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LANETON PARSONAGE.

THIRD PART.

CHAPTER 1.

Tazre was a small but cheerful room on the south side
of the old Manor House of Haseley. It looked out upon
the quaint garden; the raised terrace with the summer-
house at its extremity, the trim gravel-walks bordered by
flower-beds, and the circle of turf in the centre, in which
all the different paths were made to terminate. Alice Len-
nox was seated at the open window of this room ; but she
saw with indifference the beauty of the bright summer
morning. Though the flowers were brilliant and the trees
full of foliage, and though the sky was deeply blue, softened
by a few thin feathery clouds, and the fresh dew glittered
in the sunshine which flickered upon the grass—all was as
nothing to her. Shedid not seem to hear the songs of the
birds, or notice the glancing of the butterflies; and the
gardener, who was trimming the turf near the house, worked
unweariedly with his smooth, sharp-cutting scythe, without
once attracting her attention. She was not thinking of these
things or caring for them; and soon she turned away to
survey the comforts of her own apartment.

Lady Catharine Hyde had selected it especially for her,
and fitted it up with all which she deemed most likely to
promote her gondness and her happiness, Alice could not
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6 LANETON PARSONAGE.

be insensible to the thought thus bestowed upon her. Books
were there, her favorites—such as she would herself have
chosen :—and others of history, travels, English and foreign
classics, with which it was desirable she should be ac-
quainted. A work-table, a flower-stand, a piano, a writing-
case, a drawing-box also ;—it seemed that there was nothing
further needed—nothing for occupation and interest, little
even for affection, for, gazing upon Alice, as she suffered her
glance to wander around the room, was the sweet, gentle,
holy face of the mother whom she had so early lost, so long
regretted. Alice’s attention was fixed, as for an instant she
dwelt upon it, and rising, she left her station by the window
and stood before it.

Her mother’s picture! blessed and hallowed were its
associations—beautiful and pure as a dream of heaven'!
Alice’s eyes were dimmed by tears, and with a sudden im-
pulse of right feeling and energy, she roused herself from
the listlessness which was creeping over her, and with the
exclamation, ¢ Yes, I must really try,” began to busy her-
self in arranging the furniture so as best to suit her con-
venience.

It was Alice’s first day at home ; but the Manor scarcely
seemed to her like home. Her heart was at school, with
her companions, her pursuits, the interests which for more
than five years had been engrossing to her. Now she was
to begin a new life ; and what was it to be? Many times
in the course of that morning did Alice leave her employ-
ment to ponder upon this question. At her age there are
few who would not have done the same ; for there are few
upon whom care has so early pressed that they cannot recall
a time when the world seemed a fairy land, life but one
uninterrupted summer, when imagination provided for them
wealth, and honor, and deep unchanging affection, and they
found but one drawback to their vision of happiness—that
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it was not present, but to come ; that the hour before themn
was dull and tame, and the future, which they might never
reach, bright as a scene of enchantment. So it was then
with Alice Lennox.

The book-shelves were soon put into disorder. Alice
thought that she could arrange the volumes better, and they
were taken down and laid upon the floor. The work-table
occupied the position best fitted for the flower-stand ; both
were moved into the centre of the room. There were par-
ticular boxes, bags, small ornaments, which she had col-
lected at school ; these were brought from her bedroom and
distributed amongst the chairs. The chairs themselves werec
not placed as well as they might be, or as she fancied they
might be, and they were twisted and turned, and at last left
in eonfusion till the remainder of the furniture should be
settled. When all this was done, Alice grew weary and
rather cross, and sat down to rest. Solitude was dull, and
she thought of Ruth and Madeline Clifford. Lady Catha-
rine had assured her they would be with her in the course
of the day. But the morning was a busy time with them ;
probably they would not be able to come till the afternoon,
and then, perhaps, not to stay. This was not like the con-
stant companionship of school, and Alice sighed as her
thoughts reverted to the scenes she had left, and again she
drew her chair to the window, and sat down to indulge in
a revery and a day-dream.

We will give but one passing illustration of the nature of
Alice’s thoughts. The * castles in the air” of a girl of six-
teen, just set free from school, are not likely to be profitable
to the world in general any more than to herself. Alice
had not passed untainted through the ordeal of a school life.
She had in her mind the usual romance of gayety and ad-
miration, of wealth and luxury. Her “castle in the air”
was, in other words, only the indulgence of her vanity;
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but she had not yet learned to examine her thoughts, and
purify and subdue them: they were plessant thoughts, and
she was satisfied.

She .imagined herself in a ball-room—large, brilliantly
lighted, decked with evergreens and flowers; crowds of
elegantly-dressed persons walking up and down, or seated
upon benches watching the different parties who were about
to begin dancing. Music was heard, but not loud enough
to drown conversation. Alice could catch even the faintest
whispers of her own fancy. She herself was in imagination
one of the dancers, and amongst the most likely of all to
attract notice. Elegant, graceful, clever, interesting—these
were common words when applied to herself; and then
ensued supposed conversations with' her partners; a com-
pliment, and an answer, and another compliment; light
words, and sharp observations upon others; and soon, the
dispersion of the company—the return home—the events
of the next day—a party of pleasure, with the same persons
anxious to be with her—the same consciousness of being
admired. We will not follow her further.

¢ Alice,” said the grave authoritative voice of Lady
Catharine Hyde, “ this is not the way to get on in the world ;
it is nearly one o’clock.”

Alice started, blushed, and began an excuse.

“ Your room must not be left in this state, my dear. I
shall expect to see it look very different before luncheon.”

The door closed with rather a hasty sound. Alice checked
the exclamation which rose to her lips, and’ recommenced
her work with a different spirit ; not dreamy, but fretted
into energy. The present was before her now, recalled, as
if by a spell, by Lady Catharine’s words. The gong sounded
precisely as the church clock struck one. Alice placed the
last set of books neatly on the shelf, and ran down stairs.
Lady Catharine was waiting for her in the dark oak-pan-
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" elled dining-room ; standing at a round table at the upper
end, upon which the luncheon was prepared.

“ I shall hope to see you more orderly, by-and-by, my
dear,” she said, as Alice took her seat. ‘ We are to lead
a regular life now—not as it used to be when you were
running wild in the holidays.. I like you to be in the draw-
ing-room five minutes before luncheon, and then we can
come in together. What will you have? Some cold
meat?”

“ Only some bread and butter, thank you,” replied Alice ;
and she began to eat in silence.

““ You are tired, my dear,” said Lady Catharine. Mar-
sham would have helped you, if you had asked her.”

. “No, not tired at all, thank you,” answered Alice; and
silence followed again.

«1 shall like to talk to you about your studies to-mor-
row,” observed Lady Catharine, after a long pause. “1
shall wish to fix hours for your different purguits. It will
not do to give up the discipline of school all at once ; and
your friends, Ruth and Madeline, are very industrious.”

“ They are not as old as I am,” remarked Alice.

“Not quite; but I think they are more forward. It
struck me, from some observations I made in the summer,
that Ruth was much better informed in English history thap
you are.”

“ We read history every day with Mrs. Carter,” replied
Alice.

“ Very probably; but I am afraid you were careless. I
shall beg Mr. Clifford to mark out a course of reading for
you, such as he would give to his own children.”

Alice made no reply, but helped herself to some more
bread ; refusing, with a certain tone of pettishness, the cake
which Lady Catharine offered—indeed pressed her to take.

“I am sure you must have fagged yourself,” began Lady
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Catharine again; * your appetite is not half as good as it
was yesterday: or have you a headache? You must tell
me, my dear, directly you feel at all ill.”

Alice declared herself free from indisposition of every
kind, and, wishing to divert notice from herself, remarked
that she was glad it was settled for Mr. Clifford’s sister,
Mrs. Mordaunt, not to go back to India; and she supposed
that her mother would live with her still.

Lady Catharine said that she believed tha. was the ar-
rangement ; and it certainly seemed the best. The Parson-
" age was too small to accommodate her comfortably.

« And Madeline and Ruth will keep their schoolroom,”
observed Alice. *They were to have given it up if Mrs.
Beresford had come back.”  ° ' .

Lady Catharine said pointedly, that a schoolroom was a
very great comfort to them ; they made so much use of it.

Alice foresaw a little good advice; and, to avoid it, won-
dered why neither Ruth nor Madeline had been to see her.

“They seldom pay visits in the morning, my dear, you
know ; so there is no occasion to wonder about it. They
will be here presently, I have no doubt. We will wait for
them till three, and if they do not come by that time, we
must go out. And, remember, three will be our usual walk-
ing hour, till the weather becomes too warm. Finish your
luncheon quickly, and then go and complete your work, I
should like every thing to be in order before your friends
come.”

Alice began to eat more diligently than before, not rais-
ing her eyes from her plate. Lady Catharine shawed no
further desire for conversation ; the luncheon concluded as
it had begun, almost in silence, and then Alice once more
retired to her own room.

Little remained to be done in arranging it; but Alice was
not inclined to be industrious. After the lapse of about
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twenty minutes, Lady Catharine appeared again in the
doorway.

« Alice, my dear, have you nearly finished? I see the
Miss Cliffords coming down the avenue.”

Alice threw down a book which she had been—not read-
ing, but idly looking through, and walked about the room,
doing nothing in reality, though apparently very busy.
Lady Catharine watched her for some seconds, and pres-
ently took from her hands a workbox, which had been
moved three different times in the course of a few minutes,
and putting it decidedly in the centre of the table, said,
* There, my dear, that will do; now go to something else.”
A ring at the hall bell was just then heard. Lady Catha-
rine looked annoyed. “I am vexed your young friends
should find you in such disorder; you are a sad dawdle,
Alice. I wonder Mrs. Carter was not more particular with
you; howeter—" The end of the sentence was left in
doubt; but Lady Catharine gave Alice a kiss and went
away. '

Alice did really exert herself then. Whe did not wish,
any more than Lady Catharine, that the first impression of
her room should be unfavorable. She contrived to hide the
principal deficiencies whilst the servant was answering the
door, and then she sat down in an easy attitude, as if it was
quite natural to be there, and waited with some degree of
impatience for the entrance of her friends.

Ruth and Madeline Clifford, now more than fifteen years
of age, were but little altered in feature and general ap-
pearance from what they were at twelve. Ruth’s thought-
ful blue eye still told of a mind which naturally looked be-
yond the outer surface of all which she saw and heard ; her
mouth still spoke of energy and resolution ; the turn of her
head was not entirely free from hauteur. She had grown
tall and slight; her manners were peculiarly quiet, and
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marked by a natural grace and refinement which no educa-
tion could have given. And Madeline was still the bright.
eyed, simple, true-hearted child; whose words were eager,
and her laugh full of glee; whose color came and went with
every variation of her quick feelings; and who seemed to
have no care, except that those she loved should be happy;
and to be about'to pass over the troubled sea of life with
a light, buoyant, hopeful spirit, which trials could not over-
whelm,

Madeline stepped before Ruth as they entered the morn-
ing room. She threw her arms round Alice’s neck, kissed
her heartily, and smiled with unfeigned delight as she looked
at the wonderful change which the apartment had under-
gone since she was last in it. Ruth’s was a calmer greet-
ing, though not less affectionate, and the first observation
she made afterwards was one scarcely addressed to Alice.
It was spoken as her eye caught the picture of Mrs. Lennox.

“ Yes, Alice, you can never think now that Lady Catha-
rine does not love you.”

Alice withdrew her hand, which she had laid upon Ruth’s
shoulder, and with a gesture of impatience pushed aside the
box in the centre of the table.

“Love me! oh yes! every one says so; she loves me of
course; and it is very nice. I don’t think any of the girls
at Mrs. Carter’s would have a prettier room than this; do

_you think they would ?”

*«No, not any one, I am sure,” exclaimed Madeline:
“and as for our schoolroom at the Parsonage, it is not in
the least to be compared to it. But, Alice, you must come
there and like it, notwithstanding ; it will be charming to
read and be together always.”

“Yes, if I am allowed,” replied Alice.

“But you will be. Lady Catharine told papa that she

- wished us to be the greatest friends in the world.”
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Alice expected Ruth to second Madeline’s words, but
Ruth’s manner was not quite satisfactory. She was exam-
ining a book on the table, and appeared not to have heard
what passed ; but Alice could not help thinking that she
must have done so.

“ And now, Alice, tell us something about school,” said
Ruth, putting down the volume. ¢ Who will be going back
next half-year 2”

Alice enumerated the names. Many were those of per-
sonal strangers, but from time to time Alice had brought
back descriptions which seemed to make them familiar ac-
quaintances. _ '

“Janet Harding stays another year,” she said; “her
mamma thinks her so wonderfully improved : and so she is
in some things. She never quotes texts now, but she is
awfully strict. Jessie O’Neile, you know, is gone home
for good, because her papa is to live in Ireland ; and Ellen
Hastings is to be sent to another school because her papa
is grown poor, and cannot afford to keep her at Mrs. Car-
ter’s; and—Ilet me see—Fanny—oh! she is to come back
for another half-year to be finished ; but she never will be
finished, she is just as odd and blunt as ever.”

« And Harriet and Florence,” said Madeline ; ¢ they are
50 old to be at school still I”’

“They have left now,” answered Alice. * Florence and
I are great allies; she has much more in her than we used

. to give her credit for; and she is so good-natured.” )

“ Good-natured!” repeated Ruth; “I can fancy that:
but as for having any thing in her besides the Parisian
fashions, I don’t believe it is possible.”

“She is to come here to stay, perhaps—at least I am to
get her here if I can,” continued Alice. *Harriet I don’t
much care for, she is dull undoubtedly ; but Florence is up
to any thing.”
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Ruth smiled, and said:

“That is not any great charm, Alice; she may be up to
mischief.” Alice made no answer.

«T wish you did not like her,” said -Madeline.

“Why ?” and Alice turned round rather sharply.

“ Because I don't, that is all ; and I should like us te like
the same person.”

Again Alice glanced at Ruth, as if expecting to receive a
similar expression of interest from her; and agazin Ruth
took no notice, and Alice sighed. ’

¢ And you are to be very regular, and study a great deal,
I suppose, Alice?” inquired Ruth; “you have books
cnough. I see you have the same edition of Racine that
papa has given us; shall you read by yourself, or with
Lady Catharine ?”

“I don’t know; I cannot tell any thing yet,” replied
Alice. “I have done nothing to-day but put my room in
order.” :

“ Papa means to talk to Lady Catharine about your taking
a day at the school,” said Madeline: *shall you like it ?”

“Do you take one ?” asked Alice, evading the question.

“Yes, for the little classes; and on Sundays, you know,
we always go. Papais a great deal at the school now,
and has the elder girls at home, because of the Confirma-
tion.”

““We are to be confirmed,” said Ruth, gravely.

« And you will be, too, Alice;” observed Madeline.

Alice’s cheek flushed with a sudden excitement.

“ And I shall be, too! 'Who says s0?”

“Lady Catharine; she and papa were talking about it
‘ast Sunday.”

Alice sat down quickly, and began to move the different
articles on the table with an air of mingled nervousness and

.. absence of mind. Madeline watched her attentively for a
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few seconds, and then going up to her, said kindly, “ Alice,
dear, something is the matter.”

¢ No, nothing ;”” but Alice went on as before, and still in
silence.

Madeline looked at Ruth for an explanation.

« Have we vexed you ?”” said Ruth, affectionately. “We
wish you would tell us.”

Alice looked up sadly. “You have not vexed me, Ruth;
that is, it is not your doing: but I was thinking of things, I
don’t know what precisely—a great many things. She is
so particular—she interferes.”

“She :—Lady Catharine ?”’ asked Madeline.

“Yes. Itis very wrong to complain, I know; don’t say
that I talked about it: and she is very kind—she had this
room quite ready for me when I came home last night. I
thought I was going to be happy then.”

¢ And are you not happy ?” inquired Ruth, with evident
sympathy.

“She interferes,” repeated Alice. “You two cannot
understand what I mean. Your papa and mamma are not
after you always.”

“Was Lady Catharine with you all this morning ?"’ in-
quired Madeline. :

“Not with me, but looking after me. She knew just
what I was about; and she said something because I was
not in the drawing-room five minutes before luncheon; and
cirectly afterwards she sent me up stairs, and told me ex-
actly what I was to do. It is the same sort of thing which -
used o go on in the holidays, only it seems worse now I am
come home for good.”

“Perhaps Lady Catharine is partlcular now, to put you
in the right way,” suggested Madeline.

“Tt is not the being particular; Mrs. Carter was particus
lar: it is the manner. But then it is wrong in me to care
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I wish I did not feel it; I wish I was some one elsc; 1
wish—

Alice’s glance was involuntarily directed to her mother’s
picture; and she stopped, struggling to keep back her
tears.

“Mamma will be like your own mamma, Alice dear,”
began Madeline ; but Ruth interrupted her.

“ No, Madeline ; we must not say that; we must not put
any one before Lady Catharine. And papa always de-
clares that she does reglly love Alice dearly.”

“ Well, then, Alice, by-and-by you will be accustomed
to it, and then you will not mind,” said Madeline.

“Yes; but I shall; I cannot help it: and I am growing
too old to be watched in that way; no one else is. Flor-
ence Trevelyan does just what she likes at home.”

Ruth’s look of compassion changed, at this speech, into
one of surprise.

“But surely, Alice, Florence Trevelyan is no specimen
of the good of doing as one likes.”

«I don’t know that,” replied Alice, speaking more cheer-
fully, but not without irritation ; “ Florence Trevelyan has
a great deal more sense, and principle too, than you give
her credit for. Mrs. Carter says she is very much im-
proved.” -

“Really !” exclaimed Ruth; I suppose by that she
must be altered.” ' :

“ 8o, you would not believe me,” observed Alice, with an
wir of pique.

“I would believe you in some things, asgreat many in-
deed ; but about Florence—I think you are fend of her.”

“Perhaps I am; she is very fond’ o£- me,” replied
Alice. -

“And when persons are very fond of you, Alice, you
always fancy them perfectlon

~
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“ Couleur de rose, as Justine Le Vergnier used to say,™
remarked Madeline.

A faint tinge of red flushed Ruth’s cheek at this name,
and. she inquired hastily, “Shall you walk this afternoon,
Alice ?” :

« By-and-by, I believe. Do you know that Justine is
gone out as a governess? I heard it just before I came
away, from Signor Beretoni. We have never learned any
thing else scarcely about her since Monsieur left off teaching
at Mrs. Catter’s. Mrs. Carter has been extremely strict
about her. One of the girls told me that Monsieur would
have given any thing to have had her amongst us again.”

‘Ruth became quite silent after this speech, and Madeline
seemed conscious that the subject was a disagreeable one.
After a little time, however, Ruth said, rather abruptly to
Alice, “ Then Lady Catharine has not mentioned the Con-
firmation to you, Alice.”

“ No, how should she ? there has been no time.”

“But she will, certainly,” continued Madeline; “and it
will be fixed for you to come to papa-to be examined with -
us. You will not mind that, shall you ?”

A slight restraint was visible in Alice’s manner as she
replied, “ Not the examination; I can answer questions;
but there are some things—Ruth, are you going to be very
good after you are confirmed ?”

Ruth colored crimson, and Madeline answered for her.

“Ruth is very good now; a great deal better than you
can guess, Alice.”

Just then Marsham knocked at the door. She came up
with a message.

“Lady Catharine was gone to prepare for her walk; she

" wished Miss Lennox to accompany her, and the Miss Clif-
fords could go with them to the Parsonage.”

¢ Only to the Parsonage!” repeated Alice. “1I thought
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we should have gone all together somewhere. And it is so
hot for walking "’

She threw open the window wider, and declared there
was not a breath of air, although at the same moment a soft
breeze was fanning her cheek. Then she put a finishing
stroke to the arrangement of the furniture, altered the order
of the books, and again came back to the window.

“You will not dislike going out when you are dressed,”
said Ruth. '

Alice would not take the hint. Madeline offered to fetch
her bonnet and scarf, but was told that no one except
Marsham knew where to find them; and Alice still delayed,
leaning her head out ef the window and sighing at the
heat.

Marsham came again, with the information that Lady
" Catharine was waiting.

Alice’s exclamation of impatience was accompanied by a
comphaint, that she was always worried and not allowed a
moment’s freedom ; but this time neither Madeline nor Ruth
sympathized with ber.

CHAPTER II.

« RutH, are you very much interested in your book ?”
said Mr. Clifford, as he came into the drawing-room at the
Parsonage, that evening.

Ruth was alone. She¢ laid down the volume, and an
swered, with a smile,  Papa, that means I am to talk.”

“ Well, perhaps it does. Why did you leave all the con-
versation to Madeline just now, when she was telling us of
your visit to the Manor ?”
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“ Madeline always knows what to say,” replied Ruth;
“and I do not.”

“ But in this case there could have been no difficulty ; it
was merely a straightforward history of fact.”

Ruth paused, as if she did not quite agree. “I don’t
think it is quite straightforward, papa ; at least, the facts
puzzle me: that is why I do not talk.”

“ Because you do not understand your own feeligs about

"Alice?” asked Mr. Clifford, in a tone of doubtful in-

quiry.

Ruth laughed. <« Papa, you guess now just in the won-
derful way you did when I wasalittle child. Do you think
Alice is my friend ?”

«“Ah, Ruth! that is the secret ; I was sure of it. You
have been examxmng your feelmgs, and fretting yourself
about them ever since your return.”

«I ought to be certain,” said Ruth. “I have known
Alice all my life nearly.”

“Known her in a degree—outwardly.”

“But we were at school together, papa; and girls at
school know each other intimately.”

“That was some time ago, my dear Ruth; and a little
time, at your age, will work great changes. Possibly, you
may have been advancing in one direction, Alice in another.
No wonder, then, that when you meet you do not thorough-
ly comprehend each other.”

“ We have met during the holidays,” persisted Ruth.

“Yes, but at such seasons Alice did not, as it were, come
in contact with you. She was more a visiter than a home
companion ; the trial of your friendship will be now.”

Ruth repeated the word “friendship” in an under tone ;
and, after a few moments’ thought, said: “Papa, I do not
think I shall ever form a fnendshlp for Alice ;—not what 1
eall friendship.”
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Mr. Clifford smiled: “ And your notion of friendship,
Ruth, is—what ?”

¢ Ah, papa! I know you will laugh. Old people ;—no,
not old people, but grown-up people, always do, when
girls talk of friendship.”

“ No, indeed, my dear child,” and Mr. Clifford became
grave in an instant, “ I am the last person to laugh at any
thing involving such serious consequences. I merely smiled
at the recollection of some romantic absurdities I have heard
upon the subject ; but they are not likely to be yours, Ruth:
so tell me, what is your idea of friendship ?”

I don't think I can explain; I don’t think I quite know
myself: that is, I can feel it, but I cannot put it into words.
Mamma would be like a friend, only she is so much older,
and so much better, and she is ¢mamma.’”

« And Miss Vernon; what of her 2”

«“Mary Vernon; yes, she would be a real friend ; but she
is so far away, and she is going to be married ; I never
have any thing to do with her except by letters ; and that
is not satisfactory, though I like having her letters excess-
ively.”

¢« And Madeline ?”

¢ Oh, papa ! Madeline is myself; there is no one in all
the world, like Madeline ; no one could be. She is not my
friend at all.”

« Only your sister,” said Mr. Clifford, with a half smile,
which changed into an expression of fond interest, as Mad-
eline, following her mother into the room, and drawing a
footstool to the side of Ruth’s chair, leaned her head upon
her lap, and whispered—

« Now, go on talking; I always like to hear you and papa
talk.” '

Ruth smoothed the fair hair which clustered round her
sister’s face, and imprinted a kiss upon her forehead, and
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then turning to her mother, said, “ Mamma, it is you who
must explain; you always understand. What do I mean
by a friend ?”

"¢« And why cannot Alice Lennox be Ruth’s friend ?” con-
tinued Mr. Clifford.

“We should have reached that point, only we were
sbliged to define friendship first of all.”

“ Ruth’s notion of friendship is of a high, pure feeling,”
replied Mrs. Clifford ;  respect as well as love.” -

“ Yes, mamma, yes, exactly ; that is just it: and I don’t
think I can respect Alice. She is very good-natured. I
would not be unkind, I do like her very much, but some-
times—Maddy, you know—"

« Alice wishes to do right,” said Madeline, sitting upright,
and speaking energetically.

“ Wishes ! but she does not do it; she never did, that I
can remember. It was the same at school ; she was always
wishing.”

“ Which is at least one point in her favor,” said Mrs.
Clifford, gently.

“Yes, but dear mamma, it is so tircsome to be with
persons who do nothing but wish. It used to provoke me
at school to hear Alice complaining of herself, and then to
see her idle away her time just as much as ever.”

“ Patience ! Ruth,” said Mr. Clifford ; “we need it our-
selves.”

¢ Yes, papa, of course; but for a friend, patience does
not seem the right thing. One would like some one to
make one better.”

Mrs. Clifford turned to Madeline: “ What do you say
Madeline, my love ; is not Alice your friend either 2"

“] don’t know, mamma ; I never think whether she is o1
not. She is different from other people, mote like a rela-
tion.” . :

e
3!
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“ But it is not a matter of course to like one’s relations,”
observed Ruth, quickly.

“ And Alice is cast off, then,” said Mr. Clifford. There
was melancholy in the tone of his voice, and which Ruth
perceived.

“ Papa, do you think I am wrong ?” she asked.

« It would be hard to say that, my dear. I should be
very sorry for you to have low ideas of friendship; yet I
feel for Alice, she is so lonely.”

“ But, papa, surely you would not wish me to care for
any one who has not right principles.”

«There are different degrees in what you term caring,
my dear Ruth. For your own sake I may be quite con-
tented that you feel as you do.” .

¢ But Ruth would make her good,” exclaimed Madeline ;
“ because she makes every one good.”

‘Ruth’s eye sparkled brightly for an instant.

Mr. Clifford watched her attentively: «“It is as well,
perhaps, that things should be as they are,” he said, after
a short silence. “1Itis a great trial for us all to be con-
stantly and affectionately associated with those we cannot
thoroughly respect. Ten years hence, Ruth, we may hope
that you will be able to take an interest in such persons,
without injury to yourself.”

« Alice will be different after she is confirmed,” observed
Madeline.

« No, my dear Madeline,” said Mr. Clifford ; « Alice will-
not be different after her confirmation, unless she is differ-
ent before it. Confirmation is what the word implies, a
fixing or strengthening ; but there must be a principle first
of all to be fixed.”

« Alice had a right prmclplc given her once,” said Made-
line.

« Undoubtedly ; but it may have been weakened, or




LANETON PARSONAGE. - 23

to speak more truly, the Holy Spirit may have been re-
sisted.”

“That has been the case with us all,” said Made-
line.

“In a measure, my love, at times ; but there is a vast
difference between persons who seem to live very much the
same kind of lives. Itis a difference in the will—not the
wish merely, but the will; and it is the latter which is
strengthened at confirmation. Almost all the young peo-
ple who intend to eome before the bishop, wisk by-and-by
to be good : but I am afraid there are comparatively very
few who really will it.”

Madeline turned to her mamma, who was standing by
her, listening to the conversation, and, in an under voice,
said, “ Mamma, do you think I have the will ?”

Mrs. Clifford’s quiet answer, “I trust so, my child,”
might have appeared cold to some; but it was the smile,
the look of contentment and hope which Madeline required,
and which satisfied her.

Ruth was leaning back in her chair whilst this conversa-
tion was passing, seemingly engrossed in her own thoughts.
Mr. Clifford sat down by her, and took up a book. Mrs.
Clifford prepared the tea, and Madeline went to fetch her
work for the evening. Still Ruth was silent; and when at
length she was awakened from her fit of abstraction by
Madeline’s offering her some bread and butter, she did not
tell what she had been thinking about. After the tea-things
were removed, Mr. Clifford went to his stydy, and Ruth
prepared as usual toread aloud. Perhaps she was sleepy—
perhaps the book was not interesting. Certainly she did
not seem to take much interest in it, and made many mis-
takes. Mrs, Clifford proposed music towards the close of
the evening, and Ruth was sent to the study to know if her
papa could come in.
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“ Not to-night, my dear,” replied Mr. Ckfford, as she de-
livered her message.

He did not raise his eyesfrom his writing. Ruth lingered
in the doorway.

“ Presently, papa—please do. It is much more pleasant
to play when you are there.”

“Oh! Ruth, is it you?’ and Mr. Clifford looked up.
«I fancied it was Madeline. No, I am afraid I cannot
possibly come to-night ; I have not half finished my ser-
mon.”

“But there will be time to-morrow, dear papa. I wish
you would.”

- Ruth advanced to enforce her petition by a kiss.

« It is a confirmation sermon, Ruth; I must not write it

in a hurry.”

«It is always the confirmation now,” began Ruth; but

she stopped and colored.

“ Would you have it any thing else, my dear child ?”

““No, papa, of course not. I know it must be; but when
it is over I think I shall be glad.”

“ And we may hope you will have reason to be so,” an-
swered Mr. Clifford, very gravely.

Ruth’s reply was in an altered tone. “Papa, I wish I
never thought of serious things lightly.”

“ Never speak of them lightly, my dear, that is the first
step; and confirmation is of such great importance—a mo-
ment’s thought upon the subject would always check you.”
Mr. Clifford took up his pen; but still Ruth did not offer
to go.

“Papa,” she said, after some hesitation, “do you really
- think I could be of any use to Alice 2”

Mr. Clifford smiled, but it was not quite a smile of satis-

faction. “I do not know, my dear. I would rather you
should not think about it.”
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< I should like to do her good,” continued Ruth ; * Mad-
elinc believes I could.”

. Mr. Clifford pushed aside his writing as he replied, < My
dear Ruth, we do good to others by doing good to our-
selves. You, of all people, must remember this.”

“ Because I am proud,” said Ruth, and the color deepen-
ed on her cheek.

“Yes; because you are naturally proud, and have a
great desire of influence and power. If this temptation is
ever to be subdued, the struggle must begin at once.”

“ And I must not think about Alice, then ?” said Ruth.

“ Think about her in setting a good example, trying to
make her happy, and giving her an interest in your pur-
suits ; but leave the result. Alice is in far wiser hands
than either yours or mine.”

“I do not think I quite understand,” said Ruth.

“It is the difference,” replied Mr. Clifford,  between
making it your chief business to induce her to-do her duty,
or to induce yourself to do your own. There are persons
who are called upon to lead others—clergymen, parents,
masters and mistresses of families, and teachers. You are
not placed in any such responsible situation, At your age
there is but one thing to be attended to——your own heart.”

Ruth’ stood in silent thought for a few moments. At
length she said, “It is so hard to know about one’s own
heart. I do a great many bad things; but I cannot always
feel sorry. Madeline is always sorry.”

“Madeline is blest with a tender conscience,” replied Mr.
Clifford; «but she has her difficulties, as well as you, my
dear Ruth, S8till it is, I own, very sad to know that we
ought to feel our sins, and yet not to do so.”

“T cannot make myself feel,” said Ruth.

“But you can pray, my dear child! Do you remember
the collect for Ash Wednesday ? It is particularly applic

22
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cable to persons who desire to be penitent and yet are con-
scious that they are not so; and besides, you can practise
yourself in self-examination; that is, not merely -looking
into your own heart, but into the law of God. The first
step in the knowledge of what we are, is the sense of what
we ought to be.” -

«Perfect !’ said Ruth, in a tone of much seriousness.

“Yes; perfect, even as our Father which is in heaven is
perfect.”

“But it is impossible to be so, now,” said Ruth.

“Impossible in actual practice; but not impossible in
the will and endeavor.”

“ Only, if we can never succeed,” continued Ruth, with
some hesitation, * why should we attempt it ?”’

« I will answer your question by what is called analogy,”
replied Mr. Clifford. “When a great artist sits down to
draw, what is his object ?”

“To do the best,” replied Ruth,

“Yes, the best possible, without imperfection; and yet
he is straining after that which he can never reach. So
when a man devotes himself to science, his wish is to know
all things connected with it. But the works of God are in-
finite : it is not in his nature to understand them; yet who
blames him for trying to do so? It is only in religion,
Ruth, that we are contented with any thing short of per-
fection.”

Ruth replied that she did not think she was contented.

«T suspect you are more so than you imagine,” observed
her father: “and, my love, since we are talking upon the
- subject, I would ask you, whenever you are inclined tc
dwell upon the Lope of doing good to others, to end by
thinking of how perfect you ought to be yourself.”

“I do think about it very often,” replied Ruth.

“Yet think about it still more; carry out the idea into
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details. Try, for instance, to understand in little minute
particulars, what is involved in the two great duties, of love
to God and love of your neighbor; all which tends to
keep up a high standard of goodness is especially necessary
for you, more peculiarly now, as a preparation for confir-
mation, when you are about to renew a sacred promise,”
“I can never quite understand why it is right to promise
so much,” said Ruth, “since no one can perform it.”
“When you are older, my love, and have thought more
deeply, you will comprehend better that it would be incon-
sistent with the perfection of God to allow any promise to
be made to Him that is not complete. But I think, even
now, you will see that we act in the same way ourselves.
A wife vows perfect obedience to her husband; a subject
swears to be entirely loyal to his sovereign: no one saysin
these instances, ‘I am not perfect, and I will only engage
to keep a part of the vow;’ but all right-minded persons
promise—that is, they own to having the will, and that will
is accepted. If this is the case with our fellow-creatures,
much more may we hope it will be with our merciful God.”
] think I have the will,” said Ruth. )
“I trust you have, my dear; yet I should be glad to
know you had thought a good deal about it. We can
only know ourselves by self-examination; comparmg our
conduct with the requirements of God. When we see our
duties, we see our faults. I wish you would spend some
little time, as I said, in imagining what your every-day con-
duct would be,—how it would differ from what it is at
present, if you were fully to perform those two duties, love
to God and to your neighbor. I think it would be of use
to you—of more use”—and Mr. Clifford smiled gravely—
“than trying to do good to Alice.”
Ruth’s face was, for an instant, clouded. I should like
to do good to myself and Alice too,” she said.
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«But, my love, trust me, till you have fulfilled the first
task thoroughly, you will never be fit for the second.”

