching for our approach. He clapped
his hands delightedly at the sight of Mr. Lucasand Hurry.

"l suppose | must comein amoment to seemy littlefriend,” he
sad, inakindly voice, and in another moment he was comfortably
seated in our parlor with Dot climbing on hisknee.

| never remember ahappier Christmastill then, though, thank God, |
have known gtill happier ones since. True, Carrie could not join the
family gathering downgtairs; but after the early dinner we al went

up to her room, and sat in a pleasant circle round thefire.

Only Fred was missing; except the dear father who lay in the quiet
churchyard near Combe Manor; but we had bright, satisfactory |etters
from him, and hoped that on the whole he was doing well.

Wetalked of him agood dedl, and then it was that Dot announced his
grand purpose of being an artist.

"When | anaman,” hefinished, in aseriousvoice, "1 mean to work
harder than Fred, and paint great big pictures, and perhaps some
grand nobleman will buy them of me."

"I wonder what your first subject will be, Frankie?' asked Allan, in
adightly amused voice. He was turning over Dot's scrap-book, and
was looking at the Tower of Babel in apuzzled way.

"The Retreat of the Ten Thousand under Xenophon,” was the perfectly
gartling answer, at which Allan opened his eyesrather widely, and
Uncle Geoffrey laughed. Dot looked injured and alittle cross.

"People dways laugh when | want to talk sense" he said, rather
loftily.

"Never mind, Frankie, we won't laugh any more," returned Allan,
eager to soothe hisfavorite; "it isabig subject, but you have
plenty of yearsto work it out in, and after al thegrand thingin

meistoam high." Which speech, being dightly unintdligible,
moallified Dot'swrath.

CHAPTER XXII.

ALLAN AND | WALK TO ELTHAM GREEN.
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The next great event in our family annaswas Carriesfirs
appearance downgtairs.

Uncle Geoffrey had long wished her to make the effort, but she had
made some excuse and put it off from day to day; but at last Allan
took it into his head to manage things after hisusud arbitrary
fashion, and one afternoon he marched into the room, and, quietly
lifting Carriein hisarms, asthough she were ababy, desired meto
follow with, her crutches, while he carried her downdtairs.

Carrietrembled agood dedl, and turned very white, but she offered

no remonstrance; and when Allan put her down outside the parlor door,
shetook her crutches from mein a patient uncomplaining way that
touched us both.

| dways said we ought to have prepared Dot, but Allan would not
hear of my telling him; but when the door opened and Carrie entered,
walking dowly and painfully, being still unused to her crutches, we
were al gartled by aloud cry from Daot.

"Sheislike me! Oh, poor, poor Carriel” cried thelittle fellow,

with asob; and he brokeinto such afit of crying that mother was

quite upset. It wasin vain we tried to soothe him; that Carrie drew

him toward her with trembling arms and kissed him, and whispered that
it was God'swill, and she did not mind so very much now; he only

kept repesting, "Sheislike me--oh, dear--oh dear! sheislikeme"

in awoe-begone little voice.

Dot was s0 sengtivethat | feared the shock would make himill, but
Allan came at last to the rescue. He had been called out of the room
for amoment, and came back to find a scene of dire confusion--it
took <0 little to upset mother, and redlly it was heartbresking to

al of usto seethe child'sgrief.

"Hallo, sonny, what's up now?" asked Allan, inacomica voice,
lifting up Dot's tear-stained face for anearer ingpection.

"Oh, sheislikeme" gasped Dat; "she has those horrid things, you
know; and it's too bad, it's too bad!" he finished, with another
choking sob.

"Nonsense," returned Allan, with sturdy cheerfulness; "shewon't use
them dways, you silly boy."

"Not aways!" returned Dot, with awoe-begone, puckered-up face.

"Of course nat, you little goose--or gander, | mean; she may haveto
hobble about on them for ayear or two, perhaps longer; but Uncle
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Geoff and | mean to set her al right again--don't we, Carrie?’
Carriegs answer was adubious smile. She did not believein her own
recovery; but to Dot, Allan'swords were full of complete comfort.

"Oh,l ansoglad, | an so glad!” cried the unsdfish little
cregture. 'l don't mind abit for mysdlf; 1 shouldn't be Dot without
my gticks, but it seemed so dreadful for poor Carrie.”

And then, as she kissed him, with tearsin her eyes, he whispered
"that she was not to mind, for Allan would soon make her al right:
he dwaysdid."

Carrietried to be cheerful that evening, but it cost her agreat

effort. It was hard returning to everyday life, without strength or
capacity for itsduties, with no bright prospect dawning in the

future, only along, gray horizon of present moncotony and suffering.
But here the consolation of the Gospel cameto her help; the severe
test of her faith proved itsredlity; and her submission and total
abnegation of will brought her the truest comfort in her hour of need.

Looking back on this part of our lives, | believe Carrie needed just
thisdiscipline; like many other earnest workers she made anidol of
her work. It cost her months of suffering before she realized that
God does not dways need our work; that a chastened will ismore
acceptable to Him than the labor we think so all-sufficient. Sad
lesson to poor human pride, that believes so much inits own efforts,
and yet that many aonelad by in thevigor of lifeand work, hasto
learn so painfully. Oh, hardest of al work, to do nothing while
otherstoil round us, to wait and look on, knowing God's ways are not
our ways, that the patient endurance of helplessnessisthe duty
ordained for ug!

Carrie had to undergo another ordeal the following day, for shewas
just settled on her couch when Mrs. Smedley entered unannounced.

| had never liked Mrs. Smedley; indeed, a onetime | was very near
hating her; but | could not help feeling sorry for the woman when |
saw how her face twitched and worked at the sight of her favorite.

Carrie's atered looks must have touched her conscience. Carriewas
alittle nervous, but she soon recovered hersdlf.

"Y ou must not be sorry for me," she said, taking her hand, for
actualy Mrs. Smedley could hardly speak; tears stood in her hard
eyes, and then she motioned to meto leave them together.

| never knew what passed between them, but | am sure Mrs. Smedley
had been crying when | returned to the room. Sherose at once, making
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some excuse about the lateness of the hour--and then she did what she
never had done before--kissed me quite affectionately, and hoped they
would soon see me at the vicarage.