The truth of this assertion Ruth would not dispute, and
she left the room.

CHAPTER III.

Soumk days afterwards Lady Catharine and Alice were
breakfasting together at the Manor at eight o’clock. The
room they occupied was that in which Alice, in bygone
days, used to spend her pleasant Sundays. It was a south
room, immediately under Alice’s own apartment, and it had
been retouched—it could scarcely be called refurnished—
within the last few months. Some old-fashioned chairs had
been removed, and a cumbrous cabinet; and there was a
new bookcase occupying the lower end. Similar changes
had taken place in many parts of the home—only in one
respect there was no alteration, The closed rooms were
still closed, and more carefully than before; they were
never now unlocked except at stated periods. Alice saw,
but she could not appreciate the changes made. There are
some minds which instinctively cling to early attachments,
and acquired habits, with a tenacity which makes it a posi-
tive pain to break from them even in trifles. Such was
Lady Catharine Hyde’s. The sight of every object in its
accustomed place, the punctual recurrence of the same
duties at the same hours, were necessary to her. It might
not have been desirable that such things should be of im-
portance; but the error, if it can be called such, had been
increased, if not actually occasioned, by the circumstances
in which she had been placed. Left in loneliness and great
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sorrow at an early period of life, Lady Catharine had been
thrown back upon herself, her own resources, her own
wishes. Excessive precision and punctuality became a
business to her. They gave her something to think of and
" to do; they were motives for exertion; and in themselves,
when not carried to excess, (and there was no excess when
she first began rigorously to practise them,) they were un-
doubtedly useful. It was natural that one, who moved so
little in society, should learn to expect her will in such
cases to be a law. Lady Catharine Hyde hardly knew
what it was to be disobeyed, and she was never led to im-
agine, by any thing she saw or heard, that her peculiar
habits and fancies could be burdensome to other persons.
She believed that her mode of life was calculated, by its
quietness and order, to render Alice good and happy; and
feeling herself surrounded by all that was needful for her
own comfort, it was not easy to imagine what more a young
girl could require. And yet Lady Catharine did think
much, whether by any alteration she could give Alice
pleasure. Although it did not suit her to ask the opinion
of any other person upon the subject, she did the very best,
according to her own judgment. The arrangement of
Alice’s room cost her much thought, and this was, in a
measure, valued ; but the changes in other parts of the
house, which to Lady Catharine were of much consequence,
were almost unheeded by Alice. So it was in many ways:
that which to Lady Catharine was a considerable effort,
even an annoyance, was taken as a matter of course by
Alice. Lady Catharine was peculiarly unselfish. Alice
was bent upon her own gratification ; and yet, when Alice
made her complaint to Madeline and Ruth,.a stranger
might have supposed that she was suffering under constant
domestic tyranny, and this without any actual exaggeration
of the facts.

s
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“ My dear,” said Lady Catharine, on this morning, as
Alice sat down to the breakfast-table, and began to pour
some hot milk into the small deep cups of oriental china,
which Lady Catharine had never been prevailed upon to
exchange for modern breakfast cups; “you were rather
after your time this morning; did Marsham call you
properly ?”

“ The prayer bell had only just rung when I came down,”
replied Alice.

“1 beg your pardon, my dear; I waited at least seven
minutes ; I reckoned by my watch ;—don’t let it happen
again.” <

¢ No, ma’am.”

“ And, Alice, one thing I wanted to say to you particu-
larly ; you manage to keep Barnes late with the letters—I
saw him actually running to the Post-office yesterday.”

Alice could not refrain from a smile as she thought of
any one belonging to Lady Catharine’s household commit-
ting the grave offence of running in the village.

“The post goes out earlier than it did,” she replied.

“Yes; but that ought to make no difference to you ; you
ought to be ready in time, for you have the whole morning
to yourself.” -

“I had several letters to write yesterday,” continued
Alice.

Lady Catharine looked annoyed.

“ My dear, I wish you could learn to take reproof better ;
it really seems as if you could never be in the wrong.”

Alice was silent. Lady Catharine was beginning to no-
tice her silence. She pondered upon it in her own mind,
wondering what the cause could be, and then went en:

“ What makes you write so many letters, my dear ?”’

“They are to my schoolfellows,” replied Alice, * I prom-
ised I would write.”
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¢ To some, certainly you may.”

Alice raised her héad for an instant in surprise ; then
hegan sipping her coffee quickly.

She had never realized the. notion of Lady Catharine’s
interfering with her correspondence.

“ We shall see, my dear,” continued Lady Catharine, in
a voice which she meant to be peculiarly encouraging;
¢ perhaps I may not object: you shall show me some of
their answers.’

Alice grew rather uncomfortable 8he had a most un-
pleasant recollection of a habit of Florence Trevelyan’s of
calling Lady Catharine “ Juno.”

“« Is Miss Vernon one of your correspondents ?”’ inquired
Lady Catharine. I should have no objection to her.”

“She is Ruth’s friend,” answered Alice ; * she has left
school a long time.”

“Oh, yes; I remember now: but tell me, my dear—I
really want to know—what are the names of your friends ?”

“I write to Jessie O’Neile sometimes,”’ answered Alice,
desirous to put forward the acquaintance which was the
least likely to be found fault with.

« Miss O’Neile; that is one. And whom besides ?”

“Last holidays I wrote to Fanny Wilson,” continued
Alice.

« Miss O'Neile and Miss Wilson. I have heard them
mentioned. I can inquire about them through Mrs. Carter.
Well 27

« And sometimes—I have not written often—"’

Lady Catharine’s eye was fixed upon Alice, and the name
was uttered hurriedly.

« Sometimes I write to Florence Trevelyan.”

“ Oh! Trevelyan ”

To Alice’s surprise Lady Catharine’s face qmte brightened
at the name.
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I know something of them—the Trevelyans of Cromer
Court. Mrs, Carter told me that two of the daughters
were with her. An aunt of theirs, Mrs. De Lacy, has lately
come into this neighborhood. I am sorry you are not more
intimate.”

Alice was upon the point of saying that she was very
intimate, but she could not openly and at once contradici
herself.

“I will inquire about the others you named,” pursued
Lady Catharine, with unusual animation. I shall like you
to have friends of your own age; and if these young ladies
are desirable companions, you can ask them to come and.
stay with you by-and-by.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” replied Alice, coldly. She did
not feel ungrateful, but she was provoked with herself. If
she had only spoken out boldly, Florence Trevelyan might
have been invited almost immediately. _

Lady Catharine had made what for her was a great ad-
vance towards sympathy, and was vexed at Alice’s ap-
parent shyness. Still she made another attempt to over-
come it.

“You can tell me, I dare say, my dear, what Miss

O’Neile and Miss Wilson are like. What age are
they ?”’

Alice told, and made a few general observations on their
appearance and dispositions.

“Miss Trevelyan must be older, I imagine, from what
Mrs, Carter said,” observed Lady Catharine.

Alice answered that Florence was nearly seventeen.

“ And she has a sister ?”

“Yes, ma’am, one.”

The answer was short, for Alice particularly disliked
talking about Florence Trevelyan just then.

¢ Ah! then, I suppose that is the reason you did not get
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on with her as well as with the others; she must have been
too old.”

Alice was becoming vexed at what she felt to be her
own disagreeable manner. It was unusual for Lady Catha-
rine to ask so many questions, and under other circum-
stances Alice would have been softened, by the interest
shown, into being communicative. Now she could only
think how stupid she had been herself in not saying that
Florence Trevelyan was her friend ; and how provoking it
was in Lady Catharine so to interpret her few words as to
decide that they were not of an age to suit each other.

“Well! if Miss Trevelyan should come into the neigh-
borhood to visit her aunt, I shall hope to become acquaint-
ed with her,” continued Lady Catharine.

Alice said, with an air of indifference, she hoped that
Florence would come; and then the conversation was
stopped, for the butler came in with the letters. Three
were laid before Lady Catharine, one before Alice; Lady
Catharine was immediately engrossed in her correspond-
ence, and Alice opened a letter from Florence Trevelyan
with some degree of trepidation as to the style of its con-
tents.

But there was not any great reason to be uncomfortable.
Florence Trevelyan had not remained so long under Mrs.
Carter’s care without deriving benefit.

She was, as Alice had said, improved ; her very moder-
ate abilities had been made the most of; and her manners
and habits refined. When with sensible judicious com-
panions, she could be apparently sensible and judicious
too; orat least not remarkably the reverse. She was what
is called very passable in society; lady-like and tolerably
accomplished ; with sufficient information to enable her to
enter upon the ordinary topics of the day without commit-
ting any great blunders.
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On more important points she was altered much in the
same degree. Increasing age had given ner increasmg
steadiness; her position in the school, which naturally was
raised as time passed on, made her more watchful over
others, and more guarded in her own conduct, Though
she often talked foolishly, and loved dress, and gave way
to vanity, it was in a quiet way.which ‘people in general
were not likely to remark; and which even Mrs. Carter
sometimes failed to discover. Florence Trevelyan, when
she left school, was like hundreds of her age and sex who
have received the ordinary advantages of education. The
usual remark made upon her was that she was a nice lady-

like girl, and more agreeable than Harriet, whose temper .

was not so good, and whose manners were not so lively.
Her letter was a transcript of her mind ; smooth and well-
sounding, with nothing in it; the handwriting pointed and
delicate enough to pass current as a lady’s, but not giving
any indication of chiaracter. .

The first part of the letter was wntten from her home
It mentioned the weather and the state of the roads, her
mamma’s health, and the arrival of her brothers from
school. Also the fact that she-had received a present from
an uncle, and had been invited to a young party.” The
postscript, written on a loose half-sheet, was,” however,
dated differently. It was from Sheldon, a village about
three miles from Laneton. Florence was staying there with
her aunt. She wrote in great delight, and with most
warm expressions. The near vicinity to Laneton had
brought out all her real or supposed affection for Alice. It
was now, “My dearest Alice;” nothing could be more
charming than the prospect of their meeting ; Mrs. De Lacy
was enchanted also. They would be together constantly.
In fact, the chief object “of Florence’s visit to the neighbor-
Yood was, she said, the prospect of sceing her “darling
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Alice.” At the conclusion, Alice was reminded that she
had not kept to her promise of writing every week; and it
was hinted, in terms of gentle reproach, that she seemed
likely to be the first to break the vow they had made of
lasting friendship. -

The letter was a very fair letter ; there was really no-
thing objectionable in it: no mention of “Juno:” but it
perplexed Alice extremely. The idea of lasting friendship
and correspondence every week was not at all compatible
with her profession of writing but seldom, and her air of
indifference; and they were just the points which Lady
Catharine was likely to notice. ;

“Well! my dear!” said Lady Cathanne, laying down,
her letter, and looking at Alice as if expecting to receive
something. Alice held Florence’s letter under the table.
“You have heard from some one, surely, my dear?”

“Yes, ma’am.” Alice hesitated ; then, what she con-
sidered a bright thought—alas! should w& not rather call
all thoughts but those of simple truth most dark and evil
ones—struck her. She placed the letter before Lady
Catharine, and crushing the postscript together, ma.nagcd
to put it into her pocket.

“A very tolerable letter this,” said Lady Catharine, as
she finished reading it. ¢ Very fairly expressed; neatly
written ; not much in it, certainly ; but sﬁﬂ, as you are only
commonly intimate, I suppose there is not much to be said.
I dare say you will be in no great hwrry to answer it.
Young ladies seldom care to give up much of their time
except to their particular friends. Which do you like best,
Alice ; Miss Wilson or Miss O’'Neile ?”

Alice did not know; she was equally indifferent to
both.

“Put the letter by careful]y,” continued Lady Catha-
rine. “You should have a place in your desk for answered

aden
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and unanswered letters. Or, stay, I will give you a little
case for them, marked. You will like that, my dear?”

There was sometimes a tone in Lady Catharine’s “ my
dear,” which touched Alice deeply. It spoke of such real
kindness, such hearty interest ;—it was one of the few signs
of her deep affection which almost unknowingly escaped
her. Now it sounded in Alice’s ear as a reproach for s
slight deception, the result of a want of moral courage ; fo1
words true in the letter, but not in the spirit. Aliee had
not written often ta Florence; but she had promised that
she would do so. She said, *“ Thank you,” for Lady Cath-
arine’s offer of a case for her letters, but it was not hearty
gratitude, and Lady Catharine was once more chilled. A
last attempt was made for conversation, Lady Catharine
mentioned the confirmation. She spoke of it very seriously,
and with considerable tenderness towards Alice. She did
not indeed inquire whether Alice was desirous of being con-
firmed ; that was taken as a matter of course: but she ex-
pressed most warm interest in her welfare, and begged that
if difficulties should arise in her mind, they might be brought
before her without reserve. Then she said, “ You are very
silent, my love; have you any objection to being con-
firmed ?”

Poor Alice ! she would have suffered severe bodily pam :
to avoid answering that question; for how much was in-
volved in it !

Confirmation was a very important rite, Lady Catharine
had said. Yes; Alice well knew that. She knew the aw-
fulness of her baptismal vows; she knew the trial implied
in the solemn engagements to renounce the works of the
devil and the vanities of the world; to believe the articles
of the Christian faith, and to keep the commandments of
God through the course of—it might be—a long life. Alice
was not ignorant of her responsibilities. She understood
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them too well for her own peace of mind; for conscience
whispered, in answer to Lady Catharine’s question, that she
was not willing to undertake them ; that she would fain live
a little longer to the world and to herself ; that she would
indulge her vanity, and follow the bent of her own self-will
for a little while, and then—but Alice did not think delib-
erately of the future. She took it for granted that she
should be good some day or other, in some way or other.
She supposed that religion would come to her by-and-by,
as a mhtter of course. Lady Cathasge was religious, so
was Mrs. Carter, so were Mr. and Mrs. Clifford. Their
right principles seemed to be always at hand, and Alice
could not see why at last it should not be the same with her.
To be religious without effort was her desire. Confirma-
tion implied an effort—a resolution. Alice was no hypo-
crite. She did not desire to make the effort, therefore she
did not desire to be confirmed. Yet, in answer to Lady
Catharine’s inquiry, she said, that she had no objection,

-

CHAPTER IV.

“ Yoo must wish mamma many happy returns of the day,
Alice; it is her birthday.”

This was.Madeline’s first speech to Alice on the thirtieth
of June. They were to spend the day together at the Par-
sonage. Alice’s countenance was a great contrast to Made-
line’s on this morning. Madeline was the picture of light-
heartedness; Alice was evidently discomposed. She returned
Madeline’s greeting, and inquired for Ruth.

<« Oh, Ruth is with papa at the school, arranging the
books. . It is a holiday, and so they are very busy putting
every thing in order.”
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« I should have thought Ruth would have had a holiday
too, on her mamma’s birthday,” remarked Alice.

«Tt is a holiday, in fact, for her; she likes being at the
school very much, for she is always glad to help papa; and
I have been with mamma in the storeroom. Ruth thought
she should be back by the time you came.”

« I imagined I should have found her here,” said Alice,
in a tone of vexation.

Madeline could not help perceiving Alice’s manner, and
began to think it weuld have been better for her to have
remained at the Manor, if she was not inclined to be pleased.
She proposed that Alice should go up-st.alrs to take off her
bonnet, and Alice agreed, though still in the same moody
way. Madeline went to speak to her mamma, and during
her absence Alice occupied herself in looking at the books
that were on the table. They were a Bible and Prayer
Book; one or two upon confirmation and the Holy. Commu-
nion, and others of a serious kind. A school register also
was there, and with it were some little books for school re-
wards. Alice took them up and put them down with an
air of disgust. Then she sighed, and returned to them
. again. They excited apparently disagreeable thoughts, yet
still they engaged her attention.

It was some little time before Madeline came back, and
when she did it was only to make an apology, and beg Alice
to go down-stairs into the schoolroom alone for a few min-
utes. She would be with her as soon as possible, but she
wished to do something for her mamma first. .

Alice did not attend to Madeline’s request; and, as soon
as the door closed, she sat down and recommenced her ex-
amination of the books. One was a volume of sacred poetry ;
the names of both Ruth and Madeline were written in it, and
it was full of pencil marks. Alice saw that it was much
read, and therefore she supposed much liked; but why it
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should be, was a mystery to her. It was not what she
called pretty poetry; the lines did not all flow easily, they
did not catch the ear at the first sound ; and there was some
difficulty in reaching the meaning. Alice read over some
verses several times before she could entirely understand
them. 8till, the book pterested her. She liked to guess -
why the marked passages were preferred ; to try and find
out which were Ruth’s favorites, and which Madeline’s.
Insensibly she began to apply some to herself, if not as the
expression of her own feelings, at least.as saying what she
would wish to feel ; and whilst she did this, she forgot her
own cares, her self-will, and vanity, and discontent, and
dwelt, as it were, in another and a better world.

And Alice knew that better world to be also the true
world. 'When she read of Heaven and eternity, angels and
saints, and of Him, the Lord of all, who had redeemed her,
she knew that she was reading of realities which must en-
dure forever. A quieter, more solemn feeling stole over
her; bitterness was mixed with it, but she did not strive, as
before, to escape from it. Minutes went by quickly, and at
length Alice was roused from her occupation by the voice
of Ruth, who said, as she peeped over her shoulder—

«I am glad you are looking at that,—don’t you like it
excessively ?”

Alice closed the volume mstantly “ How long you have
been, Ruth! I have been waiting here such a time |”

«“It was rather naughty of me,” said Ruth, playfully;
“but I could not help it ; papa and I were so busy. And
you know I could not make a stranger of you. But where
is Madeline ?”

¢ She went away to your mamma.’

¢ And left you here alone? Really she ought not to
have done that; I quite depended on her taking care of
YOII.”
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“Madeline did what she could,” replied Alice, * and she
begged me to go down stairs; only I preferred staying
here.”

“There is not much to amuse you here,” said Ruth,
looking round the room. “ You are not very fond of grave
books, Alice.”

“Yes, I am sometimes,—some books I like this one,”
she added, with a slight hesitation, pointing to the small
volume which she had been reading.

Ruth took up.the book, and turned over the pages,
“Yes,” she said, thoughtfully, «if one were only as good
as this would make one! I wish—"

But Alice interrupted her with a questxon : “ What are
we going to do to-day, Ruth ?”

Ruth looked a little startled at her abruptness, but men-
tioned several plans; amongst them, a walk to a neighbor-
ing village, to see a new church which was building there ;
or, if they chose, to call on a friend who lived at a distance
beyond, and to take the pony with them, and ride in turn.
Alice did not seem to take a particular interest in any sug-
gestion, but Ruth went on planning most good-naturedly.
Presently, Alice said—

«That church at Redford is not far from Mrs. De Lacy’s,
is it ?”

“ No,” replied Ruth; « but what makes you ask ?”

¢ Mrs. De Lacy is Florence Trevelyan’s aunt,” said Alice.

«Ts she indeed ? I never heard so before.”

« She is her aunt,” repeated Alice ; “and,” she added,
after an instant’s pause, * Florence is coming; she is come
—perhaps she may be there.”

I should rather like to see her again,” observed Rutk,
carelessly. “ Did you say she was come, or coming ?”

« Coming ;—come, I think ;—yes, I believe she is there,”
replied Alice. ’
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¢ And I suppose you will ask Lady Catharine to take you
over to see her,” said Ruth, “since you are such great allies.”

“Oh, Ruth ! Alice stopped and colored.

“Ob, Ruth! what?” repeated Ruth, laughing; then
seeing that Alice appeared really uncomfortable, she added,
“is there any harm in saying you are great allies ?”

“I would rather you should not say so before Lady Cath-
arine,” answered Alice, more boldly.

“ What ? she will think allies’ not quite a young lady’s
word.” :

“No! nonsense, she is not so particular as that; but,
Rauth, I am afraid to say things to you, I am afraid you will
not understand them.”

Ruth d.reyv up her head. “Certainly, if you think that,
Alice, you had better keep your secrets to yourself.” She
turned aside and said no more,

Alice regarded her attentively without appearing irrita-

_ted. On the contrary, there was an expression of interest
and respect in her face. Ruth went to the dressing-table,
and taking off her bonnet, began to arrange her hair.
Madeline at this moment came in to fetch a little parcel of
work for a poor woman, and going up to Ruth put her arm
aflectionately round her, and said: “Are you tired, dear ?
can I help you?” It was a very natural, simple question,’
but it was put so tenderly and umselfishly, that it struck
Alice peculiarlg. And Ruth’s manner in return—the con-
fidence, the sense of hearty sympathy, made her feel as she

often did now, envious. She sighed when Madeline left the ~

room, and said : “I wish I had a sister.”

“Every one may well wish that who has not one,” an-
swered Ruth; but the wcgds were regretted as soon a3
they wére uttered ; for Alice’s face grew sad. ‘I mean a
sister is a great blessing,” continued Ruth ; “ but other peo-
ple have friends, and that does for them, I suppose.”

.
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“ Some persons have friends,” observed Alice ; “ not all.”

“You have a friend,” continued Ruth,— Florence Tre-
velyan.”

« No, indeed ; a friend '—ske is not a friend—she is not
what I mean. I like her, but she is not my friend.”

«T thought you were great allies,”” answered Ruth, with
a slight accent of contempt, which did not reach Alice’s ears.

« Allies are not friends,” answered Alice.

Ruth turned round quickly, and her face showed both
vleasure and astonishment.

“Then you have notions of something good in a friend,
Alice,” she said.

“Good ? yes, very good indeed! a great, great deal bet-
ter than myself ; but no one who is good will ever be my
friend.”

Alice’s manner when she said this exclt.ed Ruth’s com-
passion, and overcame her prudence.

«I wish you had a friend at the Manor,” she replied,
«in Lady Catharine.”

Alice twisted her chain according to her old school trick,
and did not instantly answer. Presently she broke forth
with: “It is enough to make any one angry, to be treated
so—just like a child —ordered about—lectured from morn-
ing till night.”

Ruth could scarcely refrain from a smile at this incohe-
rent indignation.

« But what is the matter >—what is itall 7" she inquired.

“The old story ; but I can’t bear it—I won't—she does
not care for me in the least.”

« Alice, you are wrong there,” replied Ruth, gravely;
“though you are vexed, you ought not to be unjust.”

«T have been lectured this morning like a baby,” contin-
ued Alice. “She says that I waste my time, and that 1
must, whether I like it or not, go to the school; and I am
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to take a list of my books, and an inventory of all my things,
and I don’t know what. It is ten times worse than school ;
there one expected it, but this is home.”

« But, Alice,” said Ruth, persuasively, “just think for one
minute, there is nothing very dreadful in having to go to the
school, or to take a list of books. Papa and mamma make
us do so.”

“Do they?” answered Alice, more calmly; “but you
are different from me—you don’t dislike it.”

«“ Madeline does,” said Ruth: ¢she hears a little class
every Thursday morning, who can only just tell their let-

; but she never complains, though she dislikes it ex-
tremely.”

« Madeline is good,” said Alice; I never shall be.”

A sigh followed this speech. Ruth was interested by it.
Alice’s state of mind appeared strange to her.

« Madeline is good,” she replied; “but I don’t see why
you are not to be equally so.”

« Because it is not in my nature—that is all.”

« Tt is not in Madeline’s nature to do disagreeable things,”
said Ruth.

“But then she has you with her,” pursued Alice. “«1
could be good too, if I had you.”

A tear stood in her eye as she spoke. Ruth’s heart was
softened, and she gave Alice a kiss, The pent-up spirit,
which had before only partially shown itself broke forth in-
stantly. Alice burst into a renewed declaration of disap-
pointment and discontent at her home ; longings to be like

-Madeline and Ruth; regrets, fervent and sincere, for her
own faults; and, at length, a half expressed, yet earnest
assurance, that if she had b:lt a friend like 4Ruth, all would
be well. She required, she was aware, some one to guide
and interest her.

Rauth listened, sympathizingly ; and—shall it be owned—
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with satisfaction. “ All would be well if Alice had a friend
like her.” Ruth had no fear then of being insincere, of not
respecting Alice. Another idea presented itself —influence.
Her manner altered, and became more gentle and free.
She spoke soothingly, yet firmly ; she reminded Alice of
her duties. It was pleasant to watch the gradual change
which her words produced. Alice grew less vehement,
more ‘humble and affectionate. Ruth felt her own power,
and her heart swelled within her. She spoke yet more
strongly of submission and lowliness ; she even ventured at
last to remind Alice of her approaching confirmation, and
the responsibility she must take upon herself. She_said
that it was necessary to make good resolutions, and recom-
mended one even at that moment. It was, that Alice
should try to please Lady Catharine by agreeing to attend
the school; and when Alice consented after some hesitation,
Ruth was quite satisfied with her morning’s work.

«“Mamma advises us to go out immediately,” said Made-
line, interrupting the conversation a second time, “ and she
says—" Alice’s tearful eyes, and Ruth’s heightened color,
made her pause for an instant; but the tact of a simple,
unselfish mind suggested to her that it might be better not
to ask questions, and she went on: “Mamma says that we
can take some biscuits with us, or we can have a sandwich
before we set off, but we had better not wait for regular
" luncheon, for fear of not being back in time for dinner.”

« And where are we to go?” asked Ruth.

“Oh! any way we choose, and we may have the pony if
we like it.” :

“] should like Redford,” said Alice, in rather a low
voice, to Ruth. Ruth appeangd not to hear. “Can't we
go?” continued Alice.

“@Go! where ?—to Redford? Yes, I suppose we can if
we choose it.”
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“You were wishing to go there, Ruth, only yesterday,”
said Madeline.

Ruth still did not give a hearty assent ; and as Madeline
went to the further end of the room she said to Alice, with
a slight air of annoyance—

““You wish to go to Redford, because you thmk you may
meet Florence Trevelyan.”

«T don’t know that I shall meet her,” answered Alice.

“But you think it probable; and she will not be of any
use to you, Alice, if you want good friends.”

“There is no harm in wishing to see her,” observed
Alice; “and I can’t say I think it kind in you to stand in
the way. But, in fact, I am not at all certain of meeting
her. I scarcely think it probable that I shall; butI should
like to go to Redford, because every one talks about the
church, and Lady Catharine will be glad for me to go.”

Ruth felt that she had tried to exert her newly-acquired
influence over Alice rather too strongly. She said no more,
but entered into the plan cheerfully; pleasing herself with
the hope of having made another little step towards gaining
Alice’s confidence and regard.

. The restoration of Redford Church was a common subject
of conversation in the neighborhood. Ruth and Madeline
had seen the plans, and heard them explained, and learned
some of the principal terms of architecture connected with
them ; but Mr. Clifford, in talking upon the subject, had
impressed them with a much greater idea of the importance
of the spirit with which such works should be undertaken,
than of the value of a knowledge of the details. )

Madeline’s thoughts, as she approached Redford Church,
were less of painted window’s and oak carvings than of the
sacredness of a place which was to be set apart for the
worship of God, and which, it was therefore right, should
be made as heautiful as possible.
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Ruth’s were a little different. She remembered it was a
church which they were to see ; and that her papa had told her
he would rather she should not talk about it lightly to every
one ; but she was pleased to think that Alice was ignorant
of the terms applied to the different parts, and felt a glow
of satisfaction as she pointed out the tracery of the east
window, and observed that it was taken from some old ca-
thedral.

To Alice, Redford Church was like any other sight ; very
pretty, tolerably interesting, a good object for a long walk,
and something to converse upon afterwards. The question
that principally occupied her mind as they drew near to it

. was whether or not they should meet Florence Trevelyan.

Ruth understood what was passing in Alice’s mind by
the quick way im which she turned to look at any one who
went by, and her careful notice of all the houses on the
road. The idea that Alice was thinking of Florence gave
her a feeling of rivalship, and she exerted herself more to
.be agreeable; and at last succeeded in winning Alice’s at-
tention completely, by rather an amusing account of a pic-
nic party that had taken place-a short time previously, and
which she had heard described by a morning visiter. Ruth
was not quite«<clear that the story was a desirable one to
repeat, she had heard her mamma say it was rather ill-
natured ; but it was to entertain Alice and prevent her from
caring for Florence Trevelyan, and make her fond of being
with them; and, without conceit, it was quite clear to
Ruth’s mind that Alice was more likely to learn good from

~ them than from Florence.

Ruth purposely, though msensnbly to Alice, gave the
conversation a graver turn as they drew near the church,
and when they entered it her manner became very serious.
It was not natural, indeed, for one in whom the spirit of
reverence had been so carefully cultivated, to feel any thing
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but quiet awe in a building soon to be consecrated to God.
Ruth looked at the font, which had been recently placed
at the western entrance of the church, and it brought te
her remembrance her baptismal vows, and the engagement
which she must before long renew in the face of the assem-
bled congregation. Her eye passed along the open seats,
and it required but little imagination to picture them filled
with rich and poor met together for one common purpose,
acknowledging the sins of the same sinful nature, and ask-
ing the pardon of the same God, through the Saviour who
had died alike for all. 'Whilst holier, more solemn still—
beyond, in the depth of the chancel, stood the altar, re-
minding her that, if her life were spared, she might, before
many months were over, be permitted to kneel and receive
the completion of her Christian privileges, the foretaste of
the communion of heaven.

No! a church, even when unconsecrated, is not a place
for a careless discussion of the beauties of architecture, and
the display of our knowledge of corbels, and finials, and
carvings, and the difference between modern and ancient
glass. Unless we speak of these things with a full remem-
brance that they are connected with a sacred building, we
had much better be silent.

Alice was easily influenced by example. She soon caught
the tone of her companion’s observations, and walked up
the aisles quietly, making her remarks without any appear-
ance of levity. Ruth noticed this, and flattered herself that
it was partly the result of being with her. Alice was not
naturally so subdued and reverent.

They were standing before the altar, and Ruth was re-
marking some peculiarities in the ornaments about it, when
another party entered the church. Ruth was too much
occupied with what she was saying to observe them, and
both Alice and Madeline were listening to_her attentively.
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The strangers were an elderly lady, a little girl of about
eleven, and a young lady, rather pretty, very well dressed,
and slightly self-conscious in manner. They advanced into
the chdnce]. Ruth, not aware of their presence, continued
her observations in & tone loud enough to be audible.

The young lady watched them for a few instants, then
smiled and whispered something to her friend, and stepping
forward gently touched Alice’s shoulder.

“ Florence!” exclaimed Alice, recovering from her first
feeling of frightened displeasure. ’

Florence laughed heartily, and held out her hand to Ruth
and Madeline,

She was in ecstasies at the meeting ; it was delightful,
charming ; nothing in the world could be more fortunate;
and her aunt would be so rejoiced to see them ; where had
they come from ? how long had they been there ? when
were they obliged to go back ?

Madeline stood in silent wonder; abashed at the height
and fashionablé appearance of her former schoolfellow.

Ruth was quite self-possessed.

“ A charming church this is!” began Florence, putting
up her eye-glass. .

Ruth assented shortly.

“My aunt has been promising to bring me here ever
since I arrived,” continued Florence ; *you must be intro-
duced to my aunt—my Aunt Harriet—Harriet, my sister,
was named after her.”

Mrs. De Lacy drew near, and Alice and her companions
were introduced. She was a middle-aged, indolent-man-
nered, soft-voiced person, with a slight lisp. Ruth was not
at all struck by her. Rather an awkward pause followed
the introduction, and Mrs. De Lacy, for want of something

- to say, observed that Ruth must have a considerable knowl-
edge of architecture from the remarks she had been making
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“Oh! Ruth knows every thing,” exclaimed Florence;
“ghe always did at school.”

« Not quite every thing, Florence,” replied Ruth. “Papa
has taught me the terms of architecture, that is all I know.”

“And a great deal more than I do, or my aunt either,”
exclaimed Florence. ¢ Aunt Harriet, we must make Ruth
go round the church with us and do the honors,”

Ruth declined the proposal, again insisting upon her own
ignorance.

““ Well, then, Madeline, you had always a little wisdom m
your head, tell us all about the church.”

Madeline seemed quite amused at the idea of possessing
wy wisdom ; but without hesitation told what she knew of
the style, and the points which were particularly to be ad-
mired. Florence listened carelessly, and presently, putting
- her arm withiri that of Alice, drew her to the lower end of
the church. Mrs. De Lacy remained talking to Ruth and
Madeline, and invited them both to return with her to her
house, which was about half a mile distant. Ruth hesitated,
and Mrs. De Lacy pressed her with some earnestness. She
was very glad, she said, to make their acquaintance. - She
had often heard her niece speak of them, and it would be a
great advantage to Florence to have such agreeable, sensi- -
ble companions whilst she was in the neighborhood. Ruth’s
thanks were quietly given, but her hesitation was evidently
. less,

“Had we. not better go home, Ruth?” said Madeline.
“'We shall be late for dinner.”

“Oh! but surely just for this once, Your mamma is not
very exacting, T am sure,” continued Mrs. De Lacy.

‘Madeline blushed deeply, and approaching her sister more
nearly, whispered hurriedly, “ Mamma does not know Mrs,
De Lacy.” ,

“ Come, I see you are inclined to yield,” persisted Mra

23
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De Lacy. I shall hope to make your mamma’s persona.
acquaintance before long, and then I shall be able to ex-
plain the case to her. Really I cannot resist the opportu-
nity of cultivating such a very desirable acquaintance.”

“ We might walk part of the way together,” said Ruth.

“Yes ; we might,” observed Madeline, great doubt being
expressed in the word * might.”