"There, that isover,” said Carrig, asif to hersdf, in ardieved
tone; but she did not seem digposed for any questioning, so | let her
close her eyes and think over theinterview in slence.

The next day was avery eventful one. | had made up my mind to spesk
to mother and Carrie that morning, and announce my intention of going
back to the Cedars. | was afraid it would be rather ablow to Carrie,
and | wanted to get it over.

In two or three days the three weeks |eave of absence would be over
--Ruth would be expecting to hear from me. Theold saying, " _L'homme
propose, Dieu dispose " wastrueinthiscase. | had little idea

that morning, when | came down to breakfast, that all my cherished
planswereto be st aside, and dl through old Aunt Podgill.

Why, | had never thought of her for years; and, asfar as| can

tell, her name had not been mentioned in our family circle, except on
the occasion of dear father's death, when Uncle Geoffrey observed
that he or Fred must write to her. She was father'sand Uncle
Geoffrey's aunt, on their mother's side, but she had quarreled with
them when they were mere lads, and had never spoken to them since.
Uncle Geoffrey was most in her black books, and she had not deigned
to acknowledge his|etter.

"A cantankerous old woman," | remember he had called her on that
occasion, and had made no further effort to propitiate her.

It was rather ashock, then, to hear Aunt Podgill's name uttered in
aloud voice by Allan, as| entered the room, and my surprise
deepened into astonishment to find mother was absolutely crying over
ablack-edged | etter.

"Poor Mrs. Podgill isdead,” explained Uncle Geoffrey, in rather a
subdued voice, as| looked at him.

But the news did not affect me much; | thought mother's handkerchief
need hardly be applied to her eyes on that account.

"That isapity, of course; but, then, none of usknew her," |

remarked, coldly. " She could not have been very nice, from your
account, Uncle Geoffrey, so | do not know why we have to be so sorry
for her death,” for | was as aggrieved as possible a the sght of
mother's handkerchief.
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"Well, she was a cantankerous old woman," began Uncle Geoffrey; and
then he checked himself and added, "Heaven forgive me for spesking
againgt the poor old creature now sheisdead.”

"Yes, indeed, | have agreat respect for Aunt Podgill,” put in
Allan; and | thought hisvoice wasrather curious, and therewasa
repressed mirthful gleam in hiseyes, and dl the time mother went on

aying.

"Oh, my dear," she sobbed at last, "I am very foolishto be so
overcome; but if it had only comein Frank's-in your father'stime,
it might--it might have saved him;" and here she broke down.

"Ah, to be sure, poor thing!" gaculated Uncle Geoffrey ina
sympathizing tone; "that iswhat istroubling her; but you must cheer

up, Dorg, for, as| have dwaystold you, Frank was never meant to be
along-lived man."

"What are you dl talking about?"' | burst out, with vexed

impatience. "What has Mrs. Podgill's desth to do with father? and why
ismother crying? and what makes you al so mysterious and tiresome?”
for | was exasperated at the incongruity between mother's tears and
Allan'samused face.

"Tdl her," gasped out mother: and Uncle Geoffrey, clearing his
voice, proceeded to be spokesman, only Allan interrupted him at every
word.

"Why, you see, child, your mother isjust alittle upset at
receiving some good news--"

"Battling good news," put in Allan.

"Itisnaturd for her, poor thing! to think of your father; but we
tell her that if he had been dive things would have shaped
themsdves differently--"

"Of coursethey would," from thet tiresome Allan.

"Aunt Podgill, being a cantankerous--1 mean a prejudiced--person,
would never have forgotten her grudge againgt your father; but asin

our last moments 'conscience makes cowards of usal,’ as Shakespeare
has it"--Uncle Geoffrey always quoted Shakespeare when he was
agitated, and Allan said, "Hear, hear!" softly under hisbreath--"she
could not forget the natural claims of blood; and so, my dear,”

clearing histhroat alittle more, "she has|eft dl her little

fortune to your mother; and apretty little penny it is, close upon

seven hundred ayear, and the furniture besides.”
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"Uncle Geoffrey!" now it was my turn to gasp. Jack and Dot burst out
laughing at my astonished face; only Dot squeezed my hand, and
whispered, "Isnt it splendid, Esse?" Mother looked & me tearfully.

"It isfor your sakes| am glad, that my darling girls may not have
to work. Carrie can have every comfort now; and you can stay with us,
Esther, and we need not be divided any longer."

"Hurrah," shouted Dot, waving his spoon over hishead; but | only
kissed mother without speaking; a strange, unaccountable feding
prevented me. If we wererich--or rather if we had thisindependence
--I must not go on teaching Flurry; my duty was a home with mother
and Carrie.

| could have besten mysdlf for my selfishness; but it wastrue.
Humiliating asit isto confessit, my first feding was regret that
my happy days at the Cedars were over.

"Y ou do not seem pleased,” observed Allan, shrewdly, as he watched me.

"I am 0 profoundly astonished that | am not capable of feding,” |
returned hadtily; but | blushed alittle guiltily.

"It isalmost too good to believe," hereturned. "1 never liked the
idea of you and Carrie doing anything, and yet it could not be
helped; so now you will al be ableto stay at home and enjoy
yoursalves"

Mother brightened up vigbly at this.

"That will be nice, will it not, Esther? And Dot can have his
lessonswith you asusual. | was so afraid that Miss Ruth would want
you back soon, and that Carrie would be dull. How good of your Aunt
Podgill to make usal so happy! And if it were not for your father--"
and here the dear soul had recourse to her handkerchief again.

If I was dlent, no one noticed it; every onewas so eager in

detailing hisor her plansfor the future. It was quite arelief when

the lengthy breakfast was over, and | wasfreeto go and tell Carrie;
somehow in the general excitement no one thought of her. | reproached
mysdf still morefor my selfishness, and called mysdf al manner of

hard nameswhen | saw the glow of pleasure on her paleface.