“ Well, come part of the way, and I shall see whether I
cannot persuade you to extend your walk the whole way,”
said Mrs, De Lacy, and she went forward to tell Florence
that she had gained her point. :

Alice was giving her whole attention to something which
Florence was telling her, and she was very glad not to be
immediately interrupted. She thanked Ruth cordially for
consenting, and said it was very kind in her, and then she
and Florence left the church together. They soon, however,
rejoined Ruth ; and Florence began thanking her again for
going with them, declaring that it would have been a great
disappointment if she -had not done so ; for they might not
have another opportunity of seeing each other for some
time. .

« I wish, extremely, to hear all about the Parsonage,”
she continued, “ what you do—how you spend your time.
I heard such an account of you from a lady who dined at
my aunt’s the day before yesterday ; and you know, Ruth,
you were always a pattern to every one,”

Rauth’s color changed quickly, and she was silent. Flor-
ence went on talking to Alice. Mrs. De Lacy, Madeline,
and the two children were behind. 'What passed between
Florence and Alice for themext few minutes Ruth did not
very well know. That short allusion to bygone days had
carried her mind back to school ; its great temptations and
her own weakness. Was she altered ? Had the lapse of
time, with the blessing of good advice, and good example,
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strengthened her moral principles? Having reached an
age when she could no longer be deemed a child, and about
to be admitted to confirmation and the vast privilege suc-
ceeding it, was she really bent upon giving up all which
might withdraw her heart from God? These are questions
which we may ask at length ; by Ruth they were only felt

as a misgiving, a pang of conscience, a doubt whether the .

Rath Clifford of the quiet country parsonage was not in too
many respects the same Ruth Clifford of Mrs. Carter’s
school, who had so sadly wandered from the straight-
forward path of duty. .

“ Now, Ruth, we must turn this way,” said Madeline,
trying to gain her sister’s attention, as they came to a place
where four lanes met. “It will lead us across the common
into the Laneton road.”

Ruth was a short distance before, now again conversing
upon a subject which apparently interested all parties—the
home life at the Parsonage. She did not hear her sister,
and went on.

¢ Must they not lead happy lives?” said Alice, as Ruth .

paused in her description. ¢ Much happier than mine.”

“Or mine!” remarked Florence, sighing. “I only wish
I could do just the same.”

“Oh! no, Florence ; you like gayeties, and going out to
dinner-parties and balls,” said Ruth. ¢ Alice has told me you
are to begin soon; you would not bear our sober ways.”

“Florence would, though,” said Alice.

«Certainly I should. It was only the other day we
settled how we should like to live together in a village;
did we not, Alice? We would have a few friends to see
us, now and then, and go out for a walk when we chose,
and have a nice little pony-chaise.”

« And go to the schools, and see the poor people,” added
Alice.
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“Oh yes, of course do every thing of that kind; live a
complete country life, in short.”

Just then Madeline gained Ruth’s attention by saying
rather more loudly, “ Ruth, we have passed the turning; I
don’t think we must go any further.”

“And there is Sheldon Lodge,” said Mrs. De Lacy,
pointing to a white house just seen amongst the trees.

« It will not make five minutes’ difference to go on,” ob-
served Alice.

“ And I do so want to talk a little more,” said Florence.

Ruth answered, that she was afraid they must wait for
another opportunity; but she did not wish any one “good-
by.” She stood looking at the lodge.

« Mamma would rather not, I am sure,” said Madelme,
going up to her.

Mrs. De Lacy did not hear what she said, but laughingly
exclaimed, I suspect you are a little enemy. Suppose we
make a compromise ; you shall walk with us to the gate.”

“There can be no harm in that, Madeline,” said Ruth,
and Madeline could not exactly say there was; only in her
heart she wished it had been settled otherwise.

The gate was soon reached; there they were really to
separate; but by this time a new cause had arisen for de-
lay. Alice wanted Ruth to see a prize which Florence had
gained the last half-year she was at school ; actually a good-
conduct prize. It was a very handsome book, ¢ One of the
handsomest,” she said, “which had ever been given by
Mrs. Carter;” and when Alice made this remark, she
watched Ruth, as she had done once or twice before, to see
the effect of her words. Ruth’s manner to Florence had
been gradually changing during the whole of this interview.
At first she was rather cold ; then cheerful, but indifferent ;
shen interested ; and now, there was clearly a certain mix-
‘ture of respect. She did not like to give Florence any




LANETON PABRSONAGE. 53

trouble, she said, and as they were in a hurry, perhaps it
would be better to wait till another day. Florence would
not be contented with this proposal. She wished to have
Ruth’s opinion about the book at once, because she was
such a good judge.

“We might just go in for one minute,” said Alice.

Ruth really could see no objection, as they had come so
far; and referring to Madeline, asked her whether she
would not come also. Madeline looked a lLittle surprised
and annoyed, and reminded her that it was getting late.

“We shall not be one minute—not half a minute,” ex-
claimed Florence, hastening towards the house, and Ruth
and Alice followed her.

Madeline remained behind, making a laughing excuse to
Mrs. De Lacy, that she wished to be a check upon the
others: they would be ashamed to keep her waiting, and if
they all went together, they might be tempted to stay for
another hour. T

Ruth was fully resolved only to be absent the “one
minute.” She walked very fast, saying several times that
they had not -an instant to spare; and declining Mrs. De
Lacy’s invitation to go into the drawing-room, went up
stairs directly to Florence’s apartment. Alice began to re-
mark upon its prettiness, the pattern of the chintz furni-
ture, the luxury of having a sofa, the convenience of the
large wardrobe, and other such advantages; but Ruth was
not to be diverted from her one object. She made Flor-
ence bring her the book immediately. It was Bishop
Taylor’s “Holy Living and Dying.” Florence said she
had read some of it and liked it Ruth knew it well, but
she would not talk about it then; and, after admiring it
extremely, she said, they must manage to meet again soon;
and, summoning Alice, led the way down-stairs. Alice
lingered a little behind, and Ruth and Florence stood at
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the head of the stairs waiting for her. The staircase wae
a winding one, and from it they could look down into a
stone hall, from which the doors of the different rooms
opened. They heard Mrs. De Lacy speaking to some one
below. Florence listened and drew back instantly. .

“ How provoking !”” she exclaimed. ¢ Wait one minute;
don’t go down just now.” Ruth’s foot was on the first
“stair.

“Indeed we must go. No one will take any notice of
us,” she replied, impatiently.

Florence forcibly detained her, and when Alice joined
them she put up her finger to enforce silence.

“We did not expect you till this evening,” they heard
Mrs. De Lacy say.

Florence loosened her hold of Ruth.

“Now we are safe. I hate encountering visiters.”

Ruth ran down the stairs. The drawing-room door was
left open. They could see Mrs. De Lacy placing a chair
for a young lady. Ruth did not remark her particularly.
Florence, as her back was towards them, stepped before
her, and took the handle of the door to shut it ; but before
she had succeeded, Ruth caught the voice and foreign ac-
cent of the stranger. She could not mistake it, though so
long a time had elapsed since she had heard it.

«Justine Le Vergnicr!” she exclaimed.

Florence colored crimson. She motioned to Ruth and
Aljce to enter a small study next the drawing-room, and
closing the door, said : '

«] did not wish you to know,—at least not you, Ruth.
I told Alice she was expected. But you must please
promise me not to say you have seen her, even to Madeline;
and if you hear any thing about her, not to make any allu- .
sion to old times, Mrs. Carter, and all that nonsense. It
would be immensely unkind, and do great mischief.”
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«I never feel myself bound to keep secrets unless I know
a reason for it,” said Ruth, with some pride of manner.
“ Why is Justine here ?”

«It is a long story; there is not time to tell it now,” said
Florence.

¢ But I do not like to have secrets from mamma,” ob-
served Ruth; “and Alice ought not to have any from Lady
Catharine.”

“ Trust Alice for that,” said Florence, laughing. “Juno
is not like Mrs. Clifford. But, my dear Ruth, I thought I
could trust you entirely; and I may want to consult you.
You may really be of use to me, if you will only be wise
just now; but I assure you you do not know the mischief
you may do if you are not.”

Florence was not clever; it was a sort of instinct which
made her seize on Ruth’s weak point. To be of use, to give
advice, to have influence in fact, was a tempting bait to a
person of Ruth’s character.

« A1l T wish,” continued Florence, *is, as I sai¢ before,
that you should not mention having seen Justine here ; and,
if any thing is said about her, that you should not refer in
any way to the old story against her.”

Ruth could see no exact harm in the promise, yet she did
not like promises. Alice declared her full belief that they
were bound in honor not to say one word more than Flor-
ence desired. It would be cruel to rake up old offences.
Ruth felt that good-nature was expected of her, whether
true or false was not the question. She hesitated. Flor
>nce again professed an intention of some day asking her
opinion; and Alice said she was certain that Ruth would
judge properly. It did seem unkind of Ruth to refuse,
when she could not tell the reasons which might induce
Florence to make the request; and if they were to differ
now it might produce a coldness, which might never be
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overcome. This would be a pity, as Florence appeared
improved and open to good impressions. So, after some
little consideration, Ruth agreed to say nothing for the
present—* only for the present, however,” she repeated, as
they left the house.

CHAPTER V.

“ WHERE are you going, my dear Alice ?”” said Lady
Catharine, a few mornings after the visit to Redford
Church, as she met Ahce dressed for walking, soon after
breakfast.

“To the school, ma’am; it is my day.”

“To the school, my dear, alone! Why did you not tell
me ? D124

«I thought you wished me to go, ma’am,” answered
Alice.

« Certainly, my dear, I wished it. But this—really—I
don’t understand—you take me quite by surprise. Who
told you to go this morning ?”

« Mr. Clifford told me this would be the best day when '
I went to the Parsonage yesterday,” answered Alice.

“But to go without my knowledge! Very extraordinary!
Come back, my dear, into the breakfast-room: Let me hear
more about it—very extraordinary indeed !”’

Lady Catharine entered the breakfast-room with a stately
step, and seated herself in a high-backed chair, against
which, however, she would on no account have leaned.

“Now, my dear, let me hear s0methmg more : whg do
you say told you to go to the school ?”

“You did, ma’am, and Mr. Cliffo
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“We talked to you about it; but you were not in-

" clined to undertake the duty, for a duty it clearly is. I

should be glad, my dear, for the future, to understand you
better.” ’

“I thought you would be pleased when I came back,”
said Alice, with more humility than she had hitherto
shown. i }

“Perhaps I might have been. I will not say that I
should nof’; but I ought to have been told before. I like
to be prepared. I cannot understand what your arrange-
ments for the day are to be.”

Alice had made no arrangements. Ruth had been talk-
ing to her again about the school. Mr. Clifford had named
the day and the hour when it would be best for her to
attend. She had half made up her mind the night before
that she would go, and determined upon it decidedly that
morning, as much because she was not in a humor for her
ordinary occupations, as from a principle of duty.

“Well!” continued Lady Catharine, recovering her usual
dignity, and pitying Alice’s discomposure—«I dare say
you did not intend any harm, my dear; but you must re-
member I do not like surprises. If I had been prepared
for this step I should have formed different plans my-
self.”

“The step” seemed to Alice a very simple one, and in-
stead of making apologies or excuses she asked if there
was any reason now why she should not go. -

“None at all, my dear—none that I know of ; it is quite
right, your duty, to attend at the school. I hope you will
pay particular attention to Mr. Clifford’s instructions as to
what you are to do. Still, I could have desired—however,
it cannot be helped, it is out of the question you should
be with me, when you have arranged to take a morning at
the school.”
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«Are you going out, ma’am ?” asked Alice, rather as-
tonished. :

“ Only for some visits, my dear, at a distance; and 1
shall take Mrs. De Lacy of Sheldon on my way back. I
thought, as you informed me the other day that you had
met your schoolfellow, Miss Trevelyan, at Redford, you
might have liked to accompany me ; but it does not signify ;
and as Miss Trevelyan is not a particular friend of yours,
you will not so much care.” Alice was silent from vexa-
tion. “I will not keep you, my dear,” continued Lady
Catharine; “ no doubt as Mr. Clifford named the hour, he
will be punctual and ready to tell you what you have to
do. I shall be glad to hear when I return. You have no
message, I conclude, for Miss Trevelyan ?”

Alice had a message, which she wished very much to
send. It was to repeat to Florence a caution she had has-
tily given her at their first meeting—not to say much about
their being intimate ; but as this could not be sent through
Lady Catharine, she could only reply in the negative, and
Lady Catharine begging her to make a proper apology to
Mr. Clifford if she should be late at the school, dismissed
her. ’

Left to herself, Lady Catharine’s manner changed. The
severe features relaxed; the coldness of the gray-eye was
softened into melancholy, and the stern lips expressed ten-
derness and anxiety.

When would Alice cease to be reserved with her best
friend? When would she understand her affection? When
would she give any opening for sympathy ? These were
the questions which Lady Catharine asked herself. The re-
ply came in a chill sense of disappointment. And Alice,
notwithstanding her instability of character, would have bit-
terly reproached herself if she had known the pain which .
ter inattention to Lady Catharine’s habits, and her wilfu!
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impatience of any thing approaching to repreof so frequent-
ly caused.

Mr. Clifford and Ruth were at the school together ; and
Mr. Clifford, thinking that Alice would be less afraid with
Ruth than with him, left them with a class whilst he went
to examine the boys. ‘

Teaching, unless we have a natural taste for it, is a very
wearisome undertaking. Alice soon thought it so; and
longing to have the lessons finished, spoke impatiently and |
rather unjustly to a child who was not perfect in her les-
sons. Injustice produced irritation of temper; irritation
became want of respect; want of respect made Alice very
angry. If Ruth had not been present she would have
thrown down the book and left the class to itself. Asit
was, she cast an imploring glance at Ruth, entreating her to
interpose. Ruth said but little and in a much quieter tone
" than Alice, but she enforced instant attention; and Alice
listened with surprise to the steady, orderly course of in-
struction which followed. Ruth seemed as much at home
in her duties as if she had been accustomed to them from
infancy. When the lessons were ended, Ruth did not make
any observation upon Alice’s failure; but proposed that
they should inquire whether her father was ready to go.
Alice gave a silent moody assent.

“Well! Alice,” said Mr. Clifford, as they took the road
to the Parsonage, where Alice was to have her luncheon,
“how did you manage? Were the children perfect ?”

¢« Not quite, papa,” interposed Ruth; “Jane Stevens was
naughty, and Kate Morrison was very idle.”

“They were all naughty, I think,” said Alice.

« All! rather a sweeping condemnation,” said Mr. Clif-
ford. “But was it a great trouble to you, Alice?”

“Yes” was upon Alice’s lips, but she was afraid te
speak it.
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¢ You will grow more accustomed to it by-and-by,” ob-
served Ruth. “ You will know how to manage better.”

« No, never ; you are mistaken there, Ruth. I shall never
mansge, I shall never do any thing.”

“And why not, my dear?” said Mr. Clifford; « why
are you to be so much more stupid than the rest of the
world ?”

« Because—I don’t know—because—I shall be; because
Iam in every thing—I always was. No one is ever pleased
with me,” she added in an under voice.

Mr. Clifford drew Alice’s arm within his, and pomtmgto
a woman who was crossing the road lower down, he said,
¢ Ruth, just go forward and tell Mrs. Barnes to call at the
Parsonage this evening ; I want to see her.”

Ruth ran on, and Mr. Clifford, slackening his pace, said,
«¢ Alice, my love, I am one of your oldest friends, and old
friends are privileged. Will you let me ask you a ques-
tion ?”

Alice’s hand trembled a little, but she did not speak.

“You are not happy, my dear,” continued Mr. Clifford ;
“ Ruth tells me that she thinks you are not, and I can see
it myself. Can I help you?”

“No, indeed. I am not unhappy; Ruth does not know
about me,” answered Alice; “I am vexed at not doing bet-
ter at the school, but I cannot help it.”

«I am afraid that is not quite sincere,” rejoined Mr.
Clifford ; “however, as you had rather not talk to me, you
shall not ; only remember, that when I can ever be of use
to you, I shall be quite ready to be so; for your own sake,
and”—Mr. Clifford spoke with some hesitation—*for your
mother’s sake.”

“ My mother !” repeated Alice, “ every one loved her!”

“ And every one will love her child, Alice; if only she
will follow in the same footsteps.”

~
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“ Lady Catharine once told me I should never be like
her,” said Alice, with some bitterness.

“Lady Catharine was speaking of yournatural disposition,”
replied Mr. Clifford;  you are hasty, eager, and easily led :
your mother was gentle and firm. By nature, you certainly
are not like her; but it does not follow that you may not
become so.”

“But no persons are exactly alike,” said 'Alice, rather
perversely.

Mr. Clifford did not seem to notice her manner, he only
answered rather more gravely than before,

“The same Pattern is given -to us all, Alice: a perfect
one. The better we are, the more nearly we shall approach
to it.”

« Mamma had always some one to love her,” continued
Alice.

“ Perhaps, my dear child, you do not understand the love
which is given you,” answered Mr. Clifford. “Because it
is hidden by a certain stiffness, and sometimes coldness of
manner, you may think that it does not exist.”

«It is difficult to be always believing one is loved,” said
Alice. *“One longs to see it and know it.”

“Yes, I own that,” replied Mr, Clifford. “It is a great
trial of what may be called human faith., Still, actions are
the best proofs of love.”

““Yes, I know, I really do know it,” exclaimed Alice,
softened by finding that her troubles were acknowledged to
be real. ¢ Very often I say to myself, that I am ungrateful ;
still things go on just the same.’

“But, Alice,—you must not think that I am wishing to
find fault with you because I ask the question,—have you
ever seriously set yourself to alter the state of things? You
call Lady Catharine cold ; have you ever yourself given her
occasion to be otherwise ?” .
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¢ I don’t know; I have tried to love her,” said Alice.

“ But trying to love is useless. We must act if we wish
to feel. Lady Catharine has devoted herself in action to
you, that you acknowledge ; perhaps you have not done the
same for her.”

Alice could not find what to answer.

It is a very important question for you, my dear,” con-
tinued Mr. Clifford, more authoritatively ; ““a great deal of
your happiness, must depend upon the answer you can give
toit. Will you think of it ?”

They had reached the Parsonage gate as Mr. Clifford
said this. Ruth was waiting for them there. Alice with-
drew herself from him, and walked into the house alone.

Ruth looked at her father for an explanation. He ap-
peared vexed ; and she did not like to ask him the cause.

He referred to it, however, by saying, « Alice is very re- -

served.” .

"« Yes,” replied Ruth; «that is, papa, she is reserved
sometimes ; but she is very odd. I think what she wants
is some one to love her. Nothing, it seems, will make her
happy except that.”

“ Nothing will make any of us happy but that,” replied
Mr. Clifford, with a peculiar, grave smile, on his lips, which
Ruth did not thoroughly understand.

Mr. Clifford turned into a path leading to a distant part
of the garden, and Ruth followed him.

« Papa,” she said, presently, «if you have not influence
over Alice, who can have ?”’

“It is not influence which we must trust to, Ruth,” re-
plied Mr. Clifford ; “we must have the main-spring in our-
selves if we mean to be worth any thing. It is religion
which Alice wants.”

“ And affection, too, papa,” said Ruth,

Mr. Clifford walked on in silence.
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Ruth did not feel that she might venture to interrupt
him : he seemed thinking deeply.

At last he said, “ We must not separate religion and af-
fection, my dearest child.”

¢ It does not seem that they have much to do with each
other,” observed Ruth, in a tone of surprise.

¢ But,”” replied Mr. Clifford,  we are told in the Bible
that religion is to make us happy, and we feel in ourselves
that it is happiness to love and be loved in return; there
must, therefore, be love in religion : otherwise it could not
satisfy us.”

“Yes,” replied Ruth, doubtfully.

“ Perhaps, I am not speaking clearly,” continued Mr.
Clifford ; “ I will refer to Alice. The craving of her mind
is for affection, at least so she thinks; but if to-morrow she
were to receive the most perfect human affection we can
imagine, and to give her own to the same extent, she could
not be happy for a continuance ; because it is religion alone
which can render her so.” :

< But, surely, papa,” exclaimed Ruth, ¢ she might still
be religious. We may love people without doing wrong.”

“ What do you mean by being religious, Ruth ?”’

« Keeping God’s commandments ; trying to please Him ;

' baving faith in Him ;" answered Ruth.

«That is what you mean. Now, what does the Bible
mean ?”’ .

“«1 don't know; I can’t understand,” ansyered Ruth,
with an air of great astonishment. ¢ It says the same, I
believe.” '

“Do you remember,” inquired Mr. Clifford, *“our Sa-
viour’s answer to the question of the lawyer: ¢ Which is
the great commandment in the law 2’ ¢ Thou shalt love the
Lord thy God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, and
with all thy mind.’ ”
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“Yes,” replied Ruth, thoughtfully, « I know that religiox
is the love of God, but I did not think of saying it.”

“ Love,” repeated Mr. Clifford : “ not obedience merely ;
still less fear; but love. A real, warm, devoted, intense
feeling of the heart. Love to our blessed Lord as to a hu-
man friend ; only with the fullest, most unwavering confi-
dence in his affection. Such a feeling as will make us turn
to Him in all our troubles, as sure of His sympathy ; which
will make us delight in the smallest occasions of showing
our affection ; which will make us find real happiness in
prayer, and reading the Bible, and receiving the Holy Com-
munion. This is religion, Ruth; the religion which is to
make us blest in life, and full of peace in death.”

“Papa,” said Ruth, in a tone of deep seriousness, “I am

afraid I shall never feel this; but I hoped I was trying to

be religious.”

« I have been speaking of the end of religion, my dearest
Ruth, not the beginning. The effort at obedience must
come first ; the joy of love will be our reward afterwards.
When it is ours we shall have attained the object of our
lives ; we shall be happy.”

¢« But,” said Ruth, “ we were intended to love our fellow-
creatures also ; it comes to us quite naturally.”

“ Yes, to love them deeply and devotedly, but not to rest

our highest affection upon them ; not to feel that without

them life would have neither interest nor hope.”

“1 should, be very miserable without you and mamma,
said Ruth. -

“Yet the time will come when we must part, my dear
child. If you give us your whole heart you are resting
your happiness on a broken reed.”

“ But it seems so difficult, so impossible, not to love one’s
friends,” exclaimed Ruth. I always feel with Alice when
she talks to me about it.”
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*I do not for an instant wish-you not to love them most
dearly,” replied Mr. Clifford ; * only, not to put them first.
I will tell you a mistake which many persons—young per-
sons especially—are apt to make. It is the secret of a vast
portion of their unhappiness and disappointment. They say
they wish to be religious, and they set about performing
their duties strictly ; they pray regularly, and go to church,
and read the Bible, and try to correct their evil tempers,—
and, in a measure, they succeed and improve; but stlll
religion does not make them happy.”

Mr. Clifford paused, and Ruth thought, though she did
not express it, that this was her own case.

« Such- persons,” continued Mr. Clifford, * are servants,
very good servants ; but they are not children ; I mean, of
course, in feeling. Now why do you think this is ?”

“ Because they are not so good as they ought to be, I

suppose,” answered Ruth.
- “But they are in earnest, trymg very much : the secret .
is, that they are giving- their obedience to-God, but their
hearts to their fellow-creatures. ‘They do not think of God
as their Friend. I use the word in its plain, literal sense.
They do not feel that He loves them. They pray for great
things, but they do not mention before Him the little cir-
cumstances which interest them, or make them anxious.
They own that their Saviour has redeemed them from eter-
rial  punishment, but they do not see that He saves them
from daily annoyance. They take their trifling comforts
and pleasures as matters of course ; whereas, if they thought
rightly, every petty gratification would be a source of de-
light, as the mark of an especial love.”

« But it seems almost irreverent to think of religion in
such little instances,” said Ruth.

“ How do you feel towards me, Ruth, when you thank
me for a trifling kindness ?”
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“ That is so different,” answered Ruth. .

« Ah, my love, there is the mistake. 'We think that the
love of God is something totally unlike the love of our fel.
low-creatures, when, in fact, it is the very same feeling,
only purified and exalted. As I said before, it is not obe-

. dience, or fear, or even reverence; though, of course, all
these must exist with it. It is actually love. As we could
love a human being, and give up our hearts to him in the
confidence of meeting a full return, so we mdy and must
love God, if we ever intend that religion should be our hap=
piness.”

“ @od is so far above us,” said Ruth, in a low voice.

«“And therefore, Ruth, once He became man that we
might learn to love Him.”

Ruth sighed despondingly.

«I would not for the world aiscourage you, my dearest
child,” continued Mr. Clifford. ¢ Obedience, and rever-
ence, and fear—which I can quite understand are all you
yet associate with religion—are most excellent in them-
selves ; quite necessary as a beginning. But what I wish
you, and Madeline, and Alice, to feel, is that there is some-
thing far beyond—something, which if you really strive af-
ter, you must one day attain. When you renew your vows
at your confirmation, I would wish you to do it in the spirit
of children.” -

“If we were good we might do so,” answered Ruth.

« You are fast emerging from childhood, Ruth,” contin-
ued Mr. Clifford. “You can look back upon your early
life, and judge of and learn from it. When you were a
little child, did your mother and I love you because you .
were good 7"’

Ruth was about to answer ““ Yes;” but she stopped her-
self. “You loved me when I was good,” she replied ;
¢ you often told me so.”
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¢ Certainly I did ; but often you were naughty. Did we
cease to love you then ?”

“ You were displeased with me,” replied Ruth.

“ But did we cast you off? 'Was not ours a patient, en
during love, which bore with your faults, and watched with
delight the slightest improvement 2’

“Yes,” replied Ruth, heartily. «I should never have
improved at all but for that,”

« And now,” continued Mr. Clifford, « you are reaching
an age when all that you have felt and acted upon towards
your eartbly parents is to be felt and acted upon towards
God. God has been pleased so to order our earthly exist-
ence that all things belonging to it should be the types of
our spiritual existence. As we read of death and the res-
urrection, in the course of the sun, in the seed sown in the
ground, in the transformation of insects; so we may read
the course of our mortal life in the history of our early
years. The love which you have felt for me is the love
which one day, if you ever wish for happiness, you must
feel towards God.”

T cannot fancy it the same,” said Ruth.

“In one respect it will not be the same,” replied her fa-
ther. ¢ As it is to be directed to an infinitely Higher Ob-
ject, so it must be, in its perfection, infinitely more satisfying.”

“ Yes, in its perfection,” said Ruth, doubtfully.

“And even in its imperfection—in its germ—it must
bring more real happiness than any inferior affection. There
can be no distrust in it. It must unite all that is deepest
and purest of the most engrossing earthly love; the fond
reverence of a child for a parent—the entire confidence of
brother with brother—the fulness of sympathy of the near-
er ties which we form for ourselves—all hallowed, strength-
ened, ennobled by the sense that the Being to whom we
have devoted ourselves is Almighty and Unchangeab
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¢« should like to think that I could ever feel it,” said
Rauth.

« Wish for it—and if you cannot do that, pray that you
may be taught to wish for it—my dear child, and you will
have taken a first step towards realizing it. Too many per-
sons never wish for it ; they do not know—they scarcely
ever think what the love of God means. They have a low
notion of religion; they suppose it is only intended to make
them what they call good ;—moral, well-conducted.”

«But it must do so,” said Ruth. '

¢ Yes, indeed, it must; or it has no reality : butit is also
intended to do much more—to make us happy. Even in
the .common view of religion, however, there is a mistake.
We can never serve God rightly in our daily duties unless
we worship Him, and are grateful to Him, and trust, and
pray to, and honor Him—in one word, give Him our hearts,
and love Him. We see every day the difference between
the service of love and that of fear or necessity. One is
happiness, the other wearying labor.”

Ruth repeated the word “happiness” to herself, as if un-
able to realize what her father said.

“ This is not a truth to be understood by reasoning,” con-
tinued Mr. Clifford ; “ yet it is a certain fact that no one
ever loved God and was disappointed. Ask any person—
however poor or suffering, or lonely—whether he would ex-
change the feeling for any other, however pure and strong,
and he will say *No.” And as you go forward in lifé and
find yourself more exposed to its trials, Ruth, you will un-
derstand what I mean when I say that it gives us rest.
You are young now; rest scarcely seems a blessing;
by-and-hy it will be your one great longing, and nothing
but the intense devotion of the affections to God will
give it.” ) ’

*¢ It seems to me as if I could be satisfied if any one like
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myself loved me better than any thing else in the world o
said Ruth.

Mr. Clifford smiled sadly. ¢ Ah, Ruth! so you may be
satisfied for a time—many have been—but the satisfaction
cannot continue. If there is nothing higher—no one Per-
fect and Immortal Being who has the first place—there
must be disappointment in the end.” '

Ruth looked incredulous.

“T cannot expect you to believe all this at once,” said
Mr. Clifford. I would not have said it if I had not felt
that you were approaching an age when you might need it.
Only I will ask you to think of this—even in human affec-
tion the knowledge that we are beloved tends to increase,
and very often to excite our feelings in return. There are
facts in the Bible which place the love of God to us beyond
the possibility of doubt; and there are words in the Bible
so full of gentle, tender, wonderful affection, that the most
anxious heart could require no more. They are to be found
in the prayer of our blessed Lord for His disciples, and for
those who afterwards should believe in Him. There seems
an especial care that no doubt should exist upon this point.
The petition is, that ¢ all may be one’—one with God, loved

‘with that same unutterable love which was the perfection

of our Lord’s blessedness in heaven. Ruth, my child, will
you read those words thoughtfully, with reverence, kneel-
ing before God, and praying Him to teach you to under-
stand them ?”

‘What Ruth might answer, Mr. Clifford did not wait to
hear. He imprinted a kiss upon her forehead, and left her
alone, to think.

And was Ruth in a state of mind to think? Could she
comprehend “her father’s words? Comprehend them she
did as far as that implies understanding their literal mean-
ing ; and even in a higher sense she could in a measure

2

‘A'
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enter into them ; for Ruth, like many of her age whom God
has gifted with warm affections and thoughtful minds, had
often felt the longing for some devoted affection to satisfy
her dream of happiness. Madeline could live from day to
day without thinking of the future—contented in the peace-
ful enjoyments of her home, the fondness of her parents,
the sympathy of her sister, the pleasant, unrestrained com-
panionship of Alice; but Ruth’s mind was continually wan-
dering forth to the unknown years which lay before her,

-seeking to know what she should do, how she should feel,

where her lot would be cast. And in those wanderings,
those visions of a life yét more blest, more exciting and

.engrossing than was yet granted her, the one great ingre-

dient of happiness was always a perfect affection. Mr.
Clifford had now told her of means by which this vision of
happiness might be realized, and Ruth’s trust in her father’s
truth made her listen to him with a degree of confidence
which she might not otherwise have felt. She saw that he
was speaking from his own personal experience, and she
could, in & certain way, suppose it possible one day to do
the same. But as' yet the deep realities of religion, its
power of occupying the mind and satisfying the heart, were
to Ruth like the description of a foreign country to a per-
son who has never beheld it. Its existence is fully believed,
but it presents to the imagination only an unsubstantial pic-
ture. Perhaps it was not possible that, at such an early
age, Ruth should enter fully into the conversation which
had just passed; and before the peace which Mr. Clifford
had described could, even in the future, be hers, there was
much, very much, to be done. Ruth’s conscience told her
this whilst her father was talking with her; and when he
had left her, the conviction returned more strongly.

Since the visit to Redford Church, Ruth’s mind had
never been entirely at rest. She had mentioned to her mo-
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ther the interview with Mrs. De Lacy and Florence, and the
fact of having spent a few minutes at Sheldon Lodge. The
acknowledgment did not require much moral courage, for
Mrs. Clifford was too considerate to find fault where appa-
rently no harm was intended. Mrs. De Lacy was a person
whom every one visited, and Mrs. Clifford herself called
upon her almost immediately afterwards, and although it
happened they did not meet, yet the acquaintance was put
upon a regular footing.

But Ruth was not the happier because her mamma was
kind: it was more than she knew herself to deserve. It
was not that she could accuse herself of having done any
thing seriously wrong ; but she had consulted her own will
all that afternoon at Redford. She had overlooked the -
question of what might please her mother most, and had
followed her own inclination ; and, as a punishment it seem-
ed, she had been led into a secret—a trifling one apparent-
ly, but still a secret. Ruth had that fretting sense of
uneasiness continually about her, which is the natural con-
sequence of a heart not right with God. She tried to put
aside the idea of having been in any way to blame, or hav-
ing brought a secret upon herself. She could not make up
her mind to practise any close self-examination; and, for-
getting her own needs, she thought only of Alice.

When ‘she begged Alice to attend to her duty at the
school, and when, by eagerness and perseverance, she
gained her point, there was something pleasant to dwell upon.
She could look back to her outward acts and be satisfied.

And this was the way in which Ruth found rest for her
conscience now, when it suggested that something was not
quite right within; and that this “something” must be
rooted out before it would be in the least possible to attain,
even in the faintest degree, the happiness in religion which
her father had described.
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She said to herself that she would be more energetic than

ever in doing all that was to be done at home, and would
strive to keep Alice up to her resolutions ; and she thought

of one or two ways in which she might be more useful in -

the school ; and then the feeling of self-contentment glided
unobserved into her breast, and she was at peace.

There are two kinds of peace—true and false. '

“ Ruth, you will walk back with me to the Manor,” said
Alice, when luncheon was over. “Lady Catharine will be
home soon, so I must not stay here.”

There was an accent of bitterness in this remark which
did not escape Mr, Clifford’s ear. He stopped as he was
leaving the room, and said, “ Lady Catharine likes to be
welcomed, I suppose. Every one does. Half the pleasure
of going out is the satisfaction of having some one to hear
all you have done when you return.”

Alice blushed a little, but repeated her request to Ruth,
saying it would be dull to wait by herself.

Ruth had in her mind the recollection of a previous en-
gagement, and Madeline reminded her of it. They were to
take a small parcel of clothes to a woman at the other end
of the parish.

«It is a dreadfully disagreeable day,” said Ruth, who
happened to have on a neat new morning dress; < would it
do to wait till to-morrow ?”

“We pronnsed," replied Madeline; that is, if w6 could
manage it.

«But you ‘cannot because of its being so dlrty, inter-
posed Alice; “ that settles the matter.”

“ No, indeed, Alice,” exclaimed Ruth la.ughmg ; “one
cannot manage things quite so easily as-that. If we have
promised, we must go, though it is dirty.?"

“ Then you will not consider me,” said Alice, with an air
of disappointment; “and I have not said a word to you
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about the school; and I thought we should have had time
for a nice talk before Lady Catharine came in.”

“What do you say, Maddy ?” asked Ruth; “do you
think we can put it off?”

“No,” replied Madeline, without hesitation; ¢ Alice will
have a good many opportunities of talking about the school,
before it is her turn to go again; but Mrs. Corbin wants the
clothes very much.”

“Only you need not both go, T suppose,” said Alice.

“ Mamma does not like our walking so far alone,” an-
swered Madeline. ,

41 declare you are quite provoking to-day, Madeline,”
said Alice.  You put obstacles in the way of every thing
I propose.”

Madeline’s cheek crimsoned with anger, and a half-
uttered word escaped her lips. She walked to the window,
and stood looking out of it for a few moments.

“ You should not be unkind to Madeline,” observed Ruth,
in a low tone, to Alice.

Alice began to excuse herself.

Presently Madeline came back to them, and said, «I
have thought what we can do. Martha, our housemaid,
was to go this afternoon to see her mother, who lives very
near Mrs. Corbin. I will take her with me.”

“ That will not be quite as pleasant as if I were with
you,” said Ruth.

“No!” and Madeline smiled sweetly. “There are not
many things as pleasant as to have you with me, but I
should like you te;go with Alice.” .

“ Thank you, Madd‘y, very much indeed,” said Alice,
coming forward, and giving her a kiss. ¢ I shall enjoy my
half-hour’s talk with Rgth immensely.”

Madeline hoped she Would, and left the room. Ruth fol-

lowed her. :
24

AL
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“Maddy, it seems unkind to let you go alone; but the
fact is, I do want to talk to Alice. Ihave a great deal to
say to her about the school ; and I really think she is be-
ginning to listen to me. It would be an immense pity to
miss doing her good if one has the opportunity.”

“Yes, indeed, it wbuld. I am so delighted that she will
let you talk to her. Nobody else will be of as much use to
her.”

«“And you don’t very much mind ?”’ inquired Ruth,
affectionately.

“Mind! oh, no! not in the least; and I shall have all
Mrs. Corbin’s gratitude to myself to console me.’

Madeline ran merrily up the stairs. Ruth stood below,
slightly uncomfortable. )

Just then Mr. Clifford came out of his room.

“In a brown study, Ruth ? what is the matter? What
are you gomg to do with yourself this afternoon ?”

«I am going back to the Manor with Alice,” answered
Ruth.

“To the Manor, are you? but that is not 'a very long
walk for a summer’s afternoon. I thought you and
Madeline were to have taken Mrs. Corbin’s parcel to
her ?”

“Yes, so we intended, papa; but Alice wished me to be
with her, and then Madeline said she would walk alone;
that is, not alone exactly, but with Martha, Martha is
going to see her mother.”

«“Oh!” was all Mr. Clifford’s reply, as he leaned against
the balustrade, thinking.

Ruth was not entirely pleased with the « Oh!” it seemed
like dissatisfaction. She was going away, but her father
called her back.

“ Ruth, my child, do you remember the conversation we
had the other night about Alice ?” '
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“ Yes, papa,” said Ruth, blushing. :

“I only wished to remind you of it. Don’t set yom
heart upon converting and influencing Alice; you will go
wrong if you do.”

“ But, dear papa, may I not make her do right if I
can?)’

“ By all means, to the very utmost; but take care that
you do not go the wrong way to work. Remember, we
must think of our own duties first.”

“Yes, papa, of course.” :

After those words “ of course,” there is nothing more to
be said. Besides, Mr. Clifford was just then particularly
engaged. :

Ruth returned to the drawing-room, and found her mam-
ma there, ready with the parcel for Mrs. Corbin. Mrs.
Clifford looked a little disappointed when Ruth mentioned
her intention of going to the Manor.

“It would be a dull, disagreeable walk for Madeline,”
she said ; “and Alice would not have long to remain alone ;
and Mrs. Corbin had wished particularly to see Ruth. If
you remember, my dear,” she continued, “it was your own
proposal .to go to her, when your papa told you she was
one of the persons you might read to occasionally.”

“Yes,” answered Ruth, hesitating; ¢ but I thought—"
She stopped. * No, I did not think about it; but Madeline
could read instead of me,” .

«I will not interfere with you, my love; do as you feel
it best. You know I am always glad for you to be any
pleasure or comfort to Alice.” '

Nothing more was said. Ruth could scarcely tell why
she felt as if she was doing wrong. She spent several
moments in thinking, and at last decided that it was a
mere waste of time to worry herself with over scrupu-
lousness. She coyld see no harm ; and neither her papa
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nor her mamma had found actual fault with her, so that
there could be no precise reason for not keeping her en-
gagement with Alice, in the hope possibly of being of ser-
vice to her.

And Ruth was not absolutely faulty in her decision. It
was not the question whether or not she should go to the
Manor which caused her disquietude. It was the conscious-
ness that she had been consulting her own wishes; looking
first to inclination, and then to duty, and so allowing her
judgment to be biased.

Still she went ; it would have been unkind, she thought,
to Alice, not to do so. And still she hoped that by going
she might be of use in strengthening Alice in the path of
duty.

- CHAPTER VI.

Rorn and Alice pursued their walk to the Manor in silence.
Ruth’s zeal for Alice’s.improvement had received a check,
and Alice was apparently occupied with a subject of suffi-
cient interest to stop the usual flow of her conversation,
They had entered the park before either of them spoke,
and then it was Alice, who said :

«“Maddy s excessively good ; but she is not a bit like
you, Ruth.”

“ No,” replied Ruth, laughing. “Mamma often says we
have the most twin-like faces, and the most untwin-like
minds of any persons she ever knew. The wonder is we
get on so well together.”

“I don’t know what it is about her,” pursued Alice;
“but sometimes I think I am afraid of her: and yet it is
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very strange, I am not afraid either—it would be absurd;
she is so much younger, and I can say all sorts of nonsense
to her, much more than I can to you.”

«T am graver than she is, naturally,” replied Ruth.

“Yes, so you are: yet Madeline is not like the girls
at school ; though I am sure we used to talk nonsehse
enough.”

¢ There can be no doubt of that,” observed Ruth.

“Ah! but not in your days; we were pieces of per-
fection then. After you went was the time. There was .
no one to keep order. Florence and I used to sav it was
very wrong, but you know we had no power to stop any
thing.” '

“I should not have thought Florence cared about it,”
said Ruth.

“I dare say you would not: you have a prejudice against
her.”

« No, Alice, not a prejudice; that means a feeling with-
out a reason. Now I have quite a sufficient reason for
distrusting Florence ;”’ and, as she said this, Ruth’s voice
was a little hurried. “But really and truly I have no
prejudice against her. I liked her a great deal better the
other day; and I should have liked her a great deal
more if it had not been for that stupid nonsense about
Justine.”

‘“Florence is~not so wrong there,” said Alice, mys-
teriously. :

“ 8o you have told me two or three times when we have
talked about it. But what am I to think ? How can it be
necessary to exact a promise ? I am not going to spread a
bad report of Justine everywhere ; it would be uncharita-
ble: at the same time there can be no harm in saying that
we knew her at Mrs. Carter’s.”

“That would bring on other questions, and would be
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dangerous. I cannot explain exactly why, but it would be;
and, at all events, now your promise is given.”

- This was & very provoking fact to be reminded of. It
made Ruth hasten on a little before Alice, and relapse into
silence.

“One thing, Ruth, I must tell you,” said Alice, renew-
ing the conversation, as they entered her own sitting-room,
just at the point at which it had been broken off; ¢ that
you don’t know the good'you may do by having made such
a promise. Florence will be obliged to you always, and so
will Justine ; and if you take care you may guide them to
any thing you like.”

“ Guide Justine !”’ exclaimed Ruth, surprised ; “but she
is not going to stay in this neighborhood 2"~

« Possibly ; you must not ask questions,—perhaps she
may some time or other; and if she does, you may do a
great deal for her. And as for Florence herself, she says
that she can never imagine you as young as you are; and
that when she met you the other day, she felt at once that
you were just as superior as you used .to be.”

Alice spoke without any intention of flattery. Flattery
between girls, who had known each other intimately from
childhood, was out of the question. Perhaps it was the
knowledge of this which made Ruth listen with patience tc
such undisguised praise, Shemade but a slight effort to turn
the conversation by saymg,

« And when did you and Florence find time for this long
discourse about me ?”

“Oh! when we were together at the lower end of the
church; Florence began the subject directly. She was
anxioys to know whether I thought you would agree to keep
Justine’s secret.”

“ And what did you say ?”

“I could not tell; I was afraid not. I thought you dis-
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liked secrets; and I was to have asked you about it: but
seeing Justine took us by surprise. Florence did not expect -
her till an hour later.”

Here Alice went away to take off her walking-dress, and
left Ruth standing moodily by the fireplace, thinking how
- silly she had been in giving a promise which after all it
seemed Florence scarcely expected to receive. However,
as the common and most delusive saying is, “the thing was
done and could not be helped, and she must make the best
of it;” which just then meant to forget it.

With a view to forgetfulness, Ruth began another subject
when Alice came back.

“ We will talk a little now a.bout your- troubles and the
school, Alice; shall we ?”

Alice’s troubles, however, dated further back than the
school.

They originated in what she called Lady Catharine’s
«tiresomeness.” The school was a secondary considera-
tion ; perhaps in time she might learn to manage and teach,
but the home worries were unendurable! and she began a
narration similar to that to which Ruth had many times
listened before.

Ruth, however, dexterously diverted the current of her
ideas. She had already given all the advice that was to be
given, as to patience, humility, gratitude, reverence; and
she had quickness enough to perceive that one thing which
Alice required was to be furnished with interesting occupa-
tion, to prevent her from dwelling peevishly upon trifles.
She referred again, therefore, to the school, and her own
difficulties when first she commenced teaching, and the
mode in which she had overcome them by taking her fa-
ther’s advice: From the school she proceeded to speak of
the poor people, and to ask whether Alice would be in-
clined to join with Madeline apd herself in saving up money
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to buy clothes, and make them; and whether she could .

assist them by keeping the accounts of the shoe club: all
which pleased Alice, and made her feel herself a person of
some use in the world.

“You are very, very kind, dear Ruth,” she said, when

Ruth had made these propositions, “You are never wor-

ried or out of temper, and you are always ready to help
me, I think I may be good for something after all—don’t
you—if I take to the schools and the poor people ?”

“Who ever doubted it 2”’ said Ruth, amused at the sim-
plicity of the question.

“I doubt it very often,” replied Alice, with, a sudden
change of manner. “ You don’t know me, Ruth ; you, who
are so_good, and have always been good—jyou don’t know
what thoughts are in my mind sometimes; they would

frighten you, they are so wild and ‘strange—as if it was im-

possible, as if it was not meant I should be good. But
people can be good if they like, can’t they ?”

« Alice,” said Ruth, earnestly ; I wish you would talk
to papa.”

T cannot; he frightens me: and he would not under-
stand. To-day, when he spoke to me, I could not have
answered him, as he wished to be answered, for all the
world. There is no one but you, Ruth; no one! When
we were at school, I could have said more to you than to
any person; only you were never inclined to listen.”

Ruth turned to her with an expression of real interest
which could not be mistaken.

“I am willing to listen to you at all times, upon every
subject, dear Alice,” she said; “but you sometimes own
that you are changeable. When you change, it can be no
wonder that I should change likewise. And though you
say I would not listen to you at school, you must remembez
that whilst you professed tp be fond of me, you were
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always going with others; and especially with some whom
I particularly disliked : and now you have Florence Trevel-
yan"’ .

“Florence! that is absurd! How could Florence ever
be your rival ?”

¢ Because you would make her so. You do not know
your own mind. If Florence is to be with you much, she
will guide you entirely.”

“Never. I have no respect for her judgment, though I
like her. But you might guide her.”

“I! exclaimed Ruth. “I! whoam so much younger!”

“Yes; because she respects you.”

«If Florence thinks about respecting people,” said Ruth,
“ she had better not have secrets with Justine Le Vergnier.”

«It is only one secret. The fact is, that poor Justine
has had a good deal of trouble, and Florence knows it;
and now it would be unkind to cast her off, and do her
harm.” '

« All a mystery,” said Ruth, shaking her head.

“But you cannot blame her for .being kind, at any rate,’
continued Alice; “and you cannot blame me for calling

"her improved—years ago she would have thought only of
herself.”

“Yes; that is true,” answered Ruth.

« And now she is in the neighborhood, and you may do
her good,” pursued Alice; “only you must not be jeal-
ous.”

Ruth smiled at the word “jealous.” It was much too
strong for any feeling which she entertained either towards
Alice or Florence.

“I am not in the least jealous,” she replied ; “but, as I
said before, I should like you to know your own mind.”

«“Hark! was not that the hall-bell ?”” exclaimed Alice.
“Did you hear a carriage? How extremely unfortunate!”
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She ran to the door and listened. * Yes; shc is come

home. How tiresome! Ruth, dear, just let me give you

one caution. If Lady Catharine talks about Florence,

don’t speak as if I was any thing of a friend of hers; I

Inean any thmg particular. Take care what you say, that
all »

« Alice! Ahce!” exclaimed Ruth, with a look of great
annoyance; “how can you bear to have mysteries about
every thing? So foolish it is; so extremely silly,—and
wrong too! Why must not Lady Catharine know all that
you say or do ?”

It is a mere trifle, no harm,” answered Alice. * Only
there was a foolish mistake of mine the ot.her.moming, 1
can’t explain now; but there is really no harm. Won't
vou believe me ?”’

Ruth turned silently away.

“ Good-by to confidence, then,” exclaimed Alice. “How
-ould I have been so absurd as to think you cared for me!”

“You don’t give me your confidence,” said Ruth, quiet-
ly. “You do thlngs first, and ask me to conceal them
afterwards.”

“Do things first! Really, Ruth, you are too silly. One
would think I had committed murder, and wanted you to
bide it. But we won’t talk about it.”

Alice was going away to meet Lady Catharine. Ruth
prevented her.

“I have no wish to be in any way unkind to you, Alice;
but, if you will take my advice, you will give up mysteries.”

“I always meant to take your advice for the future ; but
this is a case past.’

Ruth saw that Alice was growing proud and angry.
She thought of the suggestions she had just given regard-
ing the school and the poor people. Alice seemed upon
the point of attending to them, and they would materially
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aid in forming her character.. If she were checked in her
good inclinations they might not return. And what she
required was more silence than any thing else. It would
be easy on another occasion to show her that she was
wrong. These ideas passed rapidly through the mind of
Ruth.

“Well! let it be for this once,” she said hastily; “but
we must talk more upon the subject by-and-by.”

“Thank you a thousand times. And you will love me
still 2” said Alice, giving her a hearty kiss. “Ilove you
dearly.” '

The kiss was returned, but Ruth was not certain of the
desired love, and evaded an answer.

“ Is Miss Lennox within ?”” was Lady Catharine’s first i in-
quiry after giving some particular directions respecting the
purchases made at Cottington, and sending a message to
the groom to look carefully after the two fat carriage horses,
as t.hey had had a hard day’s work.

“ Miss Lennox and Miss Clifford had been in the house
more than an hour,” was the reply received; and if Alice
had seen the gleam of pleasure which lighted up Lady
Catharine’s face at the mere mention of her name, she might
have been satisfied that her absence or presence were no
matters of indifference. Lady Catharine really walked
quickly up the stairs.

“Well! my love,” she exclaimed, as she entered the
apartment ; “I thought I should surprise you. I have re-
turned sooner than I expected.”

“We heard the carriage, ma’am,” answered Alice.

This chilling answer was quite sufficient for Lady Catha-
rine. She turned to Ruth. ¢ And how long have you been
here, my dear? I did not know Alice would have a com-
panion whilst I was away.”

Ruth answered the question; and Lady Catharine put
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several others formally, and with that air of indifference
which betrays thoughts wandering to other subjects.

Alice offered to take her bonnet and shawl away.

Lady Catharine thanked her, but declined rather coldly ;
and taking a note from her reticule gave it to her, saying:
« Miss Trevelyan sent you this, Alice; it is an invitation, I
believe, to a pic-nic. Mrs. De Lacy mentioned the subject
to me, but I have not decided upon accepting-it. And here
is an invitation for your mamma also, Ruth; which I offered
to bring.”

Alice kept her note unopened till Lady Catharine was
gone. It was a long one, and two or three times whilst
Alice was perusing it she looked anxiously towards the door,
and listened. When she had finished, she replaced it in the
envelope in evident perplexity.

“Shall you wish to go ?”” inquired Ruth.

“Yes; I think I should like it ; but”—here Alice paused,
and her color changed as the sound of a closing door at the
end of the passage warned them that Lady Catharine might
be about to return. “ Ruth,” she continued, speaking in a
hurried tone, “I should be so much obllged if you could
do me a favor ?”

“Well! what?”

¢ This note—if you would take it. Florence writes so
foolishly, I can’t show it to Lady Catharine. I told her to
be careful, but she is not. If you would take it and go.”

«I!” repeated Ruth; * it is not mine.”

“But don’t you understand? If you have it—if you
take it home, you can burn it, or keep it; in short, I can
say that you have it: and if Lady Catharine asks to see it,
there will be an answer ready. It is only just for once; in-
deed, it shall not happen again.”

“ This system of yours is entirely wrong, Alice,” replied
Ruth; “and, if you persist in it, you will repent it. You

.
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never can continue to keep your confidence from Lady
Catharine, without getting into difficulties.”

“I know it quite well,” answered Alice; ‘“but this is a
peculiar case. As I told you, there was a stupid mistake
the other morning, and this note will only puzzle Lady
Catharine. I will take care that Florence shall not write in
the same way again. To prove to you that there is no harm
in the note, I do not in the least mind your seeing it.” As
she said this, Alice put the paper into Ruth’s hand. “Deo
go—please go,” she continued ; “it shall all be explained
another day.”

I had rather not,” replied Ruth, laying the note on the
table.

¢ Oh, Ruth! how unkind! And I thought you loved me!”

“ But, Alice, I cannot see that it is right.”

Alice’s answer was in a tone of nervous anxiety. “Ruth,
if you would only believe me—only trust me—I wish to be
guided by you in every thing.”

“ And if I say that Lady Catharine ought to see it, will
you show it to-morrow ?”” inquired Ruth.

“Yes, yes; to-morrow, or some day; any thing you
please. Dear Ruth! I depend upon you more than upon
any one.”

Lady Catharine’s voice was heard. Alice opened the
door. “Pray, pray go; good-by.”

“But it will be strange for me to be gone in such a mo-
ment,” said Ruth.

“No, no; she understands that you have heaps of en-
gagements.” -

«“ And you will do what I tell you?”

“ Yes, you shall advise me entirely.”

Ruth, still with a hesitating step, drew near the door,
then, as Lady Catharine was really heard approaching, she

" gave Alice a hasty shake of the hand, and ran down-stars.
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CHAPTER VII.

Rurn’s first impulse, when she found herself walking
quietly through the park, out of reach of Lady Catharine’s
quick eye, was to open Florence Trevelyan’s note. Yet, as
she did so, the feeling which prompted her to look round
and see if any person was near, was unusual and disagree-
able. It was the sense of being a party to deception, of all
things most galling to the conscience of one like Ruth, sin- .
cere both by nature and education. And when the note
was first read, it seemed as jf there could have been no
cause for Alice’s uneasiness. Florence wrote warmly, en-
treating Alice to persuade Lady Catharine to allow her to
join in a pic-nic party, which was to take place soon, though
ihe exact day was not fixed. . Ruth could not comprehend
why Alice should have objected to Lady Catharine’s seeing
this; but after a second perusal, she turned to the other
side of the paper, and perceived an'additional sentence: «1
am not the only person wishing to see you ; things are going
just as we wished ; they are all but settled.”

Ruth uttered an exclamation of disgust. These perpetual
mysteries were becoming intolerable. The person referred
to must be Justine ; but what was meant by all things being
settled, was beyond Ruth’s comprehension. She pondered
much upon the subject as she sauntered leisurely home, pur-
posely prolonging her walk that she might have leisure for
thought.

The conclusion at which she arrived was no explanation
of the note; but simply a determination to use her utmost
efforts to persuade Alice to be open in all cases; and, as a
commencement, to have no more communications with Flor- -
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ence Trevelyan which could not be made known to Lady
Catharine.

Ruth’s engagements for the next day were fixed. Her
morning studies had been marked out for her by her mother,
and her afternoon employment had been settled by her fa-
ther. She had no spare moments ; yet, when Mrs. Clifford
expressed a wish to have a book taken to the Manor, Ruth
threw aside her history, and proposed to be the bearer of
it. Madeline, however, interposed, saying that she was
obliged to go into the village on some business of Mrs. Cor-
bin’s ; and, as she should pass the Manor lodge, the book
might be left there. Ruth looked somewhat annoyed, and
was vexed, she said, to lose the walk as it was so fine; a
declaration which surprised Madeline not a little ; Ruth’s
usual theory being, that to go out early after breakfast was.
to destroy the comfort of the day.- No one, however, could
do Mrs. Corbin’s business as well as Madeline, and the affair
was quickly settled, Ruth sitting down again to her history ;
then beginning a note tq Alice, which was presently torn to
atoms, and recurring once more to her book with the un-
pleasant consciousness that her words had not been quite
sincere.

Madeline set out on her walk with a light heart, which
was not the less light that something of the merry thought-
lessness of childhood had left her forever. It was not
mere external attraction which could now give her pleasure.
The loveliness of the scenery around Laneton, with the cot-
tages peeping from amongst masses of trees; the sunshine
glancing over the meadows; the blue mists upon the-dis-
tant hills ; the white curling foam of the waves rolling in

‘upon the shore; and the vast illimitable sky seeming o

embrace all carthly beauty in an atmosphere of purity, had
now a deeper and a truer meaning than in former years she
sould see or understand ; for these things were not merely
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pleasant to the eye~—they were the signs of the love of God,
Madeline’s mind was just opening to the perception, that
religion adds tenfold to the enjoyment of life as it takes
tenfold from its bitterness; the efforts so early made were
bringing their reward ; and even her duties, as they became
habitual, began to be agreeable.

And the ways of religion are indeed ways of pleasant-
ness : the yoke of Christ is indeed an easy yoke. No words
were ever more true; but the * ways” must be entered
upon betimes—the * yoke’” must be submitted to in youth.
It seems that one could pray for an angel’s eloquence, to
persuade those who are just beginning life that it is so.

Once let them yield themselves to be the children of God
in heart as well as by their baptismal privileges, and there
is a clear, straight, sunshiny, though not cloudless path,
marked out for them through the toils and dangers of the
wilderness of life, to the rest of the blessed in Paradise. If
any doubt, let them ask those who have gone before.

‘Who ever gave himself to God in the springtime of life,
and repented in the dreary winter of old age? Who ever
looked back upon the years gone by, and grieved that they
had been devoted to his Saviour ? Who ever lay upon his
death-bed, eternity opening before him, and the sentence of
judgment awaiting him, and did not turn with thankfulness
and love unutterable, to the remembrance that, amidst all

his manifold imperfections, he had been enabled, whilst his

heart was yet untainted by grievous sin, to offer himself, his
soul and body, to be “a reasonable, holy, and lively sacri-

fice” to the Almighty Lord, by whose death he was re-

deemed ?

Madeline Cifford was very happy. She knew that in
one sense she could not remain so ; since trouble must sooner
or later come to her, as it comes at all. Still she was very
happy ; for if ever she thought of the future, she thought
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also of One who would never forsake her; and what trial
could overwhelm her when He was with her ?

That morning’s walk was a thorough enjoyment to her;
her business was soon settled, and a short distance further
brought her te the Manor lodge. No one was within except
a little child, and Madeline, afraid of intrusting the book to
her, considered it would be better, even at the risk of being
late in returning, to carry it herself to the house. As she
drew near, she caught sight of Alice, through the iron rail-
ing which separated the garden from the park, sauntering
slowly up and down the terrace. Madeline called to her,
and Alice’s face brightened instantly, and hastening to the
gate, she threw it open, and begged Madeline to join her.

‘«T have a book for Lady Catharine,” said Madeline ;
“will you take it for her? I have no time to wait, for I
have done scarcely any thing this morning at home, and
mamma will be vexed if I am not back soon.”

Alice laughed.

“ Why, Madeline, one would think you were a baby in
the schoolroom still. I thought you were out of all that
_particularity.”

“ 8o I am,” answered Madeline, “ partly ; but one wishes
to please mamma just the same.”

“Such trifles cannot signify,” said Alice. *“ You make
yourself as badly off as T am. What do you think now of
Lady Catharine’s insisting upon my walking up and down

- here for an hour every morning ?”

“That I wish you may never have any thing more dis-
agreeable to do,” replied Madeline, with a smile, as she gave
the book to Alice, and wished her good-by. ‘

“Well! but tell me,” said Alice, detaining her ;  does
your mamma treat you in the same way ?”

“ She wishes us to walk every morning, as you know,”
replied Madeline ; “ and we generally do before breakfast.”
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“That is what Lady Catharine. wants me to do,” said
Alice; “but it does not suit me ; and then she worries so.”

Madeline had a strong inclination to stop, and give Alice
some good advice ; but the church clock. struck eleven.

I must go,” she exclaimed. ¢ Alice, dear, will you let
me say one thing ? If you would just make up your mind
to please Lady Catharine in these trifles, I think you would
be happier. Good-by—give me a kiss; I dare say we shall
meet again by-and-by.”

Alice said “ Good-by,” in a tone of some annoyance, and
could not forbear adding, “ You are so dreadfully particu-
lar and punctual, Madeline. 'When do you mean to get out
of leading-strings ?”

“ Never,” said Madeline, playfully, as she closed the gar-
den gate, and once more nodding to Alice, set off on her
walk home.

Alice looked wistfully after her; perplexing thoughts
seemed working in her mind. She drew a note from her
pocket and stood gazing upon the direction with an air of
irresolution. Presently, as if suddenly determined, she threw
open the iron gate and ran after Madeline, who was pro-
ceeding leisurely through the park.

Madeline heard her footsteps without knowing who was
behind her. She looked round a little startled.

“You walk so fast,” began Alice,nearly breathless with the
haste she had made. * I thought I never should reach you.”

« How tiresome of me!” exclaimed Madeline. ¢ Dear
Alice, you are quite out of breath. "What is it you want ?”

« Nothing particular; only a trifle,” replied Alice, em
barrassment succeeding to her former eagerness and irrita-
tion. * Only, just—will you take this letter to the post for
me as you go by ?” _

“Yes, at least—to the post did you say ?—it is not near
post time.”
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“I am quite aware of that; but will you take it ? I want
it to go. 'What are you afraid of ?”

“ Nothing,” exclaimed Madeline, a little impatiently. I
am not afraid of any thing.” Then, in a more subdued voice,
she added, “I do not mind taking this letter, or any letter,
Alice ; but I cannot think why you ask it.”

“I have a very good reason,” said Alice. ¢ There can
be no harm in the letter ; you see it is only to Florence Tre-
velyan.” As she said this Alice held the direction for Mad-
cline to see.

“ Florence Trevelyan' there can be no harm, certainly ;
but, Alice, if you would not think me curious, I wish you
could gwe me a reason for not sending the letter with the
others.”

“Oh, I have a very simple reason, if that is what you
want,” replied Alice, assuming an air of indifference. I
cannot have Lady Catharine prying into my correspond-
ence.”

“ She sees your letters, then ?”

“Yes, generally. There is no rule about it; but she re-

 marks whom I write to, and rather complains if I send too

many to the same person; and, in fact, I must be inde-
pendent. So will you please just take my letter, and put
it into the post as you go by ?”

Madeline made no answer. Alice held out the letter, but
she did not-take it.

1 thought you were immensely good-natured as well as
striet,” said Alice.

“I should like to be good-natured—I wish to be,” an-
swered Madeline, and the manner in which she spoke was
so childlike and artless, that Alice could scarcely forbear
smiling.

“Well, then,¢take my letter, like a darling.”

“But I would rather do right than be good-natured,”

-
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continued Madeline, with the same simplicity, and seeminy
to speak her thoughts aloud without reference to Alice’s
presence.

Alice looked back to the garden to be certain. that she
was not observed. “Come, say yes or no; be quick, Maddy.”

¢« What I think, Alice,” answered Madeline, “is that one
ought not to set one’s self up; I mean one ought not to go
against the persons one is with—do you see ?”

“No; I see nothing, except that you are amazingly ab-
surd and provoking,” exclaimed Alice.

T would not be if I could help it, Alice ; but somehow,
I should not like to do any thing Lady Catharine might not
approve.”

¢ Really, Madeline, you are a complete baby. Do you
think that at sixteen I am going to worry myself about ev-
ery trifle, by considering whether Lady Catharine would
approve? At that rate I might be tormenting myself all
day long. She never approves of any thing. She is as
particular as——as—" Alice could find no satisfactory sim-
ile, and satisfied herself by adding, “ Juno !—it is a capital
name for her. She is a complete Juno.”

« It is the particularity I am thinking of,” replied Made-
line, taking no notice of the latter part of Alice’s speech.
« If she is so particular—" ’

“What then? if she is so particular—"

“ Why—you must not be angry, Alice—I don’t think
you can quite know better than Lady Catharine; and if she
is like your mamma, it seems as if you ought to obey her.
Please don’t vex about the letter; I would do any thing for
you I could, indeed I would ; but I don’t think tkis would
be quite right.” Madeline once more said “ Good-by,” and
was walking homewards before Alice could tell what reply
to make, or what argument or reproach to use.

Alice stood gazing after her, as with a light, elastic step,
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she went on, neither pausing nor looking behind her, neither
turning to the right hand nor to the left ; bent only on one
purpose—reaching home in good time. Madeline’s move-
ments were entirely the index of her mind—free and firm,
and yet childlike. They were quite different from Ruth’s
calmer, steadier, more thoughtful air. Alice, vexed though
she was, could not help watching her with interest, in which
was mingled a feeling of respect, as she threaded her way
by short by-paths, amidst the intricacies of the trees, some-
times hidden, sometimes reappearing, and at last becoming
little more than a dark spot in the distance. Alice lost sight
of her at last, and then she turned herself, and went back
to the house. .

Lady Catharine met her at the iron gate. My dear, I
thought my wish was that you should not go beyond the
garden.”

« Madeline Clifford has just been here,” replied Alice,
evading an excuse, “ She brought a book from the Par-
sonage.”

“ @ive it me, my love, at once ; it may be of consequence.”

Alice’s latent ill-temper was roused by Lady Catharine’s
tone of command, and the half-implied reproach. She an-
swered coldly that Madeline had not been gone many min-
utes, and giving the book to Lady Catharine, went to her
room. Again the disappointed look might have been seen
on Lady Catharine’s face. She walked up and down the
terrace buried in self-examination. 'What was her error in
Alice’s education? -What mistake was she committing
which could thus estrange her affection? or was Alice
really cold and selfish? Was it possible that the child of the
gentle, affectionate Mrs. Lennox, could be insensible to-all
the love which was bestowed upon her ? Perhaps she was
too exacting, too particular ; but this was only a passing
fear. Lady Catharine had given up so many of her long-

..
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established habits, and bhad overcome so much of her nat.
ural precision in order not to be a restraint upon Alice, that
it was difficult for her to imagine that any thing of the kind
which remained could really be galling. A different answer
to the question suggested itself. Alice must need change and
companionship of her own age. Ruth and Madeline could
not be with her always, and Ruth was too grave, and Mad-
eline too childlike, perhaps, to suit her. '

Lady Catharine disliked few things more than the idea of
having the regularity of her household disturbed by an ad-
ditional inmate, young and gay, and requiring amusement ;
yet whilst Alice sat, brooding over her fancied miseries, and
tormenting herself with schemes for sending a private note
to Florence Trevelyan, Lady Catharine was planning how
she could arrange to receive and entertain a visiter—one of
Alice’s school friends, any one whom she might prefer, and
whom Mrs, Carter could recommend. " She resolved to
write to Mrs, Carter by that day’s post, and ask her opin-
ion as to which of Alice’s former companions it would be
preferable to have. Florence Trevelyan might have been
asked at once, but Alice appeared to have taken so little
interest in her, that it seemed scarcely probable she would
like it, and Lady Catharine put her aside as not to be
thought of.

CHAPTER VIIL

Rurm was disappointed in her hope of seeing Alice for
two days. She had therefore full leisure to think over her
last conversation and all that had passed between them.
That Ruth had influence was clear; and she had also a
sincere desire to exercise this influence rightly. Alice’s in
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creased interest in the school and the poor people.were
hopeful symptoms; but no external improvement could
really avail for her happiness as long as her position with
regard to Lady Catharine remained as it then was. Here
lay the great difficulty both for Alice’s conduct and Ruth’s
advice. Mrs. Clifford would have been the fit person to
apply to when Ruth wished to know how to deal with
Alice ; but Ruth was involved in a harassing maze of petty
perplexities. She could not pretend to talk openly to her
mother about Alice, and yet be a party to deceptions. But
neither could she own her share in them, because this

. would involve a mention of Florence and Justine; and per-

haps, as Alice had said, do harm. Ruth had a strong
mind, which could cope with serious evils; she had moral
courage sufficient to have enabled her to make really great
efforts, and she had a clear judgment in general; but the
present seemed a case distinet from all others. " There was
a consciousness of being wrong, without any exact percep-
tion of where the wrong lay; a wish to free herself from
Alice, yet a strong ‘desire to lead her right; a dislike to
being mixed up in any affair with Florence and Justine, yet
a dread that if Alice were to continue the acquaintance
whilst she withdrew from it, the result might do great
mischief.. Above all, a hatred of deception and conceal-
ment, yet the tie of a hasty promise, given, she scarcely
knew why or for what. It was the most worrying, pro-
vBking medley of small difficulties which Ruth had ever
met with.