"Oh, Esther, how nice! How pleased dear mother must be! Now we shall

have you dl to ourselves, and you need not be spending al your days
away from us™"
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How strange! Carrie knew of my warm affection for Ruth and FHurry,
and yet it never occurred to her that | should missmy daily
intercourse with them. It struck me then how often our nearest and
dearest misunderstand or fail to enter into our fedlings.

The thought recurred to me more than once that morning when | sat at
my work listening to the discussion between her and mother. Carrie
seemed adifferent creature that day; the wonderful news had lifted
her out of herself, and she rgjoiced so fully and heartily in our

good fortune that | was still more ashamed of mysdlf, and yet | was
glad too.

"It seems so wonderful to me, mother,” Carriewas saying, in her
Swest serious way, "that just when | waslaid by, and unable to keep
myself or any one elsg, that this provision should be made for us."

"Y es, indeed; and then thereis Dot, too, who will never be ableto
work," observed mother.

It was lucky Dot did not hear her, or we might have had areproachful
_resume_of hisartigtic intentions.

"Dear mother, you need not be anxious any longer over the fortune of
your two cripples,” returned Carrie, tenderly. "1 shall not fed so

much a burthen now; and then we shdl have Esther to ook after us.”
And they both looked at mein apleased, affectionate way. What could
| do but put down my work and join in that innocent, loving talk?

At our early dinner that day Allan seemed alittle preoccupied and
slent, but toward the close of the medl he addressed mein his
off-hand fashion.

"I want you to come out with me this afternoon; mother can ook
after Carrie”

"Itisahdf holiday; may | cometoo?' added Jack, coaxingly.

"Wait till you are asked, Miss Jacky," retorted Allan good-humoredly.
"No, | don't want your ladyship's company this afternoon; | must

have Esther to mysdlf." And though Jack grumbled and looked
discontented, he would not change his decision.

| had made up my mind to see Ruth, and tell her al about it; but it
never entered my head to dispute Allan'swill if he wanted meto walk
with him. I must give up Ruth, that wasdl; and | hurried to put on

my things, that | might not keep him waiting, as he possessed his

full share of masculine impatience.
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| thought that he had some plan to propose to me, but to my surprise
he only talked about the most trivia subjects-the weether, the
state of the roads, the prospects of skating.

"Wherearewe going?' | asked at last, for we were passing the
Cedars, and Allan rardly walked in that direction; but perhaps he had
apatient to see.

"Only to Eltham Green," hereturned briefly.

The answer was puzzling. Eltham Green was hdf amilefromthe
Cedars, and there was only one house there, beside afew scattered
cottages, and | knew Uncle Geoffrey's patient, Mr. Anthony Lambert,
who lived there, had died about a month ago.

AsAllan did not seem digposed to be communicetive, | |et the matter
rest, and held my peace; and afew minutes quick walking brought us
to the place.

It was alittle common, very wild and tangled with gorse, and in

summer very picturesque. Some elms bordered the road, and there was a
large clear-looking pond, and flocks of geese would waddle over the
common, hissng and thrusting out their yellow hillsto every passer-by.

The cottages were pretty and rustic-looking, and had gay little
gardensin front. They belonged to Mr. Lucas, and Eltham Cottage, as
Mr. Lambert's house was called, was his property aso.

Flurry and | had aways been very fond of the common, where Flossy
had often run barking round the pond, after afamily of yelow
ducklings.

"Eltham Cottageis till to let,” | observed, looking up at the
board; "it issuch apretty house"

Allan made no response to that, but bade me enter, as he wanted to
look at it.

It was along, two-storied cottage, with averandaal round it, and
in summer aprofusion of flowers--roses and clematis, and a splendid
passi onflower--twined round the pillars and covered the porch.

The woman who admitted us ushered usinto acharming little hall,

with a painted window and a glass door opening on to the lawn. There
wasasmall room on one side of it, and on the other the dining room
and drawing-room. The last was avery long, pleasant room, with three
windows, al opening French fashion on to the veranda, and another
glassdoor leading into a pretty little conservatory.
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The garden was smdll, but very tastefully laid out; but therewasa
southern wall, where peaches and nectarines were grown, and beehives
stood, and some pretty winding walks, which led to snug nooks, where
fernsor violets were hidden.

"What asweset place!” | exclaimed, admiringly, a which Allan looked
exultant; but he only bade me follow him into the upper rooms.

These were satisfactory in every respect. Some were of sunny aspect,
and looked over the garden and some large park-like meadows, the
front ones commanded the common.

"Thereisnot abad roomin the house," said Allan; and then he made
me admire the linen-presses and ol d-fashioned cupboards, and the
bright red-tiled kitchen looking out on alaurestinus walk.

"Itisadear housal" | exclamed, enthusiagticdly, a which Allan
looked well-pleased. Then hetook me by the arm, and drew meto a
little window-seat on the upper landing--a proceeding that reminded
me of the days at Combe Manor, when | sat waiting for him, and
looking down onthelilies.

"I am glad you think s0," he said, solemnly; "for | wanted to ask
your advice about an idea of mine; it came into my head thismorning
when we were dl taking and planning, that this house would be just
the thing for mother.”

"Allan!" | exclaimed, "you redly do not mean to propose that we
should leave Uncle Geoffrey?"

"No, of course not," with atouch of impatience, for hewasdwaysa
little hasty if people did not grasp his meaning at once, "but, you,

see, housesin Milnthorpe are scarce, and we are rather too tight a

fit a present. Besides, it isnot quiet enough for Carrie: the noise

of the carts and gigs on Monday morning jars her terribly. What |
proposeis, that you should dl settle down herein this pretty
countrified little nook, and take Uncle Geoff and Deb with you, and
leave Martha and me to represent the Cameronsin the old housein the
High street.”

"But, Allan--" | commenced, dubioudy, for | did not like the idea
of leaving him behind; but he interrupted me, and put his views more
forcibly before me.

Carrie wanted quiet and country air, and so did Dot, and the
conservatory and garden would be such adelight to mother. Uncle
Geoffrey would be dull without us, and therewas anice little room
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that could befitted up for him and Jumbles, hewould driveinto his
work every morning and he--Allan--could walk out and see us on two
or three eveningsin the week.