Still, if she really could guide Alice at all, it should be,
she determined, in the path of sincerity : the mystery about
Justine must either be cleared up, or they must be released
from their promise. This step was undoubtedly one of the
first to be taken, and Ruth became quite anxious either to
meet Florence, or to make Alice agree to write to her; or,
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in short, do something to put an end to the necessity for
concealment.

Alice’s disposition was changeable as the winds. Before
Lady Catharine received Mrs. Carter’s answer to her letter,
she had taken, what is called, a good turn—at least in some
respects. The poor people’s clothes and some books of
dccounts were sent from the Parsonage, and she busied her-
self one whole morning in arranging what was to be done
with them; and even consulted Lady Catharine as to how
she should manage to receive the pence for the shoe club,
and what day and hour it would be well to fix for it. Lady
Catharine was thankful for the improvement, but it was only
external. As regarded herself,—her own thoughts, or
wishes, or feelings,—Alice was as little inclined to be com-
municative as ever.

Mrs. Carter’s letter, therefore, was very welcome when
it arrived at the usual time, the breakfast hour; for Lady
Catharine flattered herself that she was now to find an easy

.way out of her difficulties. But, like -many other ¢ short
cuts” in life, the plan of providing Alice with a friend only
led farther away from the main object. Mrs. Carter pro-
fessed herself much perplexed what answer to give to Lady
Catharine’s request. In the multiplicity of her engage-
ments she could not always bear in mind the friendships
which her young people formed with each other. She was
not at all aware that either Fanny Wilson or Jessie O’Neile
were particularly imtimate with Alice. Indeed, to the best
of her recollection, the only person whom Alice had lately
expressed much regard for, was Florence Trevelyan; but
of this she could not be certain. She would not, however,
neglect the opportunity of giving Lady Catharine a warn
ing upon the subject, which she was sure would not be
taken amiss.  And this warning made Lady Catharine knit
her brows, and look doubly stern, as she pushed aside her

.
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plate, and removed her coffee cup, and seemed determined
to give it her full attention ; whilst Alice sat opposite, won-*
dering what Mrs. Carter, whose handwriting she recognised,
could possibly have to write about.

The passage which so engrossed Lady Catharine was the
following: “I cannot help fearing lest, by any means,
Alice’s intimacy with Florence should lead to the renewal
of an acquaintance with another young person, whose name
you may perhaps recollect, Mademoiselle Le Vergnier. She
was at one time admitted frequently as a guest at my house.
I then saw reason to distrust her principles, and for the sake
of my pupils I was-compelled to forbid her ever associating
with them again. Still I had an interest in her; she was
very young, and her education had been much neglected.
All her prospects depended upon being able to support her-
self as a governess ; and as she had been specially recom-
mended to my care, I could not at once, for what might be
considered a trifling offence, give her up. I will not trouble
you with mentioning the means I took to watch over and
help ber; it will be sufficient to say that I never lost sight °
of her, and from time to time gave her advice as to her
conduct, besides other assistance, I had reason to hope
that my efforts would not be thrown away, and I looked
forward to procuring some situation for her where she might
be independent and respected. But some circumstances,
which have lately come to my knowledge, have given me a
very unfavorable impression regarding her. I fear the
careless education which she received as a child is working
its fatal consequences now that she is a woman. I could
not possibly recommend her as a governess, and it would
grieve me sincerely to know that any of my pupils were in-
timate with her.

¢« You will not, I hope, consider me prejudiced or unjust
because I do not enter into particulars. I do not feel my-

‘25
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self at liberty to give more than a general warning; but
when I heard that Florence Trevelyan had been allowed te
renew the acquaintance, notwithstanding a caution, similar
to this, sent both to her mother and herself, I could not
help feeling anxious respecting Alice. Mademoiselle Le
Vergnier has lately been resident in the neighborhood of
Cromer Court. I am not sure where she now is. With
regard to Florence, I have not a bad opinion of her. 1
even consider that, under good influence, she might do well;
but she is extremely weak and very vain, and one cannot
tell what the effect of Justine’s acquaintance may be. It is
a real grief to me that her parents have allowed an intimacy
to grow up again.”

A hasty person would at once have addressed Alice upon
the subject of this letter, but Lady Catharine was seldom or
never hasty. She finished her breakfast with great delibera-
tion, gave her orders for the day, and then went into the
garden—her usual place for meditation. Alice hoped that

. nothmg was wrong, and settled herself to her occupations

in the morning-room. There was nothing very wrong yet,
at least in the way of suspicion. Lady Catharine’s dxsposl-
tion was guileless; she did not imagine that Alice would
deceive her, and therefore took it for granted that Mrs.
Carter was mistaken when she supposed that Florence and
Alice were friends. All that vexed her was to be obliged
in any way to check the acquaintance with Florence, who,
as the daughter of persons once well known to her, had,
she conceived, a claim upon her for kindness. The ques-
tion which she could not at once decide was, whether she
should mention to Alice what Mrs. Carter had said. -

The natural thing to be done in a case of difﬁculty is to
ask another’s opinion; but this was exactly what Lady
Catharine never would do. She was the lady paramount in
her own household and upon her own large estate; and
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though humble in her opinion of herself, as all true Chris.
tians must be, she nevertheless had an unobtrusive but firm
reliance upon her own judgment, which made it seem un-
necéssary to ask advice. Besides, Mrs. Clifford was the
only person whom she could well consult, and Mrs. Clif-
ford, with all her excellences—and Lady Catharine thought
herself fully alive to them—did not hold that position in
her estimation which would fit her to be her counsellor.
She was too gentle—too quiet; her management was not
systematic ; or, at any rate, it did not appear to be so.
Lady Catharine, in her secret heart, believed that it was by
a sort of happy accident—if such a term may be allowed—
that Ruth and Madeline had grown up to be superior to
other girls of their age. It was the unseen influence of
religious principle, she supposed, acting by itself upon dis-
positions naturally good, and kept aloof from temptation.
She could not understand a family in which the authority
of the mother and the mistress was not prominently put
forward. Mrs. Clifford, on her side, respected Lady Cath-
arine extremely, but she was rather afraid of her. Lady
Catharine’s strong will went straightforward, like the course
of a railroad, cutting down hills of difficulty, and filling up
valleys of perplexity, and gaining its end surely and rapid-
ly ; but never perceiving that it was all the time intruding
upon private feeling, or invading some quiet little nook of
home affections. Mrs, Clifford felt this constantly, and she
would have been just as unwilling to give advice to Lady
Catharine as Lady Catharine would be to ask it. Lady
Catharine came to ber own decision at length ; she would
be silent for the present. Mrs. Carter was evidently mis-

_taken in thinking that Alice cared for Florence, and it might

be more charitable to Justine not to say any thing about
her until there was a necessity. In the mean time she
souid be on the watch herself, and check any great friend-
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ship if it appeared likely to spring up. For the sake of
her old friends it would not do to discourage the acquaint-
ance entirely ; and, indeed, Mrs. Carter’s observations did
not seem to render it necessary.

When Lady Catharine went to Alice’s room, she referred
again to her school friends, and proposed, if she liked it, to
invite either Fanny Wilson or Jessie O'Neile to the Manor.
Alice’s answer was discouraging. She was very much
obliged; but she did not care. If Lady Catharine liked.

«If I like, my dear; that is not at all the point: it is
what you like.” i

¢ Thank you, ma’am;” but Alice would not appear glad.

A slight misgiving crossed Lady Catharine’s mind. “You
are very strange, my dear,” she said. “You don’t seem
half as much pleased as you were the other day, when you
told me you had met Miss Trevelyan at Redford.”

“Don’t I, ma’am?” said Alice, blushing, but going on
with her occupation.

“ No, my dear, you don’t. Do you really not care to
have your friends to see you ?”

“I shall like it by-and-by,” said Alice; not knowing
how to avoid a direct answer.

“ Well! by-and-by; perhaps you are nght you are
scarcely settled in your ways of going on yet. I am glad
you are dlhgent at that work you will have finished the
seamns to-day.”

“Yes, I hope s0,” said Ahce, rejoiced to have escaped
the dangerous topic.

¢ Neatly done, too,” said Lady Catharine, examining it.
“] must go now, I have letters to write. Good-by, my
love, till luncheon time;” and Lady Catharine went away,
pleased at being freed for a time, without any sacrifice of
duty, from the necessity of entertaining a strange young
lady. She came back, however; the misgiving in her mind
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was not entirely gone. “ You have seen but little of Miss
Trevelyan, my dear Alice. I suppose she has never men-
tioned to you any thing about a friend of hers, a Made-
moiselle-Le Vergnier ?”

I know Justine myself,” said Alice.

“Yes, yes, I am aware of that; but I thought Miss Tre-
velyan knew her too.”

““ When we were at Mrs. Carter’s, a long time ago,” said
Alice.

“ Oh!” Lady Catharine was quite satisfied, and fancied
she had marniaged cleverly to discover that Alice knew noth-
ing of Florence or Justine, or any thing concerning them.

Alice was quite dissatisfied. Those few observations had
opened to her, in a great measure, the purport of Mrs. Car-
ter’s letter.

CHAPTER IX.

Rurr went to the Manor that afternoon. 8he found Lady
Catharine in Alice’s apartment, helping her to arrange some
books, which had just come from London. Alice was in
good humor, and Lady Catharine pleased with her pleasure.
This was so much in Ruth’s favor, for Alice was morée -
likely to take a right view of things when she was con-
tented than when she was perverse.

“ Now, Ruth,” said Lady Catharine, in her kindest voice ;
“we must have your assistance. Here are some histories;
they had better go before the Waverley Novels.”

«The Waverley Novels!” and Ruth laid her hand upon
them eagerly. <« Oh! Alice, how delightful! are they all
your own ?”
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« All her own,” replied Lady Catharine, smiling at Ruth’s
forgetfulness of the observation she had addressed to her.
« But,” she added, “ Alice assures me they shall not be her
only reading. The histories are to be studied carefully;
and the Waverley Novels are to be the recreation. For
myself, I never read novels at all,” continued Lady Cath-
arine, in a lower tone. ¢I don’t see the interest in them:
however, with young people, I suppose it is different. There
were not many good novels when I was young.”

Ruth and Alice were now looking over the books to-
gether; pointing out to each other which they had read,
and recalling the particular passages and characters they
liked.

‘When, however, Lady Catharine left them, which she did
very soon, Ruth threw aside her volume, and exclaimed :

“ How I have wished to see you, Alice, the last three
days.”

« And so have I been wishing to see you,” replied Alice.
¢ I should have managed it the day before yesterday, only
it rained ; and, yesterday, Lady Catharine took me out in
the sarriage.”

I have been very uncomfortable since I saw you last,”
continued Ruth.

« About that stupid note? It is stupid, is it not? Flor-
ence really must not write in such a very affectionate way—
and hinting about Justine too —so extremely imprudent !”

« And what is more,” continued Ruth, “ Florence must
not have any thing to do with Justine; or, if she has, she
must not mix you up with it.”

“ As to that,” replied Alice, “I know no harm of Justine ;
Florence tells me she is very well disposed.”

¢ And besides, from what you have said,” observed Ruth,
I am sure your acquaintance with Florence is kept up in
some way without Lady Catharine’s knowledge.’
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«Is Lady Catharine always to interfere
guired Alice, proudly. “ Am I never to L
my own choosing ?”
~ “ Whilst you are living with Lady Caths

bound to follow her wishes,” said Ruth; *am
with her.”

“So I would be; but I am afraid of her.”

“ That may be a difficulty,” replied Ruth; “but 1t does
not alter the duty.”

« And what would you have me to do then?” inquired
Alice, struck with Ruth’s determined tone.

“ Write to. Florence, and say that you must tell Lady
Catharine how intimate you are.”

¢ Oh! but you mistake entirely : it is my own fault, Lady
Catharine’s not understanding that she is my friend. Flor-
ence has nothing to do with it; and really the affair is
scarcely worth speaking of, only it perplexes one just now.
I hope you will try and understand, Ruth,” continued Alice,
after a moment’s pause.  You will not think I meant to
be insincere; but the fact is, Lady Catharine worries me
immensely, and I knew she would not like Florence—at
least, I thought she would not; and when she asked who
were my friends at school, I did not mention her particu-
larly ; and so Lady Catharine has taken up a fancy that I
do not care about her—that Fanny Wilson and Jesse O’Neile
were my favorites ; and, moreover,—I don’t much like tell-
ing, because you take matters so seriously, but I suppose I
had better ;—one day there came a letter from Florence—
a formal one, just such as she writes when she is stupid—
and I did not mind showing that; but there was a post-
script, much warmer, calling me ¢darling,” and all that sort
of thing, and this I was afraid to shew; so I gave Lady
Catharine the letter, and kept the postscript, and ever since
she has taken it into her head, I am sure, that Florence al-
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ways writes to me in that dull way, and she would not at
all comprehend the style of these last notes.”

Ruth was silent when Alice had finished this confession,
which was made in a hurried voice, and with downcast eyes.
Alice waited patiently for an answer. When it came it wag
very short, and not at all consolatory.

« Alice, Mrs. Carter always said your great fault was de-
ficiency in moral courage.”

“Yes, I know it—I know it perfectly,” answered Alice;
“ but that will not help me now.”

«It ought to help you,” said Ruth, “because you ought
to strive against it.”

“ And I mean to do so; I trust and think that I shall.
Only let me get rid of this one difficulty.”

" «You create the difficulties for yourself, Alice,” answercd
Ruth; “and unless you have moral. courage now, neither I
nor any one else can be of use to you. You must tell Lady
Catharine what you have done.”

I tell her!” and Alice almost screamed with horror.

“Yes; it is the only way,” said Ruth, unrelentingly.

. Alice turned very pale; then, after a moment’s thought,
she said :

¢ No, Ruth, it is not the only way;—in fact, I cannot do
it ;—for, of course, if I tell one thing, I must tell all. It
would be merely pretence to keep back any thing ; and what
is to be done then about Justine ?—we have both promised
to be secret there.”

Ruth was silent, for she was perplexed.

«Then write to Florence,” she said, after a little thought ;

“ tell her that you would rather not keep up a correspond-

ence with her, as there are subjects which cannot be men-
tioned to Lady Catharine, and so break off the acquaintance
~—for the present, at least; and you may beg her to release

us from our promise at the same time. In fact, as far as I

.

_—— -
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am concerned, I am scarcely bound by it—for I only made
it for a time.”

« And how is this precious letter to be sent when it is
written 27

« As all other letters are, I suppose,” replied Ruth.

« And if Lady Cathayine asks to see it 2”

Ruth was again obliged to consider.

“You must tell the truth,” she replied; “say that you
have written something private to Florence. Lady Catha-
rine is much too honorable to insist upon seeing it, however
annoyed she may be ; and depend upon it, Alice,” continued
Ruth, earnestly, “ if you will do this, you will go further in
gaining Lady Catharine’s esteem, and making your life hap-
Py, than you can possibly imagine.”

Alice leaned her head upon her hand, and thought ; and
Ruth busied herself with the books, that no fault might be
laid upon them when Lady Catharine returned. Alice
looked up at last. '

“ Ruth,” she said, «if Lady Catharine were any one else,
I could do it; but you don’t know her. I can’t tell you

“what it is like when she is offended. She never scolds, but

it is something awful,—a thunder-cloud is nothing to it;
—s0 black and quiet, only you are sure there must be a
burst before long. And then her voice goes deep down
with a rumble, and she has a fashion of smoothing her
mittens; when she begins that, I know it is all over with
me.” .

Alice paused ; the small amount of courage which she
possessed before she commenced her description had now
completely melted away.

- % You must think of another plan,” she continued; «I
can't stand thundering looks.”

“Or seeing Lady Catharine smooth her mittems,” said
Ruth, ironically. ¢ Oh, Alice!”
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« It is very well for you to say, ¢ Oh, Alice!” but you will
not be put in the way of it.”

“ What I say is right, nevertheless,” persisted Ruth.

“Well! yes, perhaps it is.”

¢ Then it must be done.”

Alice was silent.

“Think, Alice,” continued Ruth, “now you are to be
confirmed, you ought to be so .very particular.”

“ Confirmed !” exclaimed Alice. I wish—" She stopped.

“You wish, what ?” asked Ruth.

I had better keep my wishes to myself,” replied Alice ;
«1 shall only frighten you. By-the-by, Ruth, are we to
have regular examination days now ? Your papa said some-
thing about it.”

“Yes: I thought you understood it; twice a week, to
begin to-morrow.”

Alice looked any thing but pleased, and Ruth resolutely
returned to the former subject.

“You see, Alice,” she said, “ this is a time of all others
when you should be careful. You would not bear to promise
to be good, and all the time to be deceiving Lady Catharine.
I do hope you will take my advice.”

T mean to do so always, after this time,” said Alice.

¢ But that will not do ; now is the time ; really it is right.”

Alice put on a mysterious expression of face, and said she
could not be sure of that.

“ But I am, quite,” replied Ruth.

“ Yes ; but you don’t know. Suppose, by telling Lady
Catharine, or by making her suspicious,—which she would
be horribly,—if she knew I wrote private things to Flor-
ence,—great mischief was to follow for another person.”

«1 don’t understand—TI can’t tell what you are talking
about,” replied Ruth. “1I only see the straightforward right
of the case,”
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“Ah! yes; but if I were to explain—there are some
things, Ruth, which you are not up to.”

“ A great many, I hope,” said Ruth, proudly, “if you
are talking of Florence and Justine.”

“ That is so like you, Ruth ; setting them both down as
very bad now, because they were silly years ago. But there
is nothing silly in this business; it is very important, es
pecially to Justine. I wish I could tell you. However,
you will know soon enough if things turn out as we wish.
Florence really is amazmgly good-na.tured to take such an
interest in Justine.”

Ruth could not help being curious. Her mind wandered
away from the real subject under discussion, whilst trying
to give a form to the conjectures which crossed her mind.

“I know—I have guessed,” she presently exclaimed.
“ Mamma heard the other day that Mrs. De Lacy was look-
ing out for a governess for little Agnes. Florence wishes
Justine to have the situation ; that is it. I don’t ask you to
tell, but I am sure it is. I suppose she would not like the
old stories to be brought up against her. But it seems to
me absurd to make a mystery of things so long past, and
Mrs. De Lacy must find out somehow that Mrs, Carter
knows Justine.”

“ Mrs. De Lacy is going abroad almost nmmedmtely, said
Alice.

Ruth smiled at this indirect confirmation of her suspicion.

“ And Justine is to go with her ?” she said.

“ And perhaps Florence,” added Alice ; then recollecting
herself, she- exclaimed : “ How stupid in me! I -did not
mean in the least to tell.” ‘

“ Only you have done so. You never could keep a secret.”

Alice appeared-disconcerted for the instant, but there was
relief in the thought that Ruth now knew something of the
true state of the case.
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s Still I cannot comprehend it,” continued Ruth. . « Mrs,
Carter is a very kind, charitable person. She would not
say any thing against Justine if she could help it.”

¢ Mrs. Carter is prejudiced,” replied Alice.

“ But how prejudiced ? Has she made up her mind that
because Justine was not perfectly good years ago, therefore
she is to be wicked all the days of her life ?”

¢ Mrs. Carter says unjust things about her, and believes
a great many false stories,” said Alice,

“Oh!” and Ruth’s face brightened with intelligence, « I
comprehend better now; they are new stories, which Flor-
ence is afraid of.” :

‘« New, but not true,” said Alice.  Florence told me
all about it. Justine’s last situation was a very strict one,
and she was never allowed to, go out or see her friends;
and Mrs. Carter, and persons who don’t like her, declare
that she used to do so by stealth, but it was not at all the
case. Justine explained it to Florence very satisfactorily,
and since then Florence has taken her part. As for Mrs.
Carter, she is quite Justine’s enemy, and I suspect she has
even written something about her to Lady Catharine.”
Aliee then related what had passed in the morning. “ Flor-
ence told me that even Mary Vernon has interfered about
her,” she added, “ saying ill-natured things.”

« Mrs. Carter and Mary Vernon I” exclaimed Ruth; «I
would believe what they said against all the Florence Tre-
velyans in the world. I shall write to Mary and ask her
what the truth is.”

¢« No, no, indeed Ruth you must not. Remember, we
have promised to be quiet; and, in fact, I ought not to have
told you this, only you guessed. In fairness to me you must
not make a fuss.” B .

« But it is so wrong in Florence,” said Ruth, « setting up
her judgment ! And if Justine is really not a good person,
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it will be very sad for her to be governess to that child. 1
wonder why you don’t see that.”

« Florence declares she is good,” persisted Alice.

“ But how can Florence know better than such persons
as Mrs. Carter and Mary Vernon? Indeed she is quite
wrmg.”

“ Then write and tell her so,” said Alice, eagerly.

“«I! I write?”

“ Yes, you have influence ; she respects you immensely.
Tell her how you came to know about the affair, and advise
her to have nothing to do with it. She will listen to you.”

“ No,” exclaimed Ruth, “ Florence will not do that ; she
will listen to nothing but her own wishes.”

“ Ruth,” said Alice, “ I know Florence much better than
you do ; she will listen to you.”

Ruth became very thoughtful.

“I cannot mix myself up with the affair,” she said..

“But you are mixed up with it ; remember your promise.”

“Jt was given only for a short time ; I shall let Florence
know the next time we meet that I consider myself released
from it; and then the matter must take its own course. If
I am asked any thing about Justine, I shall tell what I
know.”

Alice grew uneasy, and said it was a very perplexing
business. .

“I do not see that,” replied Ruth; *“we have but one
thing to do—to get out of it.”

“ Much easier said than done—at least for me,” observed
Alice; “and, moreover, I cannot see that it is best.”

«1t is the simplest, most straightforward course,” replied
Ruth.

“Well, it may be,” answered Alice, doubtfully. * You
are much better and wiser than I am, Ruth; but really, in
this case, T do think you are mistaken. Just consider: if if
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is so very bad for Justine to be governess to Agnes when
she is not fit for the situation, surely it would be proper to
warn Florence against encouraging her. You may do im-
mense good if you will only write, and you may tell Flor-
ence not to send me any more affectionate letters, which I
cannot show to Lady Catharine, and so prevent me from
getting into disgrace.”

Alice had, by this time, completely deceived herself.
She really did think that she was giving a disinterested
opinion, when she was urging Ruth to do that which would
best suit her own convenience. . Ruth again brought for-
ward, though rather feebly, her opinion of the uselessness
of interference, and Alice strongly ‘combated it, and re-
‘iterated again and again her conviction that the profound
respect which Florence entertaine¢ for Ruth would lead
her to be entirely guided by her.

«If I could think so,” said Ruth, hesitating.

“But you may be quite sure of it; you may be of use to
Florence, and possibly to J ustine too. Both of them look
up to you.”

Ruth smiled at the notion of a person liké Justine look-
ing up to her; but the idea had its effect.

“ And,” continued Alice, “ your writing will stop Flor-
ence from sending those foolish affectionate notes just as
much as mine; but nothing which I could say would pre-
vent her from encouraging Justine, don’t you see ?”

Alice had mixed up the two questions adroitly, though
without any deliberate intention, and Ruth’s usually clear
judgment was at fault. She lost sight of her first wish of
inducing Alice to be open with Lady Catharine, and began
to imagine that the important point was to persuade Flor-
ence that she was doing wrong in taking Justine’s part.

“I will think about it,” she said, in reply to Alice’s
pleading.

-
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“If you think, you will do it,” was the answer: one
which made Ruth shrink with a sudden misgiving, as to
whether she was deciding aright. Alice used the expres
sion without any double meaning ; it was merely her way
of saying that she was certain Ruth would agree.

“I know you will, because it is best, and kindest,” she
added. “You are more reasonable than Madeline.”

 Madeline knows nothing !’ exclaimed Ruth.

“No; only I meant to have told you—the otLer day—I
had written a note to Florence—much such a one as you
will send in’ one respect, begging her not to call me “dar-
ling’ and “dearest;’ and I asked Madeline to put it in the
post for me and she refused.”

“You never told me that before,” said Ruth, reproach-
fully.

“Because I did not think of it. I was angry with
Madeline at the time, but I forgot it afterwards.”

«“ And Madeline retused ?”’ repeated Ruth, in a tone of
uneasiness. .

Alice answered with some surprise :—

“Yes, she refused; but why should you be so grave
about it 2”

«Madeline thought it wrong, I suppose,” continued
Ruth.

«I don’t know about wrong exactly ; that is such a hard
word, but not quite right. ¢ She had rather not,” she said ;
and when Madeline talks about ‘rather not,” I can never
ask her a second time.”

- “Good-by, Alice,” said Ruth, abruptly; and fastening
the strings of her bonnet in haste.

“ Good-by, Ruth, dear; remember, I depend upon you,
and you must write soon, or it will be no good.”

Ruth’s letter to Florence was written that same after-
noon. Any one in the least acquainted with human nature,
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especially with a character like Ruth’s, might have prophe-
sied that it would be. .o

Ruth piqued herself upon her good judgment; but a
good judgment, in questions of right and wrong, is not that
which can calculate consequences cIeyerly, but that which
perceives the duty of the case and determines at once to
perform it. Its main ingredient is more than a wish not to
do wrong ; it is an earnest desire to do right. Ruth had
two duties incumbent upon her; one to her mother, not to
engage in a correspondence which she might disapprove;
the other to Alice, not in any way to encourage her in de-
ceiving Lady Catharine. These two duties Ruth set aside,
and took up a third; the endeavor to make Florence Tre-
velyan give up Justine.

Alice’s allusion to Madeline was the only thing which
caused her to question the propriety of what she was doing.
Ruth was nearly certain, though she would scarcely allow
it to herself, that Madeline would not take the same view
of the case that she did. But Madeline was young, even
for her age; and singularly quick too in settling all doubt-
ful questions. Ruth was accustomed to consider her sis-
ter’s opinions as inferior to her own when they differed in
argument. She herself was very clever; her perception
was keen, and she secemed able to see both sides of the
question at once.. Whichever view she took, appeared for
the time the right one; yet, after long reasoning, Madeline
would often surprise her by ending with: ¢ It seems right,
Ruth, because you say it; but, somehow, I cannot feel
that it is 50;” and then she would return to the very point
from which they had started, and propound some simple
question of duty, which put all Ruth’s cleverness to flight.
Experience in these cases often showed Ruth that Made-
line was right, but she attributed the fact to accident.

The doubt, in the present instance, as to what Madeline
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would do in a similar case, made Ruth uncomfortable, but
it did not alter her decision. As Alice had prophesied,
she thought; and then she resolved to act.

The letter, when written, was read over with considerable
satisfaction, for it was well expressed, simple, and forcible.
Ruth made many apologies for intruding her opinion, and
trusted that Florence would not be vexed at her having
discovered the purport of Justine’s visit ; and then she gave
the reasons which made her think that it would not be
right to conceal Justine’s acquaintance with Mrs. Carter,
speaking strongly of the mischief which might ensue if Jus-
tine were not a proper person to take charge of Agnes,
As regarded herself, she stated that she could not consider
her promise as any longer binding, for it was made before
she knew the facts of the case; and when it was given she
had said it could only be for a time. In conclusion, she
mentioned that Alice did not like to receive notes which
could not be shown to Lady Catharine, and therefore
begged Florence not to write to her about Justine, and to
use less affectionate expressions.

This last sentence did not imply all that Ruth intended
when she talked to Alice. It left the door open for the
intimacy with Florence still to continue in a covert way,
but she did not exactly know what else to say without
giving offence, and thought that it would do for the pres-
ent. Florence was not going to live in the neighborhood,
so perhaps there was no great mischief in letting things
take their chance for a few weeks. In fact, she and Alice
were in a manner one in this business, and if they were
cut off from Florence entirely, it would of course be im-
possible to be of any use to her. So the letter was sent,
and Ruth looked forward with much interest to the answer.
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CHAPTER X.

Avice was more competent to perform her duties at the
school after receiving Ruth’s advice and hints, She was
also happier after having acknowledged her deception and
determined to have no more letters which she was afraid to
show. She began to fancy that she really was, as the ex-
- pression is, turning over a new leaf. But Alice was mis:
taken We cannot slur over a duty and go on well without
performing it. If there is any act which we ought to do
and which we will not do, itis in vain to flatler ourselves
that we are sincere in our amendment.

Alice’s concealment from Lady Catharine of her friend-
ship with Florence Trevelyan was like an unpaid debt. Her
accounts might be settled regularly for the future, but until
the old claim was discharged, she could not be free and
honorable. There were times when Alice felt this—when
a pang shot through her heart—a pang which all must
sometimes feel who endeavor to blind themselves by an out-
ward change of conduct without seeking the conversion of
the heart. These times were whenever any allusion was
made to the Confirmation.

Alice could not bring herself to bear the prospect of it.
As it approached nearer, it became more serious: it may
indeed be said more awful; for upon confirmation must im-
mediately follow that holiest of Christian privileges, which
the most indifferent shrink from approaching unprepared.

This was a subject rarely alluded to by Lady Cathatine,
who considered that if Alice was fit for confirmation, she
must be fit to be admitted to the Holy Communion, and
trusted much to her late improvement ; not doubting alse

e —
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that Alice’s serious impressions would be deepened by Mr.
Clifford’s instruction and advice.

Perhaps, had Lady Catharine remarked the manner in
which Mrs. Clifford would occasionally allude, in conversa-
tion with her children, to the solemn time that was ap-
proaching, she might have received a useful hint as to her
treatment of Alice. Lady Catharine had a great dislike to
enthusiastic expressions, and found it difficult to say what
she felt upon religious subjects ; she therefore took refuge
in silence. Mrs. Clifford’s taste was very like Lady Cath- -
arine’s; but when, in answer to Madeline’s simple observa-
tion— Mamma, I shall not feel a child any longer when I
am confirmed,”’ her mother answered in a manner so serious
that it could not be misunderstood—* And you will not be
a child, my love,” both Madeline and Ruth knew at once
what it was to which reference was made. Volumes of in-
struction would not have more impression upon them than
the belief which their mother indirectly but constantly
showed, that they were approaching a period when a bless-
ing, which human language cannot descnbe, was to be con-
ferred upon them.

Long before, indeed, they could have told in words the
nature of the Holy Sacrament to which they were to be
admitted ; but words too often are a hinderance rather than
an assistance to our feelings; and preparation for a first
Communion is something widely different from the weekly
repetition’ of the explanation of the subject given in the
Church Catechism.

So Madeline felt as she was spending some time alone, a
few days after Ruth had sent her letter to Florence. She
was trying to examine her own heart; trying to discover
her faults; trying to realize her true condition upon earth,
and the state of her preparation for heaven. A little book
upon self-examination lay open before her. It contained
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but few questions; and those, it would have seemed, soon
answered. But each question suggested to Madeline’s true
and most conscientious mind subject for reflection and deep
regret. The life which to others appeared unspotted, was
when viewed in the presence of God, stained with innumer-
able sins.  °

But Madeline would not shrink from .he sight. One by
one, the faults of which she was conscious from former self-
examination were enumerated and confessed, with a fervent
prayer for forgiveness and help; and then, the particular
point upon which she had fixed for that day’s inquiry was
dwelt upon more minutely. It was vanity—a fault which
Madeline saw in herself, although those who knew her best
would have hesitated to acknowledge that she had it. She
was vain of her personal appearance, and she began her
self-imposed task by examining in what details this defect
showed itself. Too much time, she knew, was spent in
dressing : that was one sign; she was too particular in
choosing her dresses; too anxious to hear remarks made
upon herself and Ruth, which indirectly paid them com-
pliments ; she always observed carefully what other persons
wore, and how it was put on; she was not pleased when
others were called pretty: that approached to envy; but
the groundwork was vanity. These things were indeed in
themselves slight ; but they were indications of a temper of
mind to be guarded againsi, and Madeline had learned to
look, not at her outward conduct only, but at her heart.
‘When the offence was thus thoroughly perceived and ac
knowledged, the next step of importance was to see it in its
true light—in its real deformity ; to view it as it must be
viewed by God. Madeline was vain of her appearance and
fond of admiration in general; yet, in a few years (so she
had been taught always to carry on her thoughts to the end

of life) her body must be laid in the grave, an object of

- ———
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dread- to those who most loved her, with the worm spread
under her, and the worm covering her. 'Where would then
be room for vanity ? ‘

She thought once more :—there was a world, sinless and
glorious, where saints cast their crowns of glory at the foot
of the throne of God, and angels cover their faces with
their wings in awful adoration of His Majesty. Madeline
tried but for a few moments to imagine what that world
must be. She read of it in the Bible, and strove te bring
before the eye of her mind some faint perception of its aw-
fulness. She imagined herself standing amongst the hosts
of Heaven; she, the ignorant, and weak, and vain—how
would they feel towards her? How would they bear her
presence ? More than all, how would her merciful Saviour
regard her? The Holy and Undefiled, how could He look
upon the guilty ? Vanity in heaven! Even to connect the
ideas seemed a profanation. No, it must be striven against
~——crushed, uprooted. Were it to cost the labor of a life,
and the watchfulness of every hour, still it must be con-
quered. Amongst the many sacrifices of pleasant sins to be
made at the altar of her Saviour, vanity must unhesxtatmg-
ly be numbered.