"I must be there, of course, to look after the practice. | am afraid

| am cut out for an old bachelor, Esther, like Uncle Geoff, for | do
not fed at dl dismd at the thought of having ahouseto mysdlf,”
finished Allan with hisboyish laugh.

CHAPTER XXIII.

TOLD IN THE SUNSET.

Wheat aclever head Allan had! | always said there was more in that
boy than half adozen Freds! To think of such ascheme coming into
hismind, and driving usal nearly wild with excitement!

Allan's strong will bore down dl opposition. Mother'sfeeble
remonstrances, which came from a sheer terror of change; even Uncle
Geoffrey's sturdy refusal to budge an inch out of the old house where
he had lived so long, did not weigh astraw againgt Allan's solid
reasoning.

It took avast amount of talking, though, before our young autocrat
achieved hisfind victory, and went off flushed and eager to settle
preliminarieswith Mr. Lucas. It was all seded, Sgned, and
ddivered before he came back.

The pretty cottage at Eltham wasto be ours, furnished with Aunt
Podgill's good old-fashioned furniture, and in the early days of
April we were to accomplish our second flitting.

The only remaining difficulty was about Jack; but thisUncle

Geoffrey solved for us. The gig would bring him into Milnthorpe every
morning, and he could easily drive Jack to her school, and the walk
back would be good for her. In dark, wintry weather she could return
with him, or, if occasion required it, she might be aweekly boarder.

Mr. Lucas came back with Allan, and formally congratulated mother on
her good fortune.

| do not know if it were my fancy, but he seemed alittle grave and
congtrained in his mannersthat evening, and scarcely addressed me at
al until the close of hisvist.
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"Under the circumstances | am afraid Hurry will haveto lose her
governess,” he said, not looking at me, however, but at mother; and
though | opened my lipsto reply, my mother answered for me.

"Wadl, yes, | am afraid so. Carrie depends so much on her sigter.”

"Of course, of course," hereturned, hagtily; and actudly he never
said another word, but got up and said good-by to mother.

But | could not et him go without aword after dl hiskindnessto
me; 0, as Allan had gone out, | followed him out into the hall,
though he tried to wave me back.

"Itiscold; | shal not open the hail door while you stand there,
Miss Egther,"

"Oh, | do not mind the cold onehit," | returned, nervoudy; "but |

want to speak to you amoment, Mr. Lucas. Will you give Ruth my love,
and tell her | will come and talk to her to-morrow, and--and | am so
sorry to part with Hurry."

"Y ou are not more sorry than shewill be," he returned, but not in
his old naturad manner; and then he begged me so decidedly to go back
into the warm room that | dared not venture on another word.

It was very unsatisfactory; something must have put him out, |

thought, and | went back to mother fegling chilled and uncomfortable.
Oh, dear! how dependent we are for comfort on the words and manners
of those around us.

| went to the Cedars the following afternoon, and had along
comfortable talk with Ruth. She even laid aside her usud quiet
undemondirativeness, and petted and made much of me, though she
laughed alittle a what she caled my solemn face.

"Confess now, Esther, you are not abit pleased about al thismoney!™

"Oh, indeed | am," | returned, quite shocked at this. "l am so
ddighted for mother and Dot and Carrie.”

"But not for yoursdf," she perssted.
Therewas no deceiving Ruth, so | made afull confesson, and
stammered out, in greet confusion, that | did not like losing her and

Furry; that it was wrong and selfish, when Carrie wanted me so; but
| knew that even at Eltham | should missthe Cedars.
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She seemed touched at that. "Y ou are afaithful soul, Esther; you
never forget akindness, and you cannot bear even adight separation
from those you love. We have spoiled you, | am afraid.”

"Yes, indeed,” | returned, rather sadly, "you have been far too good
tome"

"That isamatter of opinion. Well, what am | to say to comfort you,
when you find fault with even your good luck? Will it make you any
better to know we shall dl missyou dreadfully? Even Giles owned as
much; and asfor Flurry, we had quite a piece of work with her."

"Mr. Lucas never even said hewas sorry,” | returned, in apiqued
voice. It wastrue | was quite spoiled, for | even felt aggrieved

that he did not join usin the drawing-room, and yet | knew hewasin
the house.

"Oh, you do not know Giles" she answered, brightly; "heisone of
the unsdlfish ones, he would not have damped what he thought your
happiness for the world. Y ou see, Esther, no onein their senses
would ever believe that you were really sorry a your stroke of good
fortune; it isonly | who know you, my dear, that can understand how
thetis"

Did she undergand? Did | redlly understand mysdlf? Anyhow, | felt
horribly abashed while she was spesking. | felt | had been conducting
mysdf in an unfledged girlish fashion, and that Ruth, with her gaid
COMMON Sense, Was reproving me.

| determined then and there that no more foolish expression of
regret should cross my lips; that | would keep al such nonsenseto
mysdlf; so when Furry ran in very tearful and desponding, | took
Ruth's cue, and talked to her as cheerfully as possible, giving her
such vivid descriptions of the cottage and the garden, and the dear
little honeysuckle arbor where Dot and she could have teg, that she
speedily forgot al her regretsin delicious anticipations.

"Yes, indeed," observed Ruth, as she benevolently contemplated us,
"l expect Hurry and | will be such congtant visitorsthat your

mother will complain that there is no end of those tiresome Lucases.
Run aong, Furry, and seeif your father meansto comein and have
sometea Tdl him Esther ishere”

Furry was along time gone, and then she brought back amessage
that her father was too busy, and she might bring him a.cup there,
and that shewasto give hiskind regards to Miss Cameron, and that
wasdl.
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| went home shortly after that, and found mother and Carrie deep in
discussion about carpets and curtains. They both said | looked tired
and cold, and that Ruth had kept me too long.

"I think | am getting jedlous of Ruth,” Carrie said, with agentle
amile

And somehow the remark did not please me; not that Carrieredly
meant it, though; but it did strike me sometimes that both mother and
she thought that Ruth rather monopolized me.

My viststo the Cedars became very rare after this, for we were

soon engrossed with the bustle of moving. For more than six weeks |
trudged about daily between our house and Eltham Cottage. There were
carpetsto be fitted, and the furniture to be adapted to each room,

and when that was done, Allan and | worked hard in the conservatory;
and here Ruth often joined us, bringing with her arare fern or plant

from the well-stocked greenhouses at the Cedars. She used to sit and
watch us at our labors, and say sometimes how much she wished she
could help us, and sometimes she spent an hour or two with Carrieto
make up for my absence.

| rather reveled in my hard work, and grew happier every day, and
the cottage did look so pretty when we had finished.

Ruth waswith medl the lagt afternoon. Welighted firesin dl the
rooms, and they looked so cozy. The table in the dining-room was
gpread with Aunt Podgill's best damask linen and her massve
old-fashioned silver; and Deborah was actualy baking her famous
griddle cakes, to the admiration of our new help, Dorcas, before
thefirg fly, with mother and Carrie and Dot, drove up to the

door. | shall never forget mother's pleased look as she stood in
thelittle hall, and Carri¢swarm kiss as | welcomed them.

"How beautiful it dl lookd" she exclamed; "how home-likeand
bright and cozy; you have managed so well, Esther!”

"Esther dways manages well," observed dear mother, proudly. The
extent to which she believed in me and my resources was astonishing.
Shefollowed meal over the house, praising everything. | wasglad
Ruth heard her, and knew that | had done my best for them dl. Allan
accompanied the others, and we had quite amerry evening.

Ruth stayed to tea. "She was redly becoming one of usl" as mother
observed; and Allan took her home. We al crowded into the porch to
see them off; even Carrie, who was getting quite nimble on her
crutches. It wasawarm April night; the little common was flooded
with moonlight; the spring flowerswere degping in the whiterays,
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and the limes glistened like silver. Uncle Geoffrey and | walked with
them to the gate, while Ruth got into her pony carriage.

| did not like saying good-night to Allan; it seemed so strange for
him to be going back to the old house done; but he burst into one of
hisringing laughswhen | told him so.

"Why, | likeit," he said, cheerily; "it isgood fun being monarch

of dl | survey. Didnt | tell you | was cut out for an old bachelor?

Y ou must come and make teafor me sometimes, when | can't get out
here." And then, in amore serious voice, he added, "It does put one
into such good spirits to see mother and you girls safein this

pretty nest."

| had never been idle; but now the day never seemed long enough for
my numerous occupations, and yet they were summer days, too.

The early risng was now an enjoyment to me. | used to work inthe
garden or conservatory before breakfast, and how delicious those
hours werewhen the birdsand | had it dll to ourselves; and | hardly
know which sang the loudest, for | was very happy, very happy indeed,
without knowing why. | think this unreasoning and unreasonable
happinessis an attribute of youth.

| had got over my foolish disappointment about the Cedars. Ruth kept
her word nobly, and she and Flurry came perpetudly to the cottage.
Sometimes | spent an afternoon or evening at the Cedars, and then |
aways saw Mr. Lucas, and he was most friendly and pleasant. He used
to talk of coming down one afternoon to see how | was getting on with
my fernery, but it was along time before he kept his promise.

Thebrief cloud, or whatever it was, had vanished and he was his own
genid sdf. Flurry had not another governess, but Ruth gave her
lessons sometimes, and on her bad days her father heard them. It was
rather desultory teaching, and | used to shake my head rather
solemnly when | heard of it; but Ruth dways said that Gileswished

it to be so for the present. The child was not strong, and was

growing fast, and it would not hurt her to runwild alittle.

When breskfast was over, Dot and | worked hard; and in the afternoon
| generdly read to Carrie; she wasfar less of aninvalid now, and

used to busy hersalf with work for the poor while shelay on her

couch and listened. She used to get mother to help her sometimes, and
then Carrie would look so happy as she planned how this garment was
to be for old Nanny Stables, and the next for her little grandson

Jemmy. With returning strength came the old, unselfish desireto

benefit others. It put her quite into spirits one day when Mrs.

Smedley asked her to cover some books for the Sunday school.
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"How good of her to think of it; it isjust work that | can do!" she
sad, gratefully; and for the rest of the day she looked like the old
Carrieagain.

Allan cameto see us nearly every evening. Oh, those delicious
summer evenings! how vividly even now they seem to rise before me,
though many, many happy years lie between me and them.

Somehow it had grown a sort of habit with usto spend them on the
common. Mother loved the sweet fresh air, and would sit for hours
among the furze bushes and gorse, knitting placidly, and watching the
children at their play, or the cottagers a work in their gardens;

and Uncle Geoffrey, in hisold felt hat, would St beside her,

reading the papers.

Allan used to tempt Carrie for astroll over the common; and when
shewastired he and Jack and | would saunter down some of thelong
country lanes, sometimes hunting for glow-wormsin the hedges,
sometimes extending our walk until the moon shone over the silent
fields, and the night became sweet and dewy, and the hedgerows
glimmered drangdly in the uncertain light.

How cozy our little drawing-room adways|ooked on our return! The
lamp would be lighted on the round table, and the warm perfume of
flowers seemed to steep the air with fragrance; sometimesthe glass
door would lie open, and gray moths come circling round the light,
and outsde lay thelawn, Slvered with moonlight. Allan used to
leave usregretfully to go back to the old house a Milnthorpe; he
said we were such asnug party.

When Carrie began to visit the cottages and to gather the children
round her couch on Sunday afternoons, | knew she was her old sdlf
again. Day by day her sweet face grew cdmer and happier; her eyes
lost their sad wistful expression, and alittle color touched her wan
cheeks.

Truly she often suffered much, and her lameness was a sad hindrance
inthe way of her usefulness; but her hands were always busy, and on
her well days she spent hoursin the cottages reading to two or three
old people, or ingtructing the younger ones.