The consciousness of perfect sincerity, blended with the
depth of Madeline’s repentance and humility, and with the
confidence of a child asking help from a father, and the
simple, reverent love of a sister trusting to an elder bro-
ther, she knelt once more in prayer, and felt that prayer
was happiness. Then, as she rose to return to her usual
employments, she dwelt for a few moments longer upon the
probable temptations which would be awaiting her, especial-
ly with regard to this one fault. It was not often that she
left her room without casting one look in her glass, as much
from habit, perhaps, as from vanity. Now she turned
away, hot because it would be wrong to look, but because
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it was the first little opportunity which presented itself o1
proving her own sincerity ; and the trifling act, scarcely to
be termed self-denial, was the seal of her iesolution and
the earnest of future victories.

Ruth spent some time, also, that day, in self-examination ;
but she could not fix her mind like Madeline. The expec-
tation of the answer from Florence Trevelyan was constantly
recurring to her; and she found herself repeating the very
words in which she supposed Florence would express a
willingness to be entirely guided by her. It was rather
surprising that she had not heard before; and an uncom-
fortable feeling arose at the thought that, for the first time,
she should receive a letter which she must ask her mother
not to read. Still Ruth began the task which she had im-
posed upon herself without being exactly conscious of what
is called unreality ; or, in other words, without seeing that
she was keeping back from any known duty. -

Ruth’s mode of self-examination differed from Madeline’s.
Tt had respect to the future more than the past. When
persons have long accustomed themselves to strictness of
life, this may be a desirable mode of striving to improve.
Tt is not well to think too much about our own minds, or
even about our motives. It is better to dwell upon our
Saviour’s infinite love, and our own privileges as members
of His church; and then to try and show our gratitude by
thinking of all we can do to please Him. But, at certain
times, especially whilst we are as yet unacquainted with our
own dispositions, and must endeavor to become thoroughly
humbled as a preparation for the Holy Communion, it is
absolutely necessary to examine our consciences very close- -
ly; to look back upon the past, that we may learn to guard
against the future. Ruth thought that she had done this,
because on a former occasion she had read through and
answered a certain set of questions; and now, like Madeline, -
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ghe chose, as her papa had recommended, one particular
fault to guard against. Madeline, as we have seen, began
by a careful inquiry as to the little ways in which her de-
fects showed themselves. Ruth, on the.contrary, was sat-
isfied with knowing, partly from having been told, and part-
ly from her own conscience, that she had certain faults;
and there the inquiry rested. Her self-examination was
vague: what was gone by was in a manner forgotten; and
her character was, in consequence, never truly viewed. So,
in the present instance, self-conceit in general was, she well
knew, what she had to struggle against ; and she resolved
not to speak of herself, not to put forward her opinion more
than could be helped; to remember generally that self-
conceit was wrong: and they were very good resolutions;
but if we do not know the instances in which we have be-
fore failed, we cannot tell what we are bound to guard
against. Neither were they resolutions founded upon Chris-
tian humility—a heathen might have made them. There
was no remembrance of the lowliness of the Saviour of the
world, no consideration of His perfect purity, no real desire
to be humble, because so she might be like Him. Ruth
strove against her faults more because they lowered her in
the eyes of her fellow-creatures, than because they were
hateful in the eye of God; and when we look at our sins
only in this way we never have a true view of them. Noth-
ing will give us a real feeling of unworthiness, but the con-
sideration of our Saviour’s perfection and yet of his unspeak-
able love ; and nothing will really enable us thoroughly to
root out sin except the wish to please Him, as we would
wish to please our parents, and the certainty that He will
accept the very least endeavor, and forgive our fallings
away, even until seventy times seven.

Madeline’s efforts were a pleasure, Ruth’s were a burden;
yet Madeline had a much greater sense of her own helpless-
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ness and guilt than her sister. The one thought of her Sg.
viour, the other of herself.

Madeline returned to the duties of her daily life with the
feeling of love urging her to watchfulness and energy. Ruth
returned to hers, with the thought that she had done what
was right, and was, therefore, better prepared for confirma-
tion and the Holy Communion.

CHAPTER XI.

Mgrs. Cuirrorp was sitting in the schoolroom the next
morning, whilst Ruth and Madeline were pursuing their
usual studies. Ruth was painfully conscious of her mother’s
presence, and this feeling was quite new to her. For the
last year, or even more, any sense of restraint with her
mamma had been wearing off. Mrs. Clifford, notwithstand-
ing her extreme gentleness of temper, exercised a full au-
thority over her children when they were little. Even a
look of disobedience was noticed, if not punished. Ruth
and Madeline would no more have ventured to disobey their
mother than their father. They could not recollect the
time when they had been permitted to follow their own will,
and obedience, in consequence, had become as much a
habit as the common course of their daily life.

‘When this principle was once firmly fixed, half the diffi-
culty of education was over. Mrs. Clifford could afford to
be indulgent, because she had no fear of rebellion, - She
could overlook many little faults which it might have fretted
her children’s temper to remark,—faults shown in play
nours,—when they were off their guard,—when they were
evidently not aware that she was near, because she knew
that the great principle of duty was thoroughly rooted ; and
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-4hat, by degrees, if only she could have patience, it would
work out its good effects in every little detail.

Ruth and Madeline scargely knew how much they were
under control, even when they were children; they were
like well-trained horses, taught to attend so immediately to
the slightest check, that the curb was unnecessary; and
now that they were approaching an age when they might
be expected to have judgment and wills of their own, even
the restraints of childhood were gradually loosened.

Madeline was once asked, what her mamma did with
them now they were growing up. The reply was rather
abrupt, but perfectly true: She lets us alone.” In this
“letting alone” lay the great secret of Mrs. Clifford’s in-
fluence. The watchfulness exercised was never seen; she
guarded them, indeed, from evil books, evil companions,
evil sights and associations ; but it was not by prohibition,
but by an unnoticed care, which kept such things out of
their way. - Within certain limits Madeline and Ruth were
perfectly free. They might walk where they liked, and
when they liked ; they might choose their own reading ;
write to their own friends ; have secrets between themselves,
if they desired it ; spend their allowance according to their
own will; and, when surprise was sometimes expressed
that Mrs. Clifford could trust them with se much liberty,
she replied, ““They were kept very strictly when they were
quite children ; they were never allowed then to disobey,
and now they have lost the inclination.” And it was true;
they had lost the inclination, for their mother’s tastes and
wishes were their own. What inducement, for instance,
could there be to peruse books privately, when their chief
delight was to go to their mother with their favorite passa-
ges, and find in her interest an increase of their own enjoy-
ment. Ruth sometimes came into the room absorbed in
some poem or tale, and anxious that Madeline should read

26
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it also; but, if Mrs. Clifford was present, and Madeline
away, her natural exclamation was, “ Oh! there is mamma,
that will do just as well;” and Mrs. Clifford would stop

and listen, and make her remarks, as if she could entirely

enter into her child’s enthusiasm ; and if the thought crossed

. her mind, that Ruth might be better employed in somé other
way, the advice was stopped for that moment. €Confidence
and affection would do more, she knew, in forming a charac-
ter to good than reading history; and in the course of a
few days she would perhaps talk to Ruth upon some more
serious subject, which she was studying herself, and so to
lead her to begin it ; in order, as Ruth expressed it, to be
“reading the same book as mamma.”

A similar principle was carried out in other ways. Mrs,
Clifford was anxious to be the friend of her children. Asa
first step towards attaining this object, she allowed them to
be friends to each other. With a difference of age, there
must of necessity be a certain difference of feeling. Many
little things they might be able to say between themselves,
which they would consider almost too trifling for her.
This feeling would lessen as they grew older, but at present
it was unavoidable, and Mrs. Clifford gave it full scope.
Madeline often said without hesitation : ¢ Mamma, Ruth and
I have a little secret together ;" and the remark was to Mrs,
Clifford a greater assurance of unreserve and simplicity of
mind than any confidence given directly to herself. The
age which Ruth and Madeline had attained was just that
when restraint was most likely to spring up between them-
selves and those who had authority over them. Their judg-
ments and gencral character were not sufficiently fixed to
enable them to be their mother’s companion in her daily
anxieties ; whilst the spirit of independence was naturally
gaining strength, and their opinions upon all subjects were

rapidly forming.
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Mrs. Clifford was, however, prepared for this stage in her
children’s life. She was thoroughly endued with the charity
which “beareth and endureth all things,” and the faith
which can trust the best and most cherished wishes of our
hearts in the hands of God. The difference between Ruth
and Madeline was as clear to her as to her husband, per-
haps even more so ; for it was shown in the little instances
which came more-immediately under her notice ; and now
it was no secret to her that something was wrong in Ruth’s
mind, yet she waited patiently till the time when Ruth’s
confidence should be willingly given; and the only change
in her manner was an increased tenderness—a winning con-
sideration and care, which Ruth felt, though she could not
account for it. She began to long for the answer from
Florence more and more, that she might consider herself
released from her promise, and speak to her mamma with-
out reserve.

This wish was strongly on her mind when, on the morning
before mentioned, a servant on horseback rode up to the
Parsonage gate.

“ From Sheldon, I am sure,” exclaimed Madeline, going
to the window. I know that bright scarlet livery so well.
Don’t you remember, mamma, we used to wonder whose it
could be before we knew Mrs. De Lacy ?”

«] suppose the pic-nic is to be fixed,” said Ruth. *The
weather is just settled enough, if it will only continue.”

Madeline became suddenly grave. I don't think I want
it to be fixed,” she said.

Ruth’s head was bent over her writing-desk, but she
looked up at this speech. ¢ Maddy, what do you mean ?—
why not ?”

«I don’t know—that is, I can’t say; but I do not want
it.”

Ruth went on writing, but her pen moved unsteadily.
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The door opened, and a note was brought in. Ruth did
not raise her eyes.

~ «Tt is from Mrs. De Lacy,” said Mrs. Clifford, * and about
the pic-nic. It is fixed for Tuesday week; and, my dear
Ruth, here are a few lines at the end for you from Miss
Trevelyan.”

Ruth put out her ha.nd eagerly ; but she had no fear that
her mamma had read what Florence might have written.

“May I see ?”’ said Madeline, coming to look over her.

Ruth drew back pettishly. “Let me read it myself,
‘Maddy.” She glanced her eye in an instant over the few
lines, written on colored paper prettily embossed. ¢ There
is nothing in it,” she exclaimed, tossing the note across the
table to her sister.

Madeline read it more attentively. It isa very pressing
invitation,” she replied when she had finished.

“Yes, very.”” Ruth said no more, and a few minutes
after left her writing and went to walk in the garden by
herself.

And this was all the answer to her letter! An invitation
which placed her in a greater difficulty than ever. “You
must come,” Florence wrote, with two or three dashes.
Very meaning dashes they were to Ruth’s eye, implying
much more than a mere wish to see her. Ruth was ex-
tremely annoyed ; it was such a tantalizing, irritating mode
of proceeding. And there would scarcely be any use in
writing again. Florence was always inclined to be ob-
stinate, and if she had determined upon not giving an an-
swer till they met, no entreaties would be of any avail. In
this dilemma Ruth thought of spealnng to her mamma.
Bhe certainly considered herself in a measure freed from
the promise of secrecy. It had been given but for a shert
time, and she had warned Florence that it must now be at
an end. Her mamma’s advice would, she knew, be most
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valuable. Mrs. Clifford would see at once whether it could
be right any longer to keep Justine’s secret—and if she
could in honor go to her for help, it certainly appeared the
right course. But Ruth began to reason—perhaps it would
make Florence angry if she were to do so ; perhaps it would
break off their acquaintance; perhaps she should have no
opportunity of talking seriously to her, and Florence might
still go on encouraging Justine—that would be very bad
for her—or she might still contrive in some way that Mrs.
De Lacy should engage Justine as a governess for Agnes—
that would be very bad for Agnes. There were a great
many dangerous possibilities—all to be avoided, if Ruth
could only see Florence and convince her that she was
wrong. At last Ruth magnanimously made up her mind
to act the martyr, and say nothing to her mamma—to
sacrifice herself, in fact, for her friend, and swerve a little
from her own duty in the hope of bringing Florence to a
sense of hers.

When Ruth went back to the schoolroom she found
Madeline looking very thoughtful, with a book before her,
but evidently not reading. Once or twice she seemed in-
clined to speak, but to be afraid. After 4 time, however, she
said, with an effort, “Ruth, about the pic-nic—do you mean
—that is, do you think it would signify if I were not to go?”

“Signify, Maddy! What are you talking of ?”

“Would there be any harm ?” continued Madeline.

“My dear Maddy, you must be dreaming. No, of course,
there would not be any harm; but why possibly should you
not go ?”

«I think I would rather not,” rephed Madeline, whilst
the color mounted to her cheeks; *because it might be
harm to me. You know, Ruth, I am not good, and I think
about things so. When I am going anywhere it is always
in my mind ; and just now I would rather not.”
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Ruth understood in an instant that Madeline alluded to
the Confirmation. “You had better talk to mamma,”” she
said.

“Yes, if I can; I shall by-and-by.”

«It will be very awkward,” was Ruth’s next observation,
to which Madeline said nothing, and both were silent.

Ruth was almost angry with Madeline for this reserve,
though she did not at all desire to talk herself upon the
subject which she knew was occupying her sister’s thoughts.
Several times lately when the pic-nic had been referred to,
Madeline had hinted a disinclination to go: but Ruth fan-
cied it was only because she did not like the prospect of
encountering a large party. Now she saw that it was a
much deeper feeling. Ruth did not sympathize with her
sister. Since the pic-nic had been first proposed her mind
had been so occupied that she had scarcely remembered it
was to take place; and now there seemed a necessity for
going. If she did not, there might be no opportunity of
seeing Florence Trevelyan. And then Ruth thought to
herself, ““ Mamma and papa do not object, and why should
I?” When Ruth wished to decide for herself upon any
occasion, she was in the habit of saying, that now she was
growing up it must be better to exercise a little judgment
of her own. In this instance the case happened to be re-
versed, and it suited her to give up her own judgment.
But Ruth did not know that her papa and mamma saw no
objection. In fact, she had reason to imagine they might
do so; for once or twice lately Mrs. Clifford had regretted
that if the pic-nic were delayed, it would bring it near the
time of the Confirmation; and this morning she had not
shown any pleasure in the thought of their amusement,
and, indeed, had not made any remark about it. These
might have been suspicicus circumstances, if Ruth had
fairly considered them. ;
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CHAPTER XIL

THE evening came; Ruth grew more vexed and unhappy
about every thing. Madeline’s reserve—the stupidity of
Florence—the pic-nic, which she did not care for, and yet
to which she must go. Ruth was not generally cross; but
this evening nothing pleased her. It began to rain, and
instead of taking a walk, as they often did at that time
when the day had been very warm, she was obliged to find
employment within-doors. Madeline read, and Ruth knew
by the binding that the book was a volume of sermons.
This made her more cross. Madeline might just as well,
she thought, read sermons in her own room; but the next
minute Madeline called to her to point out something which
she particularly liked, and her sunny smile, and simple
cheerful voice, soothed Ruth’s rufled temper. She felt
that Maddy might do any thing she liked—read, or talk, or
be silent—it did not signify. No one could be annoyed
with ber. Madeline did not read her sermon with a
fixed attention. She looked often out of the window, as if
watching for some one. Presently the little green gate
opening from the garden into the lane was swung to, and
Mr. Clifford came up the gravel walk to the house. Made-
line turned again to her book ; but when her papa came in
she closed it, and began talking upon indifferent subjects.
Ruth was silent, which was rather unusual for her when
parish matters were discussed, as she generally took a most
active part in them. Madeline’s nervous manner was ap-
parent to her; it showed that her heart was not interested
in what was said, and when, as Mr. Clifford was going out
of the room, Madeline asked whether she might say a few
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words to him alone, Ruth knew well what the subject of
the "conversation would be. A seed of uneasiness was im-
planted in Ruth’s breast. She said to herself that Made-
line was over scrupulous, but in her heart she felt that she
might be right. '

The study door closed, and Mr. Clifford inquired what
Madeline had to say. Almost every one’s heart beats
quicker at such a question. Madeline’s beat very fast; but
nothing was to be gained by delay, so she began at once—
“Papa, I wanted to speak to you—about—I don’t know
whether it is right; but, if you please, could you tell me
about Mrs. De Lacy’s invitation 2

Mr. Clifford looked half surprised, half amused. He had
not even heard of it that day.

“The pic-nic, papa,” continued Madeline.

“Well, my love, the pic-nic—what is your difficulty ?
Does your mamma wish you not to go to it ?”

“I don’t know ; she has not said so. But, papa, would
it be wrong to stay away ?”

“ Certainly not, if you wish to do so—at least I should
imagine not. But why should you?” Mr. Clifford looked
at Madeline, and by the expression of her face guessed
what she would answer. “Would you really rather not
go ?” he continued.

“I think it would be better—safer for me,” and Made-
line’s face brightened at the hope of being understood.

. “You know, papa, I think of things so—they run in my

head; and I should enjoy this so much—that is, if we
go to St. Cuthbert’s Castle, and Ruth says that was the
place mentioned.” A

Mr. Clifford considered before he replied; then he said,
“Was this your own idea, my love ?”’

“ Yes, quite my own.”

“And has it only entered your head to-day ?”
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“1 have ‘thought about it a little before, but not so
much, because it did not seem as if the time ever would be
fixed.”

¢« And what does Ruth think ?”” inquired Mr. Clifford.

«That is one thing which worries me,” exclaimed Made-
lise. “I am afraid Ruth will not go without me, and 1
could not bear her to be disappointed. What shall I do®
—what can I do to be right?” she added, in a very
anxious tone.

“ We will think, my dear child,” answered her father,
ard as he said this he kissed her with a tenderness of man-
ner which fully repaid Madeline for the effort she had
made in speaking to him. “First of all, we must remember
that we may make mistakes in matters of conscience by
being too scrupulous; by looking upon God, I mean, as a
hard taskmaster. I do not say that you do so now—in-
deed, it is most likely I shall quite enter into your notions
—but religion is meant to hallow our innocent amusements,
not to shut us out from them ; therefore it is not because
you expect a good deal of pleasure from going to St. Cuth-
bert’s that you should be alarmed, and imagine it may do
you harm.”

«1 should like it very much indeed,” said Madeline,
laying a stress upon the last word.

“ Yes, and you were intended to like it very much indeed.
Going with pleasant companions to a place you have heard
a good deal about must be very agreeable, But God will
not be angry with you for finding it so.”

“Not if I think about it very much ?” said Madeline.

“No, not in general. It is right, we know, to govern
our thoughts, and not to let them dwell upon any subject
at wrong times, or so as to make us forget our duties; but
this is a very hard lesson—perhaps it may take us many
years to learn it—and we may be sure that God will be
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mercifully patient with us whilst we are learning it—sup-
posing, I mean, that we are trying to do so. He will not
expect us to be perfect at once.”

“But just now ?” said Madeline.

«“Ah! that is the question,” answered Mr. Clifford.
“Things which are most innocent in themselves may be
wrong because of peculiar circumstances.”

“And this would be wrong in me, then?” inquired
Madeline.

“It will be wrong if it is likely to engross too much of,
your thoughts.”

“ But what is too much ?”’ asked Madeline, eagerly.

“ What are your special duties at this season ?”’ answered
her father. “ All which interferes with them will be too
much.”

I ought to spend some time every day in reading and
thinking about being confirmed, I know,” said Madeline.

“But going to the pic-nic will not interfere with that,
except upon the one day; and even then you might give -
up some time earlier in the morning.”

Madeline looked at him with an expression of sadness.
“Ah! papa,” she said, “you think I am as good as Ruth.
But if I do give up the time I shall never fix my thoughts.”

Mr. Clifford smiled. “ We have reached the right point,
my dear Madeline. I can quite understand your feelings.
Most likely the pic-nic would occupy a good deal of your
thoughts ; and, just now, when it is so very essential that
you should be serious and collected, such a temptation may
well be avoided; at another time it might be better to
battle with it. Only I would ask you one question. What
is it that makes the pic-nic too interesting—more interesting
than religion ?”’ .

Madeline’s eyes filled with tears as she replied, “Bo-
cause I am so bad.”
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Mr. Chfford took her hand in his: «I did not mean to
distress you, my dear child. I was sure you felt this; but
will you try not fo forget it? I mean, to remember it
always on similar occasions.”

«T don’t think it will be easy tq forget it,” said Madeline.

“Yes, indeed, it will be a great deal easier than you
imagine. Many right-minded people are extremely apt to
do s0.” ‘

“To forget that they do wrong things ?”’ said Madeline,
with some surprise.

“To forget that it is not because they are good, but be-
cause they are wicked, that innocent amusements do them
harm,” replied Mr. Clifford.

“Yet they are right in not joining in them,” said Made-
line. .

“Quite right; but quite wrong if they condemn others.
If you were very good, you might go to the pic-nic and not
be at all disturbed by it. Others of your own age may go
who will be preparing for confirmation like you. Their
minds may be much steadier than yours. I wonder what
you will think about them.”

Madeline did not know what to answer.

“Will you, my love,” continued Mr. Clifford, “make it
an especial subject of prayer that you may be able to re-
member why you -do not go? And when the day comes,
will you spend your time for meditation in thinking particu-
larly about your faults; seeing how great they are, and how
many things are dangerous to you because of them? Such
thoughts are our only safeguard when we refuse to join in
the amusements of our friends. They are the only thoughts
which can keep us from being proud and uncharitable.”

“TI hope I should not think others wrong in going,” said
Madeline ; “because Ruth will go, most probably, and she
is so very good.” '




132 LANETON PARSONAGE.

“Does Ruth wish to go ?” asked Mr. Clifford, quickly.

« ] think she does; but she does not talk about it.” Mr.
Clifford looked graver than before. It is a most impor-
tant time for you both,” he said. “I should be glad to
feel that you were giving up as much thought to it as pos-
sible.”

“I try every day,” said Madeline; “but, papa, my
thoughts go all away, and then I am very unhappy;” and
here her voice changed as she added, it is very wicked, 1
know, but I long sometimes to wait another year.”

“ Another year would not help you, my child. You
would come with the same request at the end of it.”

«¢ And should I never be more fit 2"’ said Madeline.

“Why seek for what God does not require ?”’ said Mr.
Clifford. “ When our Saviour restored the lame and the
blind, did He wish them to walk and see a little befors He
made them quite whole 2

“ He told them they must have faith,” said Madeline. .

“Yes; that is, He required a trust in His power, and a
willingness to be cured. This is all He asks now of you.”

“I should like to be good more than any thing,” ob-
served Madeline.

¢ And not only that, but I think you are willing to do all
that may be necessary, whether agreeable or not, in order
to become good,” continued her father. ¢ We must not
separate these two things. A person suffering from some
bodily disease, for instance, will say he would like to be
cured; but he may not like to try the remedy. He may be
suffering from the toothache and yet not agree to have tke
tooth extracted.”

“That is what I mean,” said Madeline, quickly. «1I
should like ta feel that I had got rid of some of the bad
things, and then I should be more sure that I was willing
—that I was fit for the blessings. Because you know,
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papa,” she added, in a faltering voice, “ I am not at all fit
for the Holy Communion, and I must go to it if I am con-
firmed.”

“But, my dear Madeline,” said Mr. Clifford, « the getting
rid of these ¢ bad things,” as you term it, is to be the busi-
ness of your life. Confirmation and the Holy Communion
are to be your great assistants in this business, If you
throw away the help, what are you to do?”

« I might pray and read the Bible,” said Madeline.

“God tells you to do something more,” replied Mr.
Clifford. “He will not accept us if we perform only hall
our duties.” :

“ And I must go,” said Madeline, whilst the tears which
had for some time been gathering, flowed slowly down her
cheeks, :

Mr. Clifford suffered her to cry silently for some mo-
ments ; at length he said, ¢ You are frightened, dearest.”

“ Yes, so very frightened sometimes,” said Madeline, in a
broken voice ; “and, papa, I think I should be glad not to
go; that shows how bad I am.”

“Then if I were to tell you that you should never go,”
said Mr. Clifford, “ you would be contented ?”’

Madeline started. ¢ Oh! papa!no. I could not bear it.”

“ And God does not wish you to bear it,” replied her
father. ¢ He is willing—more willing than you can imagine
—to receive you; to love you, and bless you, and make you
happy. He asks for no fitness except that which you have
yourself just this moment acknowledged. You may go te
your Confirmation, you may even kneel to receive the Holy
Com.nunion, conscious of gll your faults, all your imperfec-
tions, yet with the same confidence in His love as you feel
now in mine. And Madeline, my child, by-and-by, years
hence—if it should please God to spare your life—you will
see all this fully, you will be thankful and happy then, that
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you were not suffered to give way to doubts and scruples
now. Religion will be all in all to you.”

“ As it is to you,” said Madeline.

A momentary shade passed over Mr. Clifford’s counte-
nance; yet it was but momentary: a quiet, bright smile
followed it, and he looked in his child’s face, and said,
¢ Yes, Madeline, as it is, I trust, now, all in all—the one
great joy—the one unchanging reality.”

Madeline was silent. The feelings gathering in her breast
could find no words for utterance. She only said as she
left the room, Then, papa, you will settle for me that I
am not to go to the pic-nic.”

CHAPTER XIII.

We will take a glance at Mrs. De Lacy’s drawing-room
on the afternoon of the following day. It was a long, rather
narrow room, terminating in a bow, with French windows
opening upon a lawn. The furniture was too showy to be
elegant. The paper attracted attention from its bright pink
pattern and gilding ; the eye was disturbed and confused by
the number of odd-shaped chairs, sofas, inlaid tables, and
light ornaments, which crowded a comparatively small
space; every book seemed to have dressed itself in its gay-
est binding; and every -article approaching to the useful
was carefully disguised, by being turned into some shape
totally unlike itself.

By the round table, drawn into the recess of the bow,
Justine Le Vergnier reclined, in a low easy chair, whilst
Flerence stood by her, picking to pieces a leaf of verbena.
Justine wore a walking-dress, but her very small transparent
bonnet was untied, and thrown back off her head ; and either
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this circumstance, or it might have been really an alteration in
the expression of her face, gave her a less gentle, quiet look
than formerly. Her eyes moved more quickly, though they
were always remarked as never being still; her lips curled
satirically ; her attitude was more studied and less graceful.
She had an air of self-possession and determination, not
pleasing in so young a person; altogether there was the in-
describable change, not to be secen in any one particular,
but to be felt perpetually, which indicates a character that
is lowering, not rising, in tone. Florence, in the presence of
Justine, appeared a simple, retiring girl.

“And my aunt has really brought matters to an end,
then,” said the former, throwing away the last atom of the
faded leaf, and turning to Justine with a doubtful smile.

¢ Ah, oui,—that is, it must be an end soon. Madame
is most entirely obliging, delighted : we shall be the best
friends.” .

«TIt would be all very well if it were not for that letter
of Ruth’s,” said Florence. *If she has a conscience crotchet,
she may do us harm at any moment.”

« Mais, tu es triste, mon amie,” said Justine, laughing.
«1 care nothing for Ruth; and you have written.”

“Yes, but perhaps she may not come to the pic-nic; or,
she may choose to go and talk about you beforehand ; she
threatens to do so. I wonder, Justine, you can take it all
so quietly.”

- « Now, listen,” said Justine, helding up her finger, and
looking archly at Florence; “you know we are famous—we
French, I mean—for sunshine—¢ gaieté du ceeur.” I am
French; I have had heaps of troubles before—I shall have
heaps again. But why vex me? If I don’t stay here I
shall go somewhere else—I shall do something.”

Florence looked at her with a mixture of wonder and irri-
tation.
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“ What am I to do?” she exclaimed. ¢ My aunt will
say I have deceived her.”

Justine shrugged her shoulders.

“ Bien! and if you have, it was for a friend. But where
was the deceit ? Madame asked what I was like—you told
her; you gave my account. Who knows me as well as I
know myself ? What for should she ask questions of that
woman—that Mrs. Carter ?”

“ Mrs. Carter is certainly extremely prejudiced,’” said
Florence.

“That is little '—c’est affreux—she tells. I would not
say what she tells, and all because she would get anotker
into my place.” A

¢« And yet you can be indifferent whether Ruth talks about
you or not,” said Florence.

“Point du tout '—not at all indifferent; but you see there
are always ways. We will come over Ruth.”

“ Not so easily as you may think,” replied Florence.

“Pardon! I knew Ruth when you did.”

« At school; but you saw little enough of her.”

« Enough for what I wish. Ruth loves dearly to rule;
she loves to put that little finger of hers into other persons’
concerns; she shall put it into mine.”

“ Yours !” exclaimed Florence, in a tone of alarm.

Justine laughed heartily.

“Ah! to be sure! you take fright; but trust me. See
what a pretty note I have written;” and she drew a folded
paper from her reticule, and gave it to Florence. “You
see, my happiness rests on her coming to the pic-nic,” said
Justine, still laughing, as she quoted her own v’yords 3«1
have so much confidence to give her: I want her advice.
She can’t help herself now—she must come.”

“And she must keep quiet till she has seen you,” said
Florence.
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« Of course ; Ruth is most proper—she is full of honor;
she will never speak till we have met.”

« And if you do meet, what then ?"” inquired Florence.

“We will see—we will think,” said Justine, lightly tap-
ping her forehead. ¢ I never was in a trouble yet, but I
found my way out of it; and we will go, mignionne, you
and I; we will have our treat; we will be at Paris to-
gether.”

' And you will show me all the best shops, and tell my
aunt about every thing that is fit to be seen, and do just
whatever I like,” said Florence.

4 Oui, assurement ! let me only be there. Once in Paris—
in my country—la belle France, we will have our pleasure
then; and it is so bright, so gay. Ah, Florence! you
don’t live in England ; it is all as you said one day—eat,
drink, sleép, and begin again.”

“ The difficulty is to manage it,” said Florence, musingly.
“ You will really take a great deal of care of Agnes, won’t
you, Justine ?”’ she added.

“Surely ; the greatest of all. Did I not take care of the
little Darnleys? That very evening when I went out to
see my friends—the evening 1 was so caught; I had put
them all quietly to bed : they were asleep—very comfort-
able—no harm could happen to them,”

“ You have a charming accent,” said Florence ; * that is
one great advantage. My aunt heard it remarked the other
day, and she admires your voice extremely. If you only
make Agnes sing as well, she will be quite satisfied.”

“Ah! we will do every thing—every thing a merveille !
answered Justine, laughing; “only just at the present
moment we must think about this little affair, You are
writing to Alice ; put my note in the envelope, and Alice
will give it.”

“ A good notion,” observed Florence; ¢ we shall save a
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day by it; for my aunt is going to drive over to the Manoz
this afternoon, and she can take it.”

“1 wish I could be quite sure that there is no fear of
Lady Catharine,” said Justine, less lightly than was usual.

“Oh! you need not be under any alarm about her,” re-
plied Florence; “it was one of my first inquiries of Alice.
I should never have proposed your staying here so long, if
I had not been quite sure upon that point. Lady Catharine
scarcely remembers your name, Alice says. You know
Mrs. Carter never tells more than she can help of her school
matters ; and if she did, my aunt always calls you Veray,
happily. I was never so grateful before for her habit of
misnaming French people.”

“Then you don’t wish to go with your aunt to-day 2” in-
quired Justine.

¢ Oh no; it was half proposed that I should, but I have
no fancy for encountering Juno, even for the sake of Alice.
The very sight of the Manor gives me a fit of low spirits;;
and how Alice can exist there I can’t imagine. I should
make up romances, and fill it with ghosts for my own
amusement.”

“Ghosts ! repeated Justine, and a strange look of thought
crossed her face. * Les revenans! I don’t like them.”

Florence began to laugh, but Justine was grave.

«I could not live in a place where there were any,” she
said ; and then she added qmckly “ What shall we do this
afternoon 2"

« N6w, really, Justine, you are silly,” persisted Florence.
¢ Ghosts are nothings.”

«I am not so certain; I don’t fancy them,” again ob-
served Justine.

“ And you look quite in earnest,” said Florence, fixing
her eyes upon her.

“ Ah oul, in earnest ; one must be in earnest sometimes.”
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Justine sighed ; and Florence said, in a tone of vexation:

“Why, Justine, you are dull; what has come over you
all of a sudden ?”

“Ce n'est rien, c’est une folie; what shall we do this
afternoon ?”

¢ Drive in the pony-chaise: but, Justine, I should like to
know,” said Florence, according to her old custom, still
keeping up a disagreeable subject,—“I should be glad
if you would tell me what made you grow so dull in a
minute ?”

“We are all dull at times,” replied Justine; *that is, in
England. No one is dull in France.”

“You must not be dull with my aunt,” observed Flore
ence; “she cannot endure dulness. It must be nothing
but talking and Iaughmg forever to suit her; that is what
she likes in you.”

“Welll she may depend Iwill do my best,” replied
Justine. “ But you see, Florence, chere amie, one sits alone
now and then, and then the thoughts come. It was all Mrs.
Carter ; she put them into my head first.”

“But what thoughts ?” inquired Florence, in a curious
tone.

“« All.sorts; very dull ones. It was such a dull house;
it gives me ¢les vapeurs’ to think of it.”

«What do you mean ?” asked Florence.

“ Why, you ought to know,” replied Justine, impatiently ;
¢ you have said the same yourself.”

“] don’t remember; I can’t understand,” continued
Florence. “I wish you would be plain.”

Justine shrugged her shoulders, and exclaimed against
the stupidity of Florence, and then added :

«Tt was not always so; when I was in London first, I -
was very bright—always laughing ; the world seemed quite
merry and wher I went amongst you all, that was bright

.
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too. I liked it; I liked Mrs. Carter; she was very kind,
and I could bear the sermons, though she gave me a good
many. Now and then I listened to them and tried to
please her. It was just a fit, but it went off. Clara Man-
ners laughed at her, and I laughed. One can’t think
gravely about things that people say when one laughs at
them ; and so, by-and-by, I came to care less for her long
speeches ; and then they were tiresome to me: and then
I could not bear them, and I took to reading those books
just to forget them.”

“And the fuss that was made!” said Florence, lifting up
her hands.

“Yes, the fuss! shall you ever forget it? But I was
better off than you; I could get away and read just as
many as I chose; and they were charming; they put all
the long sermons out of my head. She used to call some-
times and go over all the old grievances, and I behaved 1 very
well; I lListened like a lamb; but I never cared for any
thing, because I could forget.”

“There will be one comfort here,” said Florence, “my
aunt will never preach dull sermons to you.”

“But it is the forget which is the trouble,” said Justine;
“all that talking and preaching, and telling one to say
prayers, and think that some day or other I am to grow old
and die, comes back ; it makes me ill. When you said about
the ghosts, it came: it is quite sudden; it does not stay,
but it is horrible ; it makes me feel—ah !’ and Justine drew
a long breath. .

Florence looked rather blank at this announcement.

“You don’t mean to have these fits often, do you ?” she
said.

“ Mean! but who would have them that could help? No,
I dance, sing, play, any thing but think.”

“ A\ nd you may read too,” observed Florence. My
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aunt likes novels, and she will lend you as many as you
wish.”

“But it is not the same as it was; Iread, but I am tired.
I don’t care for the books now,” said Justine, yawning ;
“they are all alike. Ah! Florence, to be rich! that is the
thing.”

“Yes, that is the thing,” said Florence; “one could
have so many pleasures if one were only rich.”

“But you are rich; you can go where you like; think
of me, without a penny in the world, if I don’t work, work,
and talk, and teach; and forced besides to go here, and
stay there, and never have a will of my own. Oh! it is
sad—this life.”

“Pauvre petite! I am very sorry for you,” said Florence,
kindly ; “but if we can have our way about Paris, it will all
be well; and we will forget the ghosts and the sermons.”

Justine rose suddenly from her seat, and opening the
piano began to sing a lively French air. Florence lingered
near her, praising and caressing her. Justine’s face resumed
its usual expression, and before a quarter of an hour had
elapsed, her manner was as light and her voice as gay as
if she had never been troubled by a serious thought.

CHAPTER XIV.

Taar same day at the Manor was spent by Alice unlike
that of Florence, but it was not without importance to her,
It did not, indeed, differ materially from many others which
she had lately passed, but there is no such thing as stand-
ing still in life. As we move onwards in time, so we also
move onwards in the formation of our characters. The di-
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rection which Alice was taking was unfortunately a wrong
one, though it might not have seemed so at the first glance.
Alice was passing a busy morning; her table was spread
with scraps of paper, account-books, lists of names, and cal-
culations; upon her desk a large ruled-book lay open, filled
with strokes, and dots, and various unintelligible marks ; and
some untidy black pens, torn sheets of blotting-paper, and
a ragged pen-wiper, were near it. Alice had a pencil and
aruler in her hand, and was just proceeding to work, to
make up some of the club accounts, when Lady Catharine
looked into the room. ;

«“ What are you doing, my dear 2’ she said; I thought
this was yotr reading morning.”

«1 am going to finish the accounts,” was Alice’s reply.

. “The accounts? I understood they were to have been
done yesterday.”

“I had not time,” replied Alice, beginning to rule dili-
gently. -

Lady Catharine advanced into the room. ¢My dear, I
don’t like that excuse. I hear it a great deal too often. If
you managed your time properly there would be no occa-
sion for it.”

“I was out yesterday afternoon,” said Alice.

“I beg your pardon, my dear, you were not out very
long. You had sufficient leisure when you returned : what
did you do with yourself ?”’

I read history,” said Alice, rather sulkily.

“But I wish-you to read in the morning. Had you no
time then either ?”

« Not enough,” said Alice.

Lady Catharine bit her lip. “1It is so strange, my dear,
that when I have marked out your day, given you precise
hours for every thing, when you really have nothing what-
ever to interfere with you, that you should still be so ex-

.
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ceedingly irregular. What was the reason that you did
not read in the morning ?”

Alice blushed, and said she had taken up the “Bride of
Lammermoor,” and had become so interested in it that she
did not know how the time went by, till it was nearly the
luncheon hour.

Lady Catharine was too much annoyed to be softened by
Alice’s sincerity. She walked up to the bookcase, and
stood before it thinking. ¢ I had hoped these books would
have had a different effect,” she said. ¢ They were meant
for proper recreation at proper hours.”

Alice went on with her occupation, but the very manner
in which she handled her pencil showed that a storm was
brewing.

«If you were a baby, Alice,” contmued Lady Catharine,
¢ I should be inclined to take these books to my own room,
and only lend them to you at particular times. They are a
sad temptation where there is no strength of mind to re-
sist.”’

Alice looked up, and said, with an indifferent air, « Cer-
tainly it might be better if they were not here.”

" Lady Catharine made no reply. She came near to Alice,
and saw what she was doing, and then she said coldly,
“Your method is a bad one; you will never be correct if
you do not arrange the names alphabetically,”

Alice continued ruling.

“You can never refer easily, if you do not,” continued
Lady Catharine. ¢ Has Mr, Clifford seen the book ?”

Alice replied that she had shown it to him once, but he
had not found fault with it.

“ That was because he was too good-natured,” said Lady
Catharine ; “and, in fact, gentlemen do not understand
these things well. It would be quite worth your while to

begin it again.”
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Alice’s pencil dropped from her fingers, and she laid her
hands on her lap.

“ Of course, my dear, you think me very particular,”
said Lady Catharine, trying to assume a gentler voice;
“but when you are arrived at my age, you will see that
these little things constitute the real comfort and well-being
of our lives. Without order, neatness, and regularity, the
highest virtues may become comparatively useless.”

Alice turned to a blank page, and rising, offered Lady
Catharine her seat; and asked if she would have the kind-
ness to show her in what way she thought the accounts
might be better kept.

Lady Catharine hesitated, then sat down, and began to
examine the book.” She read over some of the names, and
commented upon them. ¢ Gibbs;’ they pay constantly, I
see. ‘Moore;’ 1 wonder they have kept on so long, with
the husband so ill. “Barker;’ they were always irregular,
when I had the management; but they must be inquired
after. ‘Goring;’ I see they only paid the first three weeks.
Take the names down on paper Alice, and we will go and
inquire about them this afternoon.”

Alice said that Mr. Clifford had spoken to her upon the
subject, and she had intended to go herself and tell the
people they must be regular.

“Hem! I don’t know. Did Mr. Clifford beg you to go ?”

“Ruth and Madeline used to do it, and I thought I
might,” said Alice.

“We can go together,” said Lady Catharine. “I shall
like to have the opportunity of talking to the people my-
self; and I am not fond of your visiting the cottages alone.”

Lady Catharine did not see the expression of Alice’s face,
or she would probably have continued her task of arranging
the accounts with less satisfaction. She went on in happy
ignorance, really doing Alice very material service, and, by
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her neatness and precision, clearing all difficulties; and
Alice stood by with folded hands, silent and abstracted.
When Lady Catharine had finished half a page, she said
cheerfully, as she held the pencil over her shoulder to Alice,
“There, my dear, I think I have done some good ; now
you will go on easily.”

An icicle could not have been more chilling than Alice's
¢ Thank you.”

Lady Catharine turned round suddenly, looked her full in
the face, and laying her hand upon her, said, very gravely,
« Alice, are we always to live together in this way.?”

Alice withdrew her hand, but did not speak.

¢ Have you nothing to say ?”’ continued-Lady Catharine.

“I am sorry to have vexed you,” replied Alice.

Lady Catharine rose up in her most stately manner.
« Alice,” she said, “ you know that is not what I require.
I do not wish you to say you are sorry, when you do not
feel it.”

«“I am sorry I did not finish the accounts yesterday,”
said Alice ; and there was evidently truth in the acknowl-
edgment,

1t is not one case which is of consequence,” observed
Lady Catharine; “it is the perpetual repetition, the con-
stant neglect of small duties, which I complain of. You
are always late; always behindhand ; always untidy; al-
ways forgetting.”

Alice’s features grew more rigid as Lady Catharine be-
came more excited.

“When I was your age,” continued Lady Catharine, “ I
was always dressed by seven; I read the Psalms and Les-
sons, and some devotional book for half an hour; then I
entered upon the business of the day. My life was ordered
with the most perfect regularity. I never undertook a task
till I had appointed the hour at which it was to be perform-

. a7
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ed. I had the care of my own wardrobe; there was never
a button or a hook missing. I read history every day, and
I now have books and books which I filled with notes.
When I was taken into society I always arranged my time’
so that my pursuits should not be materially interfered with.
T am not telling you these things, Alice, with any notion of
having been better than other people, but merely to show
you what I did myself ; and, therefore, what I have a fair
right to expect from you.”

Alice stood like a statue.

“ These are no light matters,” continued Lady Catharine ;
“ they tell upon your inward habit of mind. If you cannot
make an exertion in small things, you cannot make it in
great ; and how then will you be fitted for confirmation ? It
is a very serious question indeed.”

Alice changed color; it seemed as if she were about to
take some desperate resolution ; but the conversation was
interrupted. . »

A servant announced that Mrs. De Lacy was in the
. drawing-room.

«T will come,” said Lady Catharine ; and when the door
closed, she repeated again, “It is a very serious question,
Alice ;—1I leave you to think of it.”

Lady Catharine walked slowly out of the room, and then
Alice sat down, and resting her head upon the table, cried
bitterly.

CHAPTER XV,

Juno herself could not have received a visiter to Olym-
pus with a more majestic air than that with which Lady
Catharine Hyde greeted Mrs. De Lacy. She was in no
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“humor to be agreeable, and unfortunately Mrs. De Lacy
was not a person to produce a favorable impression; for
she was deficient in ability and tact, and Lady Catharine
grew more ceremonious as she.found it difficult to think of
any thing to say. Mrs. De Lacy asked for Alice, but Lady
Catharine would’ not propose to send for her; and, after
having endured her penance as long as civility required,
Mrs. De Lacy rose to take leave, laying on the table at the
same time a note for Alice, and expressing a formal hope
that nothing would prevent their meeting next week at St.
Cuthbert’s. The arrangements for the pic-nic were not
quite- made; when they were she would do herself the
honor of communicating with Lady Catharine respecting
them. Lady Catharine bowed. She would willingly have
declared that she would have nothing to do with the pic-
nic, and that Alice would be much better at home; but the
habit, of self-command was more powerful than the feeling
of annoyance, and Mrs. De Lacy departed, congratulating
herself that the visit was over, and designating Lady Cath-
arine as the most tiresom ;, stiff, haughty piece of propriety
she had ever encountered.

Lady Catharine sat in silent meditation when her visiter
was gone. But it was neither Mrs. De Lacy’s wearisome
insipidity, nor Alice’s conduct which occupied her thoughts.
She reflected upon her own cold manner—her spirit of im-
patience at imperfection—the want of sympathy she was
conscious of having shown; and having blamed herself in
one instance, she began to consider how far she had been
right in others. Her treatment of Alice was always a fer-
tile topic of inquiry, and she was still considering it, when
another visiter was announced—rather an unusual one at
that time of the day,—Mr. Clifford. Lady Catharine’s nat-
ural distance of manner was never entirely overcome even
by her thorough respect for Mr. Clifford’s character, and
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reverence for his office. But Mr. Clifford was one of the
few persons to whom it was a matter of indifference. His
greeting was as hearty as if he had been sure of having it
fully returned, instead of receiving a passive touch from a
stiff hand, which seemed moved by wires, and fell helplessly
as soon as the first impetus-had ceased. His tone also was
- generally cheerful and free, and Lady Catharine, like many
other cold-mannered persons, peculiarly enjoyed the society
of those who would draw her out of herself. This day,
however, Mr. Clifford appeared under restraint, and talked
upon the weather and the crops, subjects which are always
suspicious between persons who ought to be at home with
each other. Presently he inquired how Alice was. Lady
Catharine smoothed her mittens and knitted her brow, and
said she was quite well. This was sufficient to show Mr.
Clifford that « well” did not mean well in mind. Without
attempting to introduce by degrees the subject upon which
he wished to speak, he said—

“I have been desirous, for some days, Lady Catharine,
to talk to you about Alice.”

Lady Catharine’s face changed instantly. The cloud of
reserve passed away, and she gave Mr. Clifford her hand
again, and said, “Thank you; Alice is always in my
thoughts.”

“You are anxious about her, I am afraid,” said Mr. Clif-
ford; “so am I: but I should be glad to learn from you
that there is no cause for it.”

Lady Catharine sighed, and the deep, sorrowful lines in
her forehead seemed to contract and grow more marked.

“]I am afraid there is cause,” continued Mr. Clifford.
«TI am afraid Alice is not yet-what we both desire to see
her” He paused for a moment, and added, “I have a
doubt whether, in her present state, she is fitted for con-
firmation.”
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Lady Catharine gave a slight start ; then, as if ashamed
of such an expression of qaick feeling, stretched her neck
and threw back her head, and again began to smooth and
settle the black mittens, which already fitted her hand like
wax. A look of proud displeasure rested upon her coun-
tenance ; but it did not remain there. There was a struggle
of some moments between natural haughtiness and Chris-
tian lowliness, whilst she leaned her elbow upon an arm of
the chair, trying to cover her face with her hand, and hide
the large tears which rolled slowly down her cheeks.

Mr. Clifford was pained to see her; but he was com-
pelled to pursue the subject. “You are disappointed, my
dear Lady Catharine,” he said; “and not you alone—all .
who love you, and kuow how your heart rests upon Alice,
are feeling with you.”

“No,” exclaimed Lady Catharme, looking up; to feel
with me is mpossnble

She was silent again, and Mr. Clifford doubted how far
he might venture.to say more. But Lady Catharine pres-
ently continued, in a gentler but very hurried tone—

“Mr. Clifford, you have known the history of my past
life—my early happiness—my great trial; and you have
seen its effect. I leng lived to myself, solitary in feeling,
devoted as I hoped to the service of God. Earth had no
charm for me, it was but a dreary passage to a happier
world. Bat God gave me an interest for this present world ;
Alice was left to me, and I was not only contented, but
thankful to live. I thought that I was once more to know
happiness. Only in a few short months the happiness was
gone. I saw that Alice must not be educated by me, and
I sent her from me. I bore that separation; for it seemed
only for a time, and I believed that when she returned we
should only be the more happy together from having been
for a while parted. When the timeé came for her to leave .
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school, I looked forward with delight to having her as a
companion. I gave up thought, and comfort, and leisure,
to make arrangements for her. I would have done a thou-
sand times more and considered it no hardship, and what is
my return?” Lady Catharine’s voice grew husky, and she
paused.

“ Rather, what will be the return by-and-by ?” said Mr.
Clifford, mildly. ‘At Alice’s age—"

Lady Catharine interrupted him. ¢ Alice is older than
your own children. What would be your feelings if you
were told they were not fitted for confirmation ?” i

“Most painful, doubtless,” he replied. <¢But indeed,
Lady Catharine, you have mistaken me if you thought I
meant to decide the question. I have called this morning
only to ask your opinion upon it.”

“I can give none,” replied Lady Catharine. ¢ Alice is
entirely reserved with me. I believe she reads the books
which you recommend, and she acquiesces in any observa-
tion I may make ; but that is all.”

« And her daily conduct—" began Mr. Clifford.

“Here daily conduct is a mystery. I have no idea what
principles govern her. Sometimes she seems bent upon
attending to her duties; and occasionally, though very
rarely, the motive seems to be that of pleasing me. Then
again she is careless, self-willed, and moody, and shows a
coldness of feeling which is utterly repelling.”

« T can scarcely imagine Alice to be really cold,” observed
Mr. Clifford. «T have always imagined that she possessed
strong feelings, if they could be brought out. Do you not
think that it sometimes answers to take feeling and principle
for granted ?”

“I do not quite understand you,” was Lady Catharine’s
stiff reply, as she had recourse to her knitting.

“1 meay,” replied Mr. Clifford, “* that some young per-
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sons—Alice may be amongs# the number—are more worked
upon by knowing that it is believed they have good feelings
and intentions, than by being suspected of having bad ones.
or at least none at all.” ‘

“T cannot believe in what I do not think exists,” said
Lady Catharine.

“But,” continued Mr. Clifford, ¢ (you must forgive me if
I ar speaking ignorantly,) Alice does occasionally appear
. to have right principles.”

“Very seldom.”

« Still it is sometimes. Do you not find her then alive to
encouragement ?”’

Lady Catharine was silent. Encouragement she was
conscious was not very often given. Presently she threw
aside her knitting, and looking steadily at Mr. Clifford,
said, “You think I have pursued a wrong system with
Alice ?” '

It was an observation difficult to answer. After a mo-
mentary hesitation, Mr. Clifford said, “I have no right to
judge; I know so little of Alice’s daily life.”

“ Truth is better than civility,” observed Lady Catharine,
very coldly ; and she returned again to her work.

'Mr. Clifford did not allow even a shade of annoyance to
be visible on his face, and answered, with perfect gentleness,
T desire always to be true. I cannot really judge cor-
rectly about Alice ; but I should imagine our views with
regard to her might differ.”

“ Very possibly,” replied Lady Catharine, shortly.

< Alice is no longer a child,” continued Mr. Clifford.

« Not in age, but in character she is.”

« Still, do you not think it may be safer to treat her ac-
cording to her age? We are sure of that, we are not sure
of her disposition.”

“] don’t know. These modern notions are beyond me,
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[ was brought up to be perfectly obedient ; I wish Alice to
be the same.”

“ Again I must refer to her age,” said Mr. Clifford.

“ As a sanction for disobedience ?” exclaimed Lady Cath-
arine. * That is the last thing I should have expected from
you.” '

““ No; not for the world to sanction disobedience,” he re-
plied ; “but if there are few rules, there is less opening for
disobedience.”

Lady Catharine knitted extremely fast, and began to
count her stitches diligently.

“ Of course,” pursued Mr. Clifford, «if Alice had not
been brought up in habits of obedience, I should be alarmed
at the idea of giving her freedom now. I really cannot say

‘too strongly how entirely I uphold strict discipline for very
young children. Obedience in them is no obedience at all
to my mind, unless it is instantaneous. What persons
generally call obedience, strikes me as mere rebellion. I
would make a baby in arms obedient. But when this is
done, I think we need not be afraid of liberty at such an
age as Alice has reached.”

“This may be all very well for Ruth and Madeline,” said
Lady Catharine; “but Alice is different. You do not
know her, Mr. Clifford.”

“ No, indeed, I do not,” he answered ; “that is my great
trouble.”

““Bhe is uncertain, wilful, hasty, vain, careless,—she is
really very provoking,” said Lady Catharine.

“Yes, I can fully believe it; but she has, I suppose,
qualities on the other side ?”

“Qh, yes; a great many. She is reverent-minded; and
1 don’t think she is conceited; and she feels, I believe,
quickly and warmly, though she does not show it mu<lh to
me. Then, athough she is not naturally sincere, I »* -
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times find her very candid ; and she has a good deal of
energy, though no perseverance.”

“They are good materials to work upon,” observed Mr,
Clifford.

“ Yes ; but-what is to be done if they are counterbalanced
by the bad ?”

“There are two méthods to be tried,” was the reply;
“neither of them indeed separately; but, as a principle,-
one will always predominate,—either constantly to check
the evil, or to make a point of encouraging the g

Lady Catharine answered rather abruptly, “To consider
these properly would lead us into a discussion upon the
very first prineiples of education.”

“Yes; and I would not intrude upon your time; and I
really have not enough of my own tospare. 1 merely threw
out the remark as a suggestion

“ You uphold encouraging the good ?” sald Lady Cath-
arine.

“Yes; and I think I have good authority. But I
must not enter farther into the subject now. I think,
however, you would find that when the good points of a
charaeter are -encouraged, the bad ones will often die
away.”

Lady Catharme only replied, “It may be so;” and then,
returning to the former topic, inquired what were Mr. Clif-
ford’s intentions as to the Confirmation.

“I came,” he said, “hoping to receive some information
here; but as that cannot be, I think it will be advisable to
make an effort myself to reach the state of Alice’s mind. I
must certainly be more satisfied about her before I pronounce
her fit for confirmation.”

He spoke decidedly, and Lady Catharine again looked
extremely distressed. She did not, however, endeavor to
alter his impression, but wished him good-morning at first

]
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as stiffly as usual. Mr. Clifford’s manner, however, softened
her, and tears stood in her eyes as she shook his hand with
heartiness, and said, “If I have made a mistake I am already
punished for it.”

‘When Mr. Clifford was gone, Lady Catharine went to her
room, and sent a message to Alice, that she might, if she
liked it, spend the afternoon at the Parsonage.

CHAPTER XVI.

. Avice had seldom been more sensible of the comfort of
having friends near her than when she sat down to dinner
at the Parsonage ; for the time being, free and unconstrained.
Ruth indeed was not in one of her gayest moods, but this
suited the melancholy temper of mind in which Alice left
the Manor ; and her spirits were more soothed by the quiet,
sensible conversation which passed, than they could have
been by mirth, in which she would not have been inclined
to join. They went to the shore in the evemug ; Ruth and
Alice walked together. The tide was going out, and all was
very still, though the waves plashed gently as they rolled
over the hard ribbed sand which stretched away to a great
distance, covered in parts by shallow pools, that sparkled
like burnished gold in the light of the sinking summer sun.
Alice had a natural taste for beauty in nature ; she could
catch the different effects of light and shade with something
of an artist’s eye; and now she pointed out to Ruth the
high jutting rocks, black with the accumulation of sea-weed,
which, with the dark outline of the red cliffs, formed a mass
of shadow boldly gontrasting with the brilliant coloring of
the sky. Ruth’s eye followed the same direction, but it did -
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not rest there; it travelled higher, where purple clouds,
tipped with gold, were piled one upon - another, in forms of
mountains, and castles, and cliffs, melting, as they ap-
proached nearer to the sun, into shapes of dazzling bril-
liancy, or spreading themselves out in long clear lines,’
till the whole breadth of the horizon was a sheet of vivid
color.

Time had been when Ruth would have gazed upon that
radiant spectacle, that type of the glory which shall be here-
after, and thought only of purity, and hope, and the loveli-
ness of an untainted world. Then, in childhood, her heart
would have bounded within her, for the hues of the evening
sky would have seemed the actual reality of heaven. Now
she was changed! Childhood had passed, and with it its
radiant deceptions. Ruth thought that she saw more clear-
ly ; she had learned to account for what she looked upon ;
- to know why the clouds took their coloring from the sun ;
to be aware that forms which appeared so majestic were
masses of vapor. She no longer fancied it possible to wan-
der amongst the golden rocks, or sail upon the smooth sheet
of water which appeared floating around their base ; and
at this calm and most beautiful hour her thoughts were only
of earth.

Poor Ruth! it was a sad exchange that she was making ;
it is a sad exchange which we all make when we begin to
take so great an interest in this world as to cease to be re-
minded of another. Even Alice was more open to enjoy-
ment from the scene than she was; for Alice was sorrowful,
and a heavy heart makes us look with interest upon the
boundless, glorious sky, because it seems that, if we once
could reach it, we should have passed beyond the power of
mortal care.

Alice waited with patience whilst Ruth wished to rest.
After a long silence, Ruth spoke—
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« I wonder whether this weather will continue next week,
—it will be beautiful for the pic-nic.”

« I had forgotten the pic-nic,” said Alice, heaving a deep
sigh ; «shall you enjoy it ?”’

¢ Madeline is not going,” was Ruth’s evasive observation;
and before Alice could interrupt her by expressing surprise,
she added, “ You will go, of course.”

Alice said she did not know; and began searching for
something in the pocket of her dress. * Where can it be ?”
she said. “I remember now; Marsham gave it me just as
I was coming away : it was a note from Florence. Mrs. De
Lacy brought it. Do you know, I was in such a hurry, so
worried, I forgot to look atit.” She produced the envelope,
and broke the seal. Justine’s note fell to the ground. Ruth
saw that it was for her, and guessed from whom it came by
the cramped handwriting. She did not choose to read it
then, and Alice did not notice that she had it. ¢ Florence
is careful now,” said Alice, after she had skimmed her own
note. “I must thank you, Ruth, for that; but I think I
troubled myself without cause. Things cannot be worse
than they are; Lady Catharine is determined never to be
pleased with me, so whether she scolds me for one thing
more or less does not much signify.”

Ruth’s attention was attracted by Alice’s desponding tone,
and she exclaimed, «Dear Alice, there must be something
going on worse than usual.”

“I don’t know that it is worse,” replied Alice, “only
perhaps I feel it more to-day, and there seems no end to it.
And it was not so much my fault. I was doing what I was
obliged to do: settling the accounts, Why should she fret
me to-day for what was wrong yesterday ?”

Ruth drew figures on the sand by way of occupation, for
she really did not know what answer to make to this often
vepeated style of complaint, and she did not quite under-



LANETON PARSONAGE. 157

stand how the constant repetition of any particular annoy-
ance tends to increase it.

Alice perceived Ruth’s want of sympathy ; and, leaving
her, walked away by herself, till a projecting rock hid her
from sight. Then she sat down upon the sand, resting
against the rock, and, closing her eyes, listened to the low
rushing of the waves, whilst suffering thoughts and fancies
to pass through her mind rapidly, and without connection,
as in a dream. They were all sorrowful, all tending to in-
crease the conviction that her lot in life was a sorrowful one,
and destined to become still more so. Alice sat long in this
mood ; at last she heard her name repeated, and looking up,
saw Mr. Clifford making his way to her over the rocks. As
he ¢ame near, he began to rally her upon her sudden pas-
sion for solitude. Alice had no heart to answer in the same
strain, and merely said, that she liked quietness sometimes.

“ And this is a pleasant seat,” said Mr. Clifford, throwing
himself upon the sand by her side; “I am glad you like
quietness, Alice. As a boy,” he continued, “I have spent
many hours on such evenings as this, watching the sun sink-
ing, and fancying myself travelling with it to other lands.
Now, one has little leisure for such dreamings.”

“I don’t like sunset,” observed Alice; it is always mel-
ancholy.” .

“But a little melancholy is not disagreeable,” said Mr.
Clifford ; “a very little—such as one feels when relaxing,
after a hard day’s work.” .

Alice showed no willingness to enter into the conversation.
She stood up and remarked, that as the tide was coming in,
_ they had better go back.

“ Wait a few minutes,” said Mr. Clifford ; ¢ there is no
hurry ; and Ruth is gone to meet her mamma and Madeline.”

Alice felt herself caught in a snare ; for she was certain
that something serious was coming.
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¢ Here is a comfortable seat for you,” said Mr. Clifford,
pointing to a large stone; and Alice, unable to find an ex-
cuse for escape, reseated herself. I am glad to have this
opportunity of saying a few words to you, Alice,” he added ;
“we are not often alone together.”,

Alice said ““ No;” she could think of nothing else.

“And we have a good deal to talk about, have we
not ?”

Alice said she did not know.

“Time runs on quickly. The Confirmation-day will be
here soon—in a month.”

“Yes; about a month.”

Alice’s tone and manner were certainly most discouraging.

“ You are like my child now, Alice,” continued Mr. Clif-
ford; ¢you know I must be answerable for what you are
going to do. If you were to be confirmed without being
properly prepared, it would be my fault.”

Alice did not understand, and answered that she sup-
posed she should be prepared after she had attended all the
'examinations,

“It is not the preparation of the intellect which I am
speaking of,” replied Mr. Clifford,  but the preparation of
the heart.”

A sudden light dawned upon Alice’s mind, and made her
very uncomfortable. Could Mr. Clifford mean that she was
not fit to be confirmed? She played with the pebbles on
the shore, and made no answer. _

“ You must let me be plain with you, my dear Alice,”
was Mr. Clifford’s next observation, “as your clergyman
should be. I am anxious about you.”

Alice murmured that he was very kind. , »

“I am afraid you will not think it kind when you com-
prehend me,” he replied.

Alice started, but recovered herself instantly; and said,
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haughtily, that she supposed Lady Catharine had been
finding fault with her.

“ No, indeed, Alice, you are mistaken. Lady Catharine
says nothing but what I can myself see. You are arrived
at the proper age for confirmation ; but it is quite possible
that you may not be in the proper state of mind.”

Alice answered, that she should be glad to know what
the particular things were which Lady Catharine com-
plained of.

«1 have told you before,” replied Mr. Clifford, mn a se-
vere tone, “ that Lady Catharine does not make particular
complaints. What we both fear, is, that you have not suf-
ficiently realized the greatness of the work before you, and
therefore have not summoned sufficient strength of will to
perform it. Will you tell me one thing? I have given
you, at different times, directions as to your private prep-
aration for confirmation,—have you attended to them 2”

“1 began,” said Alice, finding herself obliged to speak.

“ You began, but you did not go on; that may possibly
do for your amusements, but it will not do for your religion.
The very essence of religion is, that it should be unchang-
ing—the fixed devotion of the heart for life.”

Alice made no answer.

“ We will think a little more upon this subject,” continued
Mr. Clifford. ¢ Persons who do great works make them-
selves thoroughly acquainted with their object. I think, if
you were to understand better what is required of you as a
Christian, you might be persuaded that it will not be suffi-
cient to begin, but that you must have resolution to go on
and labor.”

Alice answered, that she thought she knew what a Chns-
tian ought to be.

“1 doubt it,” he replied; “ but you shall tell me wkat
your ideas are.”
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1 think people ought to be very good,” said Alice.

“ But that is so vague; I should like to hear more in de-
tail.”

He waited for the next observation, but Alice only looked
confused, and began twisting and playing with a bunch of
sea-weed upon the rock near her. '

¢« Well, then,” said Mr. Clifford, after a silence of some mo-
ments, “since you cannot explain your notions of your duties,
will you let me explain mine? I will begin with the easiest :
—those which you and I, and we all, owe to ourselves and
our fellow-creatures. Suppose we take them in the order
in which the Church puts them. A person, then, desirous
of doing his duty to his neighbor, would be required first
of all to love him as himself; now that means, what?”
Alice was still silent. “ Shall I say what it would mean for
you?” continued Mr. Clifford. It is better, perhaps, to
confine our attention to ourselves in these matters. If you,
then, were to make up your mind really and heartily to ful-
fil your duty to your neighbor, you would be obliged to
consult the wishes of all about you; to give up your own
fancies and pleasures, and think of suiting theirs ; and this,
not only with regard to persons set over you, but all per-
sons ; your friends and companions—your servants even, so
far as never to give them unnecessary trouble, never to dis-
turb their comforts, and to try and sympathize in their sor-
rows and their joys. In all cases, where there was any
doubt as to what you should do, you would be obliged to
put yourself in the place of others, and judge honestly as
to what they might reasonably demand of you; any bias in
your own favor would be a fault. Your duty would also
be to look upon the friend whom God has given you in the
place of your parents with the greatest reverence; to love
ber, to obey her—implicitly, constartly, without murmuring,
m the smallest particular as well as the most importsnt
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You would be greatly to blame if she were in any way tc
be made unhappy or uncomfortable by your neglect.”

Alice almost groaned, so heavy was her sigh; but Mr.
Clifford took no notice.

« Besides domestic duties,” he continued, “you would
be required to pay respect to all persons in authority. You
ought never to speak lightly even of those who seem quite
removed from you. It may seem unnecessary to tell you
to honor the Queen, yet I am afraid you would think it no
harm to repeat idle, disrespectful stories about her, if they
happened to be amusing, although this would certainly be
a fault; and the same may be said, even more strongly,
with regard to those who have spiritual power—bishops,
clergymen in general. It is a very serious evil when per-
sons indulge in irreverence of the kind. They will not take
advice from those whom they have been accustomed to ridi-
cule; and as your words should be reverent, so should your
manner be also,” added Mr. Clifford, laying a particular
stress upon the sentence, a stress which Alice could not but
interpret, from the consciousness of her own sulkiness at
that very time. “Even so far you would require very
constant watchfulness to keep you right, I suspect,” he con-
tinued.

Alice assented, though she could not bring herself to
‘make a remark of her own.

* There are other duties, seemingly easier ones,” pursued
Mr. Clifford, “ which the love of our neighbor requires ; but
even these are not so easy as we are apt to imagine. We
may be kind-hearted and amiable; but it will be difficult
never, under any provocation, to hurt any one, by a cross
look or a cross word ; and we may have no temptation to
be dishonest, but it will require care never to take an unfair
advantage of other persons’ ignorance; never to profit at
their-expense ; always to pay strictly what is due from us,
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whether it is asked for or not. Temptations of this kind
come upon us when we are not prepared, and in a great
many shapes. So, again, with regard to malice and hatred :
they are such harsh terms, that at first sight we are apt to
think they cannot possibly apply to us; but a really earnest
Christian knows that even a wish for revenge is forbidden
by them.”

Mr. Clifford paused, and Alice said :

“ No one is so very good ; no one can be.” -

“Yet even now our Christian duties are not at an end,”
continued Mr. Clifford. “There must be no attempt, in
any way, to appropriate to ourselves what is not justly -our
due ; no careless speaking ; no unkind amusing stories re-
peated ; no censure upon others pronounced when not called
for; no giving persons credit for low motives; no pleasure
in hearing evil reports; and no encouragement given to
those who are clever in turning others into ridicule. 8o
also there must be exact truth in all our conversation; no
exaggeration; no pretence of knowing what we are igno-
rant of. There must be strict watchfulness and self-denial
in such common things as eating and drinking, especially at
the appointed times. We must always consider the pleas-
ure and the needs of others before our own ; and never in-
dulge in wishes for luxuries. Then again, with regard to
purity and simplicity of heart; if you once determine to
dedicate yourself to God’s service, you must not allow an
imagination of evil to rest in your mind for a single instant.
You must never be curious to hear or read tales of scandal ;
if they are told you, you must turn from them, though you
may be never so deeply intérested in them ; and when such
chings are brought before you in books, you must never let
your thoughts dwell upon them; you must never, indeed,
read books that you know have such tendencies.”

Alice remembered a certain practice ‘which she had late-
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ly allowed herself, of studying the newspaper when Lady’
Catharine was not in the room, without any regard to the
subjects mentioned in it. She had done so from mere idle
curiosity : but Mr. Clifford’s warning was not heard without
a pang of self-reproach.