It was touching to see her so thankful for the fragments of work

that till fell to her share, content to take the humblest task, if

sheonly might give but "acup of cold water to one of theselittle

ones;" and sometimes | thought how dearly the Good Shepherd must love
the gentle creature who was treading her painful life-path so

lovingly and patiently.
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| often wondered why Mr. Lucas never kept his promise of coming to
see us, but one evening when Jack and Allan and | returned from our
groll we found him gtting talking to mother and Uncle Geoffrey.

| was so surprised at his sudden appearance that | dropped some of
the flowers| held in my hand, and he laughed as he hel ped meto pick
them up.

"l hope | haven't sartled you," he said, as we shook hands.

"No--that is-I never expected to see you here thisevening,” |
returned, rather awkwardly.

"Take off your hat, Esther," said mother, in an odd tone; and |

thought she looked flushed and nervous, just as she doeswhen she
wantsto cry. "Mr. Lucas has promised to have supper with us, and, my
dear, he wants you to show him the conservatory and the fernery."

It was till daylight, though the sun was setting fast; we hed
returned earlier than usud, for Allan had to go back to Milnthorpe,
and he bade us goodnight hastily as | prepared to obey mother.

Jack followed us, but mother called her back, and asked her to go to
one of the cottages and fetch Carrie home. Such a glorious sunset met
our eyes as we stepped out on the lawn; the clouds were amarve of
rose and violet and golden splendor; the windows of the cottage were
glittering with the reflected beams, and a ddicious scent of lilies
wasintheair.

Mr. Lucas seemed in one of his grave moods, for he said very little
until we reached the winding walk where the ferns were, and then----

| am not going to repeat what he said; such words are too sacred,

but it came upon me with the shock of athunderbolt what he had been
telling mother, and what he was trying to make me understood, for |
was so stupid that | could not think what he meant by asking meto
the Cedars, and when he saw that, he spoke more plainly.

"Y ou must come back, Esther; we cannot do without you any longer,”
he continued very gently, "not as Flurry's governess, but as her
mother, and asmy wife."

Hewas very patient with me, when he saw how the suddenness and the
wonder of it dl upset me, that aman like Mr. Lucas could love me,

and be so clever and superior and good. How could such amarvelous
thing have happened?
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And mother knew it, and Uncle Geoffrey, for Mr. Lucas had taken
advantage of my absence to speak to them both, and they had given him
leave to say thisto me. Wdll, there could be no uncertainty in my
answer. | already reverenced and venerated him above other men, and
the rest came easy, and before we returned to the house the first
strangeness and timidity had passed; | actualy asked him--summoning
up al my courage, however--how it was he could think of me, amere
girl without beautty, or cleverness, or any of the ordinary

attractions of girlhood.

"I don't know," he answered, and | knew by his voice he was smiling;
"it has been coming on along time; when people know you they don't
think you plain, Esther, and to me you can never be so. | first knew
what | redly felt when | came out of the room that dreadful night,

and saw you standing with drenched hair and white face, with Dot in
your arms and my precious Flurry clinging to your dress, when | saw
you tottering and caught you. | vowed then that you, and none other,
should replace Furry's dead mother;" and when he had said this|
asked no more.

CHAPTER XXIV.

RINGING THE CHANGES.

When Mr. Lucas took me to mother, she kissed me and shed abundance
of tears.

"Oh, my darling, if only your poor father could know of this" she
whispered; and when Uncle Geoffrey's turn came he seemed amost as
touched.

"What on earth are we to do without you, child?' he grumbled, wiping
his eye-glasses. "There, go dong with you. If ever agirl deserved a
good husband and got it, you are the one."

"Yes, indeed," Sghed mother; "Esther isevery onesright hand.”

But Mr. Lucas sat down by her side and said something so kind and
comforting that she soon grew more cheerful, and | went up to Carrie.

Shewasregting alittlein the twilight, and | knelt down beside

her and hid my face on her shoulder, and now the happy tearswould
find avent.
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"Why, Esther--why, my dear, what does this mean?" she asked,
anxioudy; and then, with asudden conviction dawning on her, she
continued in an excited voice--"Mr. Lucasis here; he has been saying
something, he--he----" And then | managed somehow to stammer out the
truth.

"l am s0 happy; but you will miss me so dreadfully, darling, and so
will Dot and mother.”

But Carrietook mein her arms and silenced me at once.

"Weare dl happy in your happiness; you shdl not shed atear for
us-—-not one. Do you know how glad | am, how proud | fedl that he
should think so highly of my precious sster! Whereishe? Let me get

up, that I may welcome my new brother. So you and your dear Ruth will
besders” shesad, rdlying mein her gentle way, and that made

me smile and blush.

How good Carrie was that evening! Mr. Lucas was quite touched by her
few sweet words of welcome, and mother looked quite relieved at the
sght of her bright face.

"What message am | to take to Ruth?" he said to me, as we stood
together in the porch later on that evening.

"Give her my dear love, and ask her to cometo me," was my
half-whispered answer; and as | went to bed that night Carrie's
wordsrang in my ears like sweetest music--" ou and Ruth will be
gders”

But it was Allan who was my firgt vigitor. Directly Uncle Geoffrey
told him what had happened, he put on his broad-brimmed straw hat,
and leaving Uncle Geoffrey to attend to the patients, came striding
down to the cottage.

He had burst open the door and caught hold of me before | could put
down Dot'slesson book. Thelittle fellow |ooked up amazed at his
radiant face.

"What abrick you are, Esther, and what abrick heid" fairly
hugging me. "'l never was S0 pleased a anything in my life. Hurrah
for Mr. Lucas at the Cedard" and Allan threw up his hat and caught
it. No wonder Dot looked mystified.

"What does he mean?" asked the poor child; "and how hot you look,
Esse"

"Ligento me, Frankie," returned Allan, dtting down by Dot. "The

170



jolliest thing in the world has happened. Esther has made her

fortune; sheis going to have agood husband and arich husband, and
oneweshdl dl like, Dot; and not only that, but shewill havea

dear little daughter aswell."

Dot fairly gasped as he looked at us both, and then he asked me
rather piteoudy if Allan wastelling him afunny story to makehim

laugh.

"Oh, no, dear Dot," | whigpered, bringing my face on alevel with
his, and bravely disregarding Allan'squizzica looks. "It isquite
true, darling, although it isso strange | hardly know how to believe
it myself. But oneday | am going to the Cedars.”

"Tolivethere?to leave us? Oh, Essel” And Dot'seyesgrew large
and mournful.

"Mr. Lucaswants me, and Flurry. Oh, my darling, forgiveme!” asa
big tear rolled down his cheek. "I shal dwaysloveyou, Dat; you
will not lose me. Oh, dear! oh dear! what am | to say to him, Allan?”’

"Y ou will not love methe most any longer, Esse”

And as| took himin my armsand kissed him passionatdly his cheek
felt wet againg mine.

"Oh, Frankie, fiefor shame!™ interrupted Allan. ™Y ou have made
Esther cry, and just now, when she was so happy. | did not think you
were 0 sdfish.”

But I would not let him go on. | knew wherethe pain lay. Dot was
jedousfor thefirgt timein hislife, and for along time he
refused to be comforted.

Allan left ustogether by-and-by, and | took my darling on my lap

and listened to his childish exposition of grief and therecita of
grievancesthat were very red to him. How Furry would aways have
me, and he (Dot) would be dull and left out in the cold. How Mr.
Lucaswas avery nice man; but he was so old, and he did not want him
for abrother--indeed, he did not want a brother at all.

He had Allan and that big, stupid Fred--for Dot, for oncein his
swest life, was decidedly cross. And then he confided to me that he
loved Carrie very much, but not half so well as he loved me. He
wished Mr. Lucas had taken her instead. She was very nice and very
pretty, and al that, and why hadn't he?

But here | thought it high time to interpose.
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"But, Dot, | should not have liked that at al. And | am so happy,”
| whispered.

"Y ou love him--that old, old man, Esse!” in unmitigated astonishment.

"Heisnotoldat dl,” | returned, indignantly; for, in spite of
hisiron-gray hair, Mr. Lucas could hardly be forty, and was till a
young-looking man.

Dot gave awicked little smile a that. In his present mood he
rather enjoyed vexing me.

| got him in a better frame of mind by-and-by. | hardly knew what |
said, but | kissed him, and cried and told him how unhappy he made
me, and how pleased mother and Carrie and Jack were; and after that
he |eft off saying sharp things, and treated me to a series of

penitent hugs, and promised that he would not be crosswith "my

little girl" Hurry; for after that day he dways persstedin

cdling her "my littlegirl.”

Dot had been alittle exhausting, so | went down to the bench near
the fernery to cool mysdlf and secure alittle quiet, and there Ruth
found me. | saw her coming over the grass with outstretched hands,
and such asmile on her dear face; and though | was so shy that |
could scarcely greet her, | could fed by the way she kissed me how
glad--how very glad--she was.

"Dear Esther! My dear new sister!" she whispered.

"Oh, Ruth, isit true?" | returned, blushing. "L ast night it seemed
redl, but thismorning | fed haf in adream. It will do me good to
know that you are redlly pleased about this."

"Can you doubt it, dearest?" she returned, reproachfully. "Have you
not grown so deep into our hearts that we cannot tear you out if you
would? Y ou are necessary to dl of us, Esther--to Furry and me asto
Giles---"

But | put my hand on her lipsto stop her. It was sweet, and yet it
troubled me to know what he thought of me; but Ruth would not be
stopped.

"He came home 0 proud and happy last night. 'She has accepted me,
Ruth," he said, in such apleased voice, and then he told me what you
had said about being so young and inexperienced.”

"That was my grest fear,” | replied, in alow voice.
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"Your youth isafault that will mend,” she answered, quaintly. "l
wish | could remember Giles rhapsody--'"So true, so unsdlfish, so
womanly and devoted.' By-the-by, | have forgotten to give you his
message; he will be here this afternoon with Hurry.”

We talked more soberly after atime, and the sweet golden forenoon
wore away aswe sat there looking at the cool green fronds of the
ferns before us, with mother's bees humming about the roses. There
was summer over the land and summer in my heart, and above usthe
blue open sky of God's Providence enfolding us.

| wastying up therosein the porch, when | saw Mr. Lucas and
Furry crossng the common. Dot, who was helping me, grew alittle
solemn al at once.

"Hereisyour little girl, Esse," hesad very gravely. My dear
boy, how could he?

"Oh, Esther," she panted, for she had broken away from her father at

the sight of us, "auntie has told me you are going to be my own

mamma, in place of poor mammawho died. | shdl cal you mammy. | was
lying awake ever so long last night, thinking which nameit should

be, and | like that best."

"You shdl cal mewhat you like, dear Flurry; but I am only Esther

"Yes, but you will be mammy soon,” she returned, nodding her little
head sagely. "Mammawas such agrand lady; so big and handsome, she
was older, too--" But here Mr. Lucasinterrupted us.

Dot recaived him in avery dignified manner.

"How do you do?" he said, putting out his mite of ahand, in such an
old-fashioned way. | could see Mr. Lucas lip curl with secret
amusement, and then hetook thelittlefellow in hisarms.

"What isthe matter, Dot? Y ou do not seem haf pleased to see me
thisafternoon. | suppose you are very angry with me for proposing to
take Esther away. Don't you want an old fellow like me to be your
brother?"

Dot's face grew scarlet. Truth and politenesswere sadly at
variance, but at last he effected a compromise.

"Esther saysyou are not so very old, after al," he sammered.
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"Oh, Esther saysthat, does she?' in an amused voice.
"Father isnot old at dl,” interrupted Flurry, in across voice.

"Never mind, so that Esther issatisfied,” returned Mr. Lucas,
soothingly; "but as Hurry isgoing to be her little girl, you must
be my little boy, eh, Dot?"

"l am Esther'sand Allan'slittle boy," replied Dot rather
ungracioudy. We had spoiled our crippled darling among us, and had
only oursalvesto blamefor hislittle tempers.

"Y es, but you must be minetoo,” hereplied, still more gently; and
then he whispered something into hisear. | saw Dot's sulky
countenance relax, and alittle smile chase away hisfrown, andin
another moment his arms closed round Mr. Lucas neck; the
reconciliation was complete.

What a hgppy autumn that was! But November found us strangely busy,
for we were preparing for my wedding. We were married on New Year's
Day, when the snow lay on the ground. A quiet, avery quiet wedding,

it was. | wasmarried in my traveling dress, at Giles expressed

wish, and we drove straight from the church door to the station, for

we were to spend the first few weeksin Devonshire.

Dear Jessie, my old schoolmate, was my only bridesmaid; for Carrie
would not hear of fulfilling that office on her crutches.

| have avagueideathat the church was very full and | haveamisty
recollection of Dot, with very round eyes, standing near Allan; but |
can recal no more, for my thoughts were engaged by the solemn vows
we were exchanging.

Three weeks afterward, and we were settled in the house that wasto
be mine for so many happy years; but never shdl | forget the
sweetness of that home-coming.

Dear Ruth welcomed us on the threshold, and then took my hand and
Giles and led usinto the bright firelit room. Two little faces

peeped at us from the curtained recess, and these were Dot and
Flurry. I had them both in my arms at once. | would not let Giles
have FHurry at firgt till he threatened to take Dot.

Oh, how happy we were. Ruth madeteafor us, and | sat in my
favoritelow chair. The children scrambled up on Giles knee, and he
peeped at me between their eager faces; but | was quite content to
let them engross him; it was pleasure enough for me to watch them.
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"Why, how grand you look, Esse!” Dot said at last. Y our fingers
are twinkling with green and white stones, and your dressrustles
likeold Mrs. Jameson's.”

"And she shdl wak in sk attire,
And slver haveto spare,"

sang Giles. "Never mind Dot, Esther. Y our brave attire suits you well."

"Shelooksvery nice" put in Ruth, softly; "but sheisour dear old
Esther dl the same.”

"Nonsense, auntie," exclamed Hurry, in her sharp little voice. "Sheis
not Esther any longer; sheismy dear new mammy." At which weal laughed.

| was dways mammy to Hurry, though my other darlings called me mother;
for before many years were over | had Dots of my own--deer little fat
Winnie, her brother Harold, and baby Geoffrey--to whom Ruth was dways
"auntie" or "littleauntie," as my mischievous Harold called her.

Asthe years passed on there were changes at Eltham Cottage--some of them
sad and some of them pleasant, after the bitter-sweet fashions of life.

Thefirst great sorrow of my married life was dear mother's death. She

faled alittle after Harold's birth, and, to my great grief, she never

saw my baby boy, Geoffrey. A few months before he came into the world she
sank peacefully and painlessly to rest.

Fred came up to the funerd, and stayed with Allan; he had grown along
beard, and looked very manly and handsome. His pictures were never
accepted by the hanging committee; and after afew years he grew tired of

his desultory work, and thankfully accepted apost Giles had procured for
him in the Colonies. After thishefound hisplacein life, and settled

down, and when we last heard from him he was on the eve of marriagewith a
Canadian girl. He sent us her photograph, and both Gilesand | approved of
the open, candid face and smiling brown eyes, and thought Fred had done
wdl for himsdif.

Allan was along time making his choice; but at last it fell on our new
vicar's daughter, Emily Sherbourne; for, three years after our marriage,
Mr. Smedley had been attacked by sudden illness, which carried him off.

How pleased | waswhen Allan told me that he and Emmie had settled it
between them. She was such a swest girl; not pretty, but with alovable,
gentle face, and she had such smplekindly manners, so different from the
girls of the present day, who hide their good womanly hearts under such
abrupt loud ways. Emily, or, aswe aways cdled her, Emmie, was not
clever, but she suited Allan to anicety. She was wonderfully amiable, and
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bore hislittleirritabilities with the most placid good humor; nothing

put her out, and she believed in him with a credulity that amused Allan
largely; but he was very proud of her, and they made the happiest couple
inthe world, with the exception of Gilesand me.

Carrie lost her lameness, after dl; but not until she had been up to
London and had undergone skillful trestment under the care of avery
skillful physician. | shal aways remember Dot's joy when she took her
first walk without her crutches. She came down to the Cedars with Jack,
now afinewdl-grown girl, and | shal never forget her sweet April face
of smilesand tears.

"How good God has been to me, Essie,” she whispered, aswe sat together
under the cedar tree, while Jack ran off for her usua romp with Winnie

and Harold. "I have just had to lie quiet until | learned the lesson He

wanted meto learn years ago, and now Heis making me so happy, and giving
me back my work."

It wasjust s0; Carrie had come out of her painful orded strengthened

and disciplined, and fit to teach others. No longer the weak, dreamy girl

who stretched out over-eager hands for the work God in His wise providence
withheld from her, she had emerged from her enforced retirement a bright
helpful woman, who carried about her asecret fund of joy, of which no
earthly circumstances could deprive her.

"My sweet sster Charity,” Allan caled her, and the poor of Milnthorpe
had reason to bless her; for early and late she labored among them,
tending the sick and dying, working often at Allan's side among his poorer
patients.

At home she was Uncle Geoffrey's comfort, and a most sweet companion for
him and Jack. Asfor Dot, helived dmost entirely at the Cedars. Giles

had grown very fond of him, and we neither of us could spare him. They say
he will always be a cripple; but what does that matter, when he spends day
after day so happily in thelittle room Giles hasfitted up for him?

Webdieve, after al, Dot will be an artist. He hastaken alifdike
portrait of my Harold that has delighted Giles, and he vowsthat he shall
have dl the advantages he can give him; for Gilesisvery rich--sorich
that | dmost tremble at the thought of our responsibilities; only | know
my husband isafaithful steward, and makes agood use of histaents.
Carrieis hisalmoner, and sometimes | work with her. There are some
amshouseswhich Gilesisbuilding in which | take great interest, and
where | mean to vist the old people, with Winnietrotting by my side.

Just now Gilescamein heated and tired. "What, little wife, sill
scribbling?!
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"Wait amoment, dear Giles" | replied. "'l havejust finished.”

And s0 | have--the few scanty recollections of Esther Cameron'slife.

THE END.
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