¢« And beyond all, Alice,” he continued, “ you must keep
a guard over your heart, lest it should lead you to desire
riches, or rank, or advantages which God has not given
you. You must work diligently, if not to gain your own
daily bread—which has been mercifully provided for you—
at least to assist others in gaining theirs, by teaching the ig-
norant and helping those who are in need; and you must
submit your will so entirely to the will of God, that what-
ever may be your condition in life, whatever your trials,
you may never feel a momentary discontent, nor utter a
word of repining. Now,” he added, “ we have gone through
one-half of a Christian’s duties, and that half the least diffi-
cult.” )

“Then I am sure I had better not be confirmed,” ex-
claimed Alice; “for I shall never perform a quarter of
them.” 4

¢ Beriously—you think so ?”’ inquired Mr. Clifford.

“Yes, I had better not. I should only make a false
promise.”

“Well, then, we will consider that your mind is made up
upon the subject ; in what condition will you be then ?”

“ Not worse than I was before,” said Alice, in a tone of
perverseness. -

¢ Nay, that can hardly be. To refuse to e confirmed is
to refuse the vow of allegiance to God. It is saying that,
although you were made his child at baptism, you do not
wish to remain so now that you are grown up. Alice, if
you are not & child of God, whose child are you?’ Mr.
Clifford’s voice was so solemn that Alice trembled. ¢Ine
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deed, indeed, Alice,” he continued, “it is a fearful mistake
we make when we imagine that we can in such a case be
as we were before. There is no neutral ground upon which
we may stand. There is no middle world between Heaven
and Hell ; the children of God are the heirs of Heaven, and
the children of God only.”

Alice burst into tears.

«T would speak to you in gentler terms if I dared, my
dear Alice,” continued Mr. Clifford, taking her hand kindly :
“but I am a minister of God; your soul has been intrusted
to my charge; the wavering state of your mind is one full
of danger, and I must warn you.”

“But it is impossible. I can never do what is required,”
exclaimed Alice, and she rested her forehead upon her hand
and sobbed.

« Alice,” said Mr. Chﬂ'ord “T have placed the strictness
of religion before you, because I believed you had never
properly considered it. Once resolve to strive after it;
once let me see that you have a hearty will, and I should
speak very differently.”

“To will what I can never do,” said Alice.

“Imagine yourself in a different position,” replied Mr.
Clifford. «“Fancy yourself giving directions to a child.
When you formed your rules you would know they could
not perfectly be kept; yet that would not prevent you from
making them. You would not, for instance, say to a child,
‘I will allow you to be a little passionate; to be deceitful
perhaps twice in the day. You shall only be required to
be obedient at certain hours.’ ”’

Alice smiled a little.

“You would require it to be good,” said Mr. Clifford ;
‘goodness meaning not the never doing wrong, but the
steadfast determination to try always to do right. God is
our Father, Alice; we are his children. He gives us a per-
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fect law. He asks of us what we would ask of a child—
when our promise is made and kept, He accepts us and re-
wards us; if we break it and repent, He pardons us; when
we strive ever so feebly, He blesses us, and helps us to
strive more; and, because it is absolutely impossible that
by any obedience of our own we could ever deserve heaven,
He assures us that if we will only trust and’ love Him, He
will one day bring us there for the sake of Him who has
borne the punishment which was our due. Alice, can you
still refuse to own yourself Ged’s child ?”

«T wish—1I wish,” began Alice.

¢ Then, my dear Alice, turn your wish into a prayer.”

. “I always do pray,” said Alice, in a tone of self-defence.

«That is, you always say your prayers morning and even-
ing. What I mean is something far beyond—prayer con-
stantly from ihe heart.”

«1 never know how,” said Alice, “and I should go on
just the same, I mever could keep on being good.”

« Alice, in' pity to yourself, do not say that ; it is a mis-
erable persuasion to begin life with.”

« It is true—it is quite true,” exclaimed Alice passionate-
ly. «1I thought I might be better when I was confirmed,
and now you will not let me be.”

“No,” replied Mr. Clifford; “I have never said you

_should not be confirmed. I have merely doubted whether
you were fit for it in your present state of mind. Once let
me see that you are in earnest, and it would not give me
more pleasure to hear my own children renew the promises
of their baptism, than it would to hear you. You little
know how deeply I am interested for you.”

Alice folded her hands, and a look of settled despondency
rested on her features.

« Prayer,” said Mr. Clifford—¢ that is your great hope
—prayer constantly.”
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And again Alice said, “I have pray

« And you despair ?” said Mr. Clifford.

“Yes.”

“ Then listen to me once more. There are solemn duties
before you ; you think them beyond you—have you never
performed them at all ?”

“ Never,” said Alice. “I was never good.”

¢ Think,” he continued. ¢ You own that you have dutles H
if you were thoroughly wicked you would not see them.
More than that, you have a wish to do right ; the wish is a
special gift of God. You say your prayers—let them be
never so cold and formal, still the habit is a good one; it
shows that you do not desire to throw off religion. You
admire those who are good ; persons for whom there is no
hope, scoff at goodness. You are willing to be confirmed,
because you are told to be so; that, at least, is an obedient
spirit. 'We will sum up these points. God, then, has given
you a wish to serve Him—a habit of outward religion—a
heart to admire goodness—a spirit of obedience to a cer-
tain extent. These are the germs of the holiness of a
saint ; they want but one thing more and they may lead
to it.”

Mr. Clifford paused, and Alice slowly raised her eyes to
his, and listened with breathless attention.

“ They want the will to make them so,” he added. “All
that we ask in prayer, believing, we shall have. Ask for
the will and it will be granted you. . Ask it especially now,
at this season; it may be the turning point of your life.
Once gone it may never return. There are two roads be-
fore you: one is the broad road that leadeth to destruction,
the other is the narrow way that leadeth unto life. Alice,
it was the narrow way which your mother chose ; she trav-
elled it in weariness and pain; she is resting now in the
home of peace in which it ends.”
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Alice averted her face. She would fain have continued
to appear indifferent, but it was impossible.

“ You can follow,” continued Mr. Clifford.

Alice shook her head. - _

“You can follow,” he repeated. “ You have trusted to
yourself and you have failed. Trust to your Saviour and
you must succeed.”

« Never ; it is so hard,” persisted Alice; but her tone
was more yielding.

“Hard and impossible by nature; yet our Lord says
that His yoke is easy and His burden light. His words
must be true.”

¢ Yes, for others.”

“For you and every one. Pray for the will to serve
Him and He will give it you ; and with the will He will also
grant the power. He will grant it especially at your con-
firmation ; only be in earnest, and it is impossible that you
should be disappointed.”

Alice looked up in doubt. ¢ But I must wait for con-
firmation ?” she said.

“ You shall think upon the subject by yourself, and tell
me your own wishes another day,” replied Mr. Clifford. «I
would rather give no decision at present.”

He rose to return home. Alice put her arm within his,
and, as if by mutual consent, they walked on in silence.

CHAPTER XVII.

JustinE LE VERGNIER'S character, since the time of her
dismissal from the society of Mrs. Carter’s school, had been
rapidly forming, and at the age of seventcen she possessed
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the decision and determination of many a woman of five-
and-twenty. She had been thrown upon her own resources,
and forced in many instances to act independently ; and,
however indifferent she might profess herself to be, as to
the turn which events might take, she had, in fact, fully
made up her mind with regard to her own course, and was
determined to pursue it at all hazards.

Justine had no intention of remaining a governess all her
life. She had formed schemes for a much more brilliant,
and, as it appeared to her, a happier lot. Justine had
friends, or more properly speaking, intimate acquaintances,
thoughtless and unprincipled, whose society she had en-
couraged against the advice of her father and Mrs. Carter,
They had led her into dissimulation, and great neglect of
duty, whilst she was in her former situation, and this being
discovered, caused her dismissal. Still Justine would not
give them up. She believed that her intercourse with them
would at last end in her being married and settled inde-
pendently ; and notwithstanding the grave warnings of Mrs.
Carter, and the urgent entreaties of her father, she still
continued a correspondence, and took every opportunity of
seeing them. These friends were now in France; they
would probably remain there a long time. It was possible
even that they might not return. When Justine learned
this, her resolution to follow them was at once taken. This
was the clue to all she was now doing—her reason for
thrusting herself upon the notice of Florence Trevelyan,
insinuating herself into her friendship, and making such
efforts to obtain the situation of governess in Mrs. De Lacy’s
family. It was for her own convenience. Mrs. De Lacy
was a weak-minded, good-natured person. Florence was
very like her. They were going to France, and the oppor-
tunity of accompanying them was advantageous to Justine’s
plans. Her expenses would be paid, she'would have but




LANETON PARSONAGE. 169

little to do, and by exercising the influence over Florence
which she already possessed, she might, it seemed, without
difficulty, engage her in assisting her further views. All
this was scheming, low-minded, and utterly without a
thought of duty. Justine was young to have been led so
far astray; but the progress of evil is fearfully swift, when
it is begun early ; and Justine had pursued a course of self-
education, which is sure to be destructive of all right moral
principle. She had read, heard, and thought of evil, till
she had almost ceased to know that it was evil. The day-
dreams in which Alice was once described as indplging,
were the constant occupation of Justine’s thoughts. She
lived in 2 gay but sinful world of her own creating. In the
midst of apparent occupation, she was still busy with her
own fancies ; and in hours of leisure she fed her imagination
with books of the most pernicious kind. Justine’s reading
was indiscriminate. It mattered not what was the nature
of the novels—however offensive to right feeling and good
taste might be the scenes described—if they were only ex-
citing, told in powerful language, and rousing deep interest,
Justine was satisfied. She read them eagerly, thought of
them, dreamed of them, and often supposed herself acting
& principal part in the wickedness (for it was wickedness,
however it might be disguised) which had been delineated
in the characters of others. Is Justine’s case singular ?

It was fortunate for Florence Trevelyan that these
schemes were too important to be intrusted to her. Jus-
tine, indeed, made use of her, but she took care not to let
her see that she did so. Such companionship, however,
did Florence a great deal of harm. It taught her to speak
tightly of things which were in themselves most sinful. It
sccustomed her to look upon evil as a matter of course; to
suppose that all persons were alike, though some might
appear better than others. Florence was not insensible tc

28
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the influence of good, but Justine was teaching her to dis:
trust its existence. She was so clever in detecting faults,
and had such an amusing way of turning virtues inte
ridicule, that Florence could not but listen to and believe
her.

“So you have had no answer from Mrs, Clifford,” said
Justine, as she and Florence walked up and down the
veranda together, a few days after the invitation to the
pic-nic had been sent.

“There was no occasion for one,” replied Florence;

“the engagement was made before, and my aunt merely -

wrote to fix the day. It is to be her party, in fact, though
it is called a pic-nic.”

« And there will be—how many ?”” asked Justine.

Florence ran over a long list of names, ending with, «It
will be charming if we have only fine weather, and if Ruth
will not be crotchety.”

“What is that you call it ?” said Justine; it is a good
word, just the word for Ruth. Crotchet—crooked that
means, doesn’t it; troublesome, that is exactly like her.
But I am not much afraid of her.”

«T never can understand you when you are speaking of
Ruth,” said Floreace. “You used to say how good she
was.”

“Good! oh yes! every one is good.”

* “Nonsense, Justine, you don’t mean that.”

“Yes, every one is good when it suits,”

Florence looked shocked.

“ Now, not such a face as that, mignonne,” said Justine,
playfully. “ You know I don’t mean to talk scandal. Rutk
is.a paragon, but it is not for nothing ; do you see ?”

“No, I don’t see at all,” said Florence, shortly. «I
always admired Ruth.”’

“Ah! to be sure. Admire her if you will; dress her

o
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up, call her a queen, put her on a crown; but then, mark
me”—Justine held up her finger with an arch smile—
*Ruth likes the crown.”

«“Well! so we all should,” observed Florence.

«“Of course; so we all should; I said it. You and I
talk, sing, and play, to Mrs. De Lacy; we are patterns;
very sweet, very good-natured—she calls us angels. Then
she takes us to France : we are content. Ruth says prayers,
and reads sermons; she teaches dirty children, and cuts
out baby-frocks, and all the time she looks so—" and Jus-
tine folded her hands, and put on an absurd demure face,
at which Florence burst into a fit of laughter; ¢ then people
say, ‘Ah! she is a saint! Miss Ruth, she is so good.
Ruth knows she is praised ; that is for her like going to
France; she is content.”

Florence still laughed.

«It is true ; now say so,” continued Justine.

“True! yes, perhaps. I wish you would not look so
absurd,” exclaimed Florence. “ But we have forgotten one
thing all this time; if you are to go to the pic-nic with us
we shall meet Mrs. Clifford and Madeline, as well as Ruth,
and then what is to become of us?”

“Nay, we are safe from Mrs, Clifford and Lady Catha-
rine too. Mrs. Carter was kind enough in one way; she
never told more tales than she could help, so they will not
think about me if Ruth is silent.”

“ But if we were sure of that,” said Florence,—* there is
Madeline.”

“Ah! but I always took it for granted that ‘la petite’
bad no will of her own. If we gained Ruth I thought
there was no danger.” ,

“That was if Ruth was quite firm in our cause; but she
s not. She says in her letter that she does not mean to
keep her promise, and that I had much better break
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off all acquaintance with you;—as if I should do such a
thing 1’

“As if you would do such a thing indeed!” repeated
~ JIpstine, caressingly.

¢ But,” continued Florence,  we must think about this.
I don’t feel at all sure that you will not be obliged to stay
at home. I should not have cared about Lady Catharine
and Mrs. Clifford any more than you, if Ruth and Madeline
had been friends with us; but I doubt very much now,
whether it will do to run the risk.”

“ Mais pourquoi ?” inquired Justine. «If we come over
Ruth, that will be all. Madeline is a nobody.”

“Hem!” said Florence. * Madeline has queer ways of
her own.”

“But she is so simple, so good-natured.”

Florence still looked- doubtful. “Just remember one
thing, Justine,” she said ; “at school, do you recollect that
little business about the brooch ?”

¢ Ah, oui, assurément; but what then? She was a
baby ; she did not know any better.”

“1 would not answer for her,” said Florence. ¢ Made-
line won’t be come over.”

“Trust me,” said Justine, “I would turn her. You
laugh; but I would—I would turn her round my little
finger.”

“How ?” inquired Florence.

~ «I would talk of good-nature ; of being kind. I would
beg her, as she loved me, not to mention Mrs. Carter.
There are a hundred ways.”

“You may try; but I doubt.”

“Then you think her better than Ruth ?” said Justine.

“No, I don’t; at least I never think about her. I only
know what Alice said.”

¢ Alice! what was that ?”
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“When I first mentioned you to Alice, I asked hes
whether she thought Ruth and Madeline would keep the
secret.”

“Well 2" exclaimed Justine, impatiently.

« Alice thought Ruth would,” continued Florence. ¢She
said that Ruth always listened to reason; but she had a -
doubt about Madeline, because Madeline never cared for
reason.”

«“Ah! quelle folie!” exclaimed Justine. “I hoped she
had been wiser.”

- “No, she is not. Alice says she is even worse than
when she left school. If you remember, she had a way
then of turning away when one talked to her. I don't
know what it is in her, but she never seems to care for
what other people care for.”

“Not for being a queen, like that sober Ruth?” said
Justine, laughing. '

“No, one never could make her care; it was all the
same who went before her. If Ruth and she were put
. down in the classes, Ruth used to stalk down to the bottom
with such an air! I have often laughed to see her; but
Madeline took it all quite quietly.”

«That has nothing to do with the pic-nic,” observed
Justine.

“Yes, it has, somehow—I forget what I meant exactly,
but it had something to do with it. Oh! I remember.
Don’t you see that there is no coming over Madeline be-
cause she is so stupid ?”

“ Then she will do as Ruth tells her ; she will not think
for herself.” -

“I doubt; Maddy, is obstinate, The day we first met
ger at the church, she would insist upon having her own
way about not coming here—and she had it too. She did
not come into the house.”
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« Happily for me,” said Justine.

¢ Yes, happily for you; but if she sees you now at the
pic-nic, it will not be happily for you or for me either.”

Justine shrugged her shoulders. * Bien! we will hope—
I don't fear.”

“But if you were to stay away,” suggested Florence,
timidly. <« After the pic-nic there will be no danger. My
aunt said yesterday, she meant to set off in a very few days.”

Justine’s lively face assumed rather a melancholy expres-
sion at the proposal. 'Whether she would have agreed to it
or not is uncertain ; for just then the question was set at rest
by the appearance of Mrs. De Lacy, with the intelligence
that Mrs. Clifford and Ruth intended to join the party at
St. Cuthbert’s; but that, for some unexplained reason,
Madeline would remain at home. Justine clapped her
hands in glee when she and Florence were again left to-
gether, and began dancing round the room, singing a French
song, and stopping at intervals to declare that she was born
under a fortunate star—she was always sure of getting out
of difficulties—she was certain all would go just as they
wished. Care! there was no such thing as care. Florence
had seldom seen her in such high spirits. The mirth was
infectious ; it ca.ught Mrs. De Lacy’s ears, and she returned
to the drawing-room. Justine exerted herself more and
more to be agreeable, and Mrs. De Lacy, fascinated by her
agreeable manners and quick talent, came to the conclusion,
before the day was-over, that she would no longer hesitate
to engage Justine Le Vergnier, to be a companion for hex-
self and a governess for her child.
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CHAPTER XVIII. .

Axrice returned to the Manor, after her evening walk with
Mr. Clifford, in a different frame of mind from that in which
she had left it. She was subdued, saddened ; pride and re-
sentment wete no longer striving in the same degree for the
mastery over her better feelings. Alice was, as Mr. Clifford
had described her when speaking to Lady Catharine, candid ;
and this candor was the groundwork of much good. Whilst
Mr. Clifford was talking she wasindeed cold, and now and then
even repulsive in her manner; but his words sank into her
heart, and she owned their truth. Still Alice did not con-
demn herself without casting some reproach upon others.
She thought of her school-days, and remembered her evil
companions ; her errors might in some degree be attributed
to them ; and now—Alice was fully occupied in dwelling
upbn this “ now,” as she walked home from the Parsonage,
followed by the butler, who had been sent to take care of
her ;—now, there were many things to try her; many cir-
cumstances to render her duties disagreeable and dis-

_ couraging. The duties in themselves might be easy to

others, but they could never, she imagined, be so to her.
These thoughts were crowding upon her mind as she
passed the lodge gate, and entered the avenue. The house,
at its extremity, looked cheerless in the bright moonlight,
for the windows appeared like so many closed eyes, and
there were no lights to be seen, except from a small pantry
window crossed with iron bars. Alice’s heart sank as she
drew near. The Parsonage, notwithstanding its low rooms
and worn furniture, possessed infinitely greater charms in her
éyes than the handsome Manor House, whilst the pride she
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had once felt in her position, as Lady Catharine’s adopted
child, and the expectation of an ample, if not a large fortune,
was fast melting away under the influence of daily vexations,
Alice was not altogether to blame in these feelings. God
does not see fit to give us all the same blessings in -our
youth. Many he places in homes where they find little sym-
pathy and great trials. It is not true that childhood and
youth are always the happiest seasons of life. Alice Lennox
had much to bear. Her warm affections were frequently
chilled ; her freedom was checked ; the natural impulses of
her age and disposition were thwarted. She was like a bird
confined in a cage, and fluttering vainly against the wires, in
the longing desire to escape.

The desire was not in itself wrong ; and this was Ahce s
temptation and her difficulty. She walked on slowly, un-
willing to reach the grave old Manor House, associated as
it was with ideas of constraint, coldness, and formality, and
feeling herself depressed even to tears. Now and then she
stopped to watch the effects of the pale gleaming light upon
the trunks, and beneath the branches of the beechstrees in
the avenue ; or bent down to look at a glowworm shining
from amongst the moss and turf. She was free then,—free
till she had passed the heavy-barred door, which at that
moment seemed the entrance to a prison. Why,—the
thought crossed her mind with a sharp pang,—why could _
she not remain so? The answer, or at least the thought
which could have satisfied her, might have been suggested
at that moment, if Alice had had the heart and the under-
standing to discover it. As she pursued her way, the moont
passed from behind a cloud, and shed a flood of light upon
her path. Alice’s eye was attracted by it, she looked up to
the sky, studded with myriads of stars; a few dark shadows
were passing across it, edged with silver by the moonbeams,
but they were no barrier. She could pass beyond thew,
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and rest her glance upon worlds more distant than imagina-
tion could realize. Infinity was above her, boundless space
around her; but she was not free to travel through it. She
was placed upon a speck in the universe, born into one
small world, kept a prisoner in a corner of that world ; she
was constantly reminded that it was not in her power to do
all she wished, by the feeling of fatigue, by weather, by
events over which she had no control, by the very formation
of her body ; yet it had never entered Alice’s mind to mur-
mur because she was a human being. As she was formed,
so she was contented to remain. God’s will was her will in
these things—at least she had never thought of rebelling
against it. She never strove to be free ; to fly through the
air, or walk upon the water; and therefore she was not
fretted by the impossibility. When we have learned this same
lesson in our several positions in life ; when God’s will has
become our will, so that we have no wish beyond our sta-
tion ; no desire to escape from the trials He sends ; no long-
ings but for the daily bread and the daily comforts which
He in His wisdom apportions us: then we are free.

Alice had a hard lesson to learn, but it is well to “ bear
the yoke in our youth;” for so we are prepared for the re-
straints to which (if we hope for happiness) we must be ac-
customed in age.

But the door was reached. Alice stood upon the steps,
and cast one lingering melancholy glance upon the beauty
of the moonlight evening before she entered the hall, which
was gloomy from its size, and the dark color of the wain-
scot, notwithstanding the light from the large glass lamp
that hung suspended from the ceiling. Lady Catharine,
she was told, was in the breakfast-room, her usual sitting-
room when alone. A disagreeable recollection of the man-
ner in which they last parted came upon Alice rather sud-
denly. She had been dreaming for the last quarter of an
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" hour; new she was to prepare herself for reality. Lady
Catharine was sitting with her back to the door reading,
when Alice came in, She thought it was only the servant
bringing an answer to some message, and she did not look
ap. Alice advanced to the table, took off her gloves,
and untied her bonnet, before Lady Catharine raised her
eyes.

Then she said, ¢“ Oh! my dear, are you returned ? Is it a
fine evening ?”

“Yes, ma’am, very.”

“ You must have had a pleasant walk.”

“ Yes, ma’am, very.”

“Did Mr. Clifford come with you ?”

¢ No, ma’am,”

A pause. Alice unpinned her shawl. )

« Shall I take my things off before prayers ?”” she asked.

“Yes, you had better.”

Alice lighted a candle and departed. When she came
down the bell was rung; the servants assembled in the
anteroom to the drawing-room, Lady Catharine sat down to
a small table, and read a chapter from a large family Bible.
Alice sat by her, with her eyes bent upon her own Bible,
and her thoughts wandering ir innumerable directions.
Then followed prayers, then a kiss, and then separation for
the night.

Alice was very unhappy when she went to bed, from
several causes: Mr. Clifford’s conversation, Lady Cath-
arine’s coldness, and a misgiving that her troubles were
not entirely independent of herself. But Lady Catharine
was equally so; she had expected some advance from
Alice, some allusion to the morning vexations, which should
give an opening to the words, I forgive;” but Alice ap-
peared insensible and forgetful. Lady Catharine owned
the truth of a great deal which Mr. Clifford had suggested.

P
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but it could never, she thought, be desirable to show cor-
diality unless there were some symptoms of repentance.
She could not resolve upon what line of conduct to adopt
Mr. Clifford’s ideas were contrary to all her early preju-
dices, and though she bore with the mention of them, as
she knew they appeared to him to be right, she could not
in a moment throw off her own plans and pursue his. And
with Lady Catharine, as with Alice, there was a difficulty
in the way of perceiving her errors, from the fact that Alice
was really in fault—that she really was negligent and self-
willed. .But neither was Lady Catharine aware of the
effect of her own manner. She did not mean to be chilling
or formal ; but the manner had been allowed to grow up in
youth unchecked, and now it was a part of her very na-
ture. As a girl, she had been accustomed to say, «I
know I am proud; I cannot help being reserved; I dare
say people think me very cold ;" all the time with a certain
satisfaction in being proud, and cold, and reserved, from
an idea that she was therefore unlike ordinary persons.
No one had said to her that proud, cold manners were
greatly to be lamented and struggled against; that they
were great defects, and symptoms of an evil nature: no
one had warned her that reserve, when indulged, is apt to
degenerate into want of consideration for the feelings of our
friends; and that, when we shut ourselves up, and fancy
that others cannot understand us, we too often do not take
the trouble to understand them. Coldness and reserve are
not the characteristics of a Christian. Without referenco
to the One Perfect Example of infinite charity, we can
scarcely imagine St. Paul repelling, when the disciples
threw themselves upon his neck and wept, “sorrowing
most of all that they should see his face no more.” And
when St. John gave his last touching exhortation, ¢ Little
children, love one another,” surely the tone and manner



180 LANETON PARSONAGE.

must have been winning even as the words, for they were
the tone and manner of him ¢ whom Jesusloved.”

But Lady Catharine’s austerity was now almost beyond
correction. It might be softened, but there was little hope
of its ever being eradicated. The best that could be ex-
pected was, that her excellent qualities, her sincerity, earn-
estness, and genuine benevolence, might exercise so great
an influence as to induce those with whom she associated
to overlook the occasional harshness of her manner. Alice
was too young, too selfish, too impatient, to do this; and,
above all, she was not yet sufficiently humble.

No, Alice was not really humble, even on that evening
when she had been listening to Mr. Clifford’s advice, and
had been warned that she was not fit for Confirmation. A
repining spirit cannot be an humble one. When we have
learned to know ourselves, we shall never murmur. Sin-
ners by nature—helpless, hopeless; offending daily and
hourly, after grace given for the present and boundless
happiness offered for the future, what claim have we to
any blessings? If Alice’s lot in life had been ten times
more trying, she would still have had cause for the grati-
tude of every moment of her existence. But she could not
see this. She fancied her conduct excused by circum-
stances, and when she reflected on all which Mr. Clifford
had said, her meditations took the form of an examination
of Lady Catharine’s conduct, and her resolution was to
be better if Lady Catharine would be kinder. God does
not accept such resolutions. We must be good under
any circumstances—tempted or not tempted, happy or not
happy.

They met at breakfast the next morning, still with con.
straint on both sides: Alice fearing and wondering whether
Mr. Clifford had positively proposed to Lady Catharine to
delay her confirmation ; Lady Catharine pondering how tc
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break through the ice of Alice’s reserve. Lady Catharine
began a conversation several times, and extracted in reply
that Alice had spent a quiet day at the Parsonage, seen no
one, and only walked on the shore. No parish news; no
remarks about the school; no mention of any chance visit-
er. Alice was as short and correct in her answers as if
she had been placed in a witness box. Lady Catharine
tried another subject—Mrs. De Lacy’s visit. Alice showed
little interest in it, except by once asking for Florence. Lady
Catharine believed she was quite well. A young lady was
staying with her ; that was the reason she had not accom-
panied her aunt. Then Alice’s eyes brightened, as if the
subject was not quite indifferent to her; but Lady Cath-
arine was not quick in remarking slight variations of coun-
tenance.

«T think Mrs. De Lacy said she was French,” continued
Lady Catharine. “I am not fond myself of intimacies
with foreigners. They are all alike, educated frivolously.”

Alice could not bear this sweeping censure, and observed
that she supposed some might be better.

«That is because you don’t know them, my dear. I should
be sorry for you to be thrown in the way of them.” .

Alice did not venture to allude to Justine Le Vergnier.

“ By-the-by,” added Lady Catharine, it is rather strange
—I wonder—" She finished her sentence in her own
mind, and immediately began to finish her breakfast also ;
deliberately—she was never hurried out of her sense of
propriety in all things—yet with that air of determination
which shows that persons are not intending to spend more
time upon what they are doing than can be avoided. On
rising from the table, Alice was told to ring the bell, that
the breakfast things might be removed; to send word to
the gardener that Lady Catharine desired to speak with
him in a quarter of an hour precisely ; to go herself and
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arrange some fresh flowers in the drawing-room vases—a
duty which Alice always performed directly after break.
fast—then to walk on the terrace for three quarters of an
hour, and on her re-entrance to read history for an hour,
and write any letters which might be necessary. Also to
beg Marsham to give her some articles of dress which were
not in good repair, and which she had better mend before
she finished her crochet bag; also—but Lady Catharine
could not remember any more “alsos,” though she stood
thinking for several seconds. Alice did not stand at all.
The moment Lady Catharine was gone she rushed away—
ran up the stairs, two steps at a time—hurried along the
gallery, and having reached her own room, slammed the
door, bolted it, and walked up and down in a state of fret-
ful irritation. It was unfortunate that Alice had no one to
remind her—that she had not the sense to remind herself—
of the fact that the duties imposed upon her were very
simple and easily performed ; that if she had been left to
herself, she could scarcely have portioned out her morning
better. The sole fault to be found with the arrangement
being that it had been made for her instead of by her.
Alice had only to subdue her own will, and-all discomfort
would have been 4t an end. The duties however, must, she
knew, be performed, and so they were. A short time after-
wards, as she returned to her room laden with flowers for
the drawing-room vases, she found Lady Catharine there.
Alice’s mind was still in a storm. Lady Catharine was only
quietly grave; at least such was her tone of voice when she
said,— )

« Were you aware, Alice, that Miss Trevelyan had a friend
staying with her ?”

Alice replied that she had heard so.

“You cannot have seen her,” said Lady Catharine; “but
bave you any idea where she comes from ?”’

AN
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¢ I am not sure where she lives,” said Alice, whilst, sorely
against her wishes, the color rose in her cheeks.

«Mrs. De Lacy did not give her name,” said Lady Cath-
arine, “and you say you have not heard it ?”

A sudden jerk of Alice’s elbow threw down the jug of
water which stood upon the table, and in the confusion
which this occasioned she escaped answering the question.

«“I dare say you will wonder why I ask,” continued
Lady Catharine, with something more of ease; “but I
have received a particular caution from Mrs. Carter

- against your renewing an acquaintance with that Made-

moiselle Le Vergnier, whom you knew at school. She has
a very bad opinion of her. It was net worth while to
mention this before ; but hearing of Miss Trevelyan’s friend
made me think it possible that she might be the same per-
son, Miss Trevelyan would of course have told you if she
had been ?” .

Alice was silent ; but the pang of conscience which she
endured was almost intolerable.

T wonder I did not think of asking Mrs. De Lacy more
about her,” said Lady Catharine, speaking to herself ; “but”
(and she sighed) I was occupied with other things. Well, -
my dear, there is no occasion to keep you any longer doing
nothing,”—for Alice had not yet begun to dress the
flowers ;—*“I merely wished to say to you that if Miss
Trevelyan should ever offer to introduce you again to that
Mademoiselle Le Vergnier, you must remember that .both
Mirs. Carter and I entirely disapprove of the acquaintance.
You would, however, of course, tell me directly. And,
Alice, I am not particularly desirous of your becoming a
great friend of Miss Trevelyan’s. Mrs. Carter’s account
does not entirely please me. By-and-by we will have some
of your real friends here.” After the Confirmation—Lady
Catharine was going to add, but she was checked by a

-
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painful remembrance, and turning from the subject abrupt.
ly, she said, “ You walked on the shore last night, my dear;
was Mr. Clifford with you ?”

“Yes, ma’am, part of the time.”

“Did he appear in good spirits ?”

Alice looked surprised, and answered, ‘ Yes, ma'am,
much the same as usual.”

Lady Catharine seemed . inclined to do what for her was
very unnatural—to linger in the room without any apparent
motive. Alice began arranging the flowers.

“Did Mr. Clifford walk with you ?” said Lady Catharine,
in the same sudden manner, and forgetting that she had put
a similar question only a few moments before.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“ But with you—with yeu alone ?”

“We sat some time on the shore together,” said Alice,
coloring.

" “That was what I meant. Had he any opportunity of
speaking to you by yourself ?”

“ We talked,” replied Alice, the shght tinge which had
flushed her face becoming a deep crimson.

“T see,” continued Lady Catharine, looking steadily at
her, « Mr. Clifford has said to you what he said to me. Alice,
can you imagine how grieved I am ?”’

Alice’s heart swelled for an instant with pride, but the
tone and the word “grieved” softened her. < Mr. Clifford
did not tell me exactly—he did not say I must not go,” she
replied, speaking in a low voice, and in her nervousness un-
doing all her work, and scattering the flowers upon the
table.

For once Lady Catharine omitted to notice her awkward-
ness. “But he must have told you,” she said, “that he
had doubts upon the subject; and in such cases a douht is
almost equal to a certainty.”
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Alice did not see this. She replied coldly, that if Lady
Catharine and Mr. Clifford both thought it better not, she
supposed it would be so.

This answer apparently perplexed Lady Catharine. ¢ And
s your confirmation then a matter of indifference to you,
Alice?” she asked.

«I wish to go,” replied Alice, speaking in the same
manner.

Lady Catharine seized upon the word * wish,” and said, -

eagerly, “If you wished, all would be right. Did you tell
Mr. Clifford this?”

“Yes.”

Silence followed. Lady Catharine stood before the pic-
‘ture of Mrs. Lennox, and as she looked upon it, tears gath-
ered in her cold, gray eyes, but they went no farther.
Before Alice, in her present mood, she would have felt it
humiliation to betray any Weakness. Alice glanced at her
from time to time. The work # which she was engaged
made no progress; the flowers were altered again and
again, and the stems cut and re-cut, whilst her thoughts
were wandering to her mother and Lady Catharine’s affec-
tion for her, and conscience was bitterly upbraiding her for
her deception about Justine. One word of gentleness, and
the barrier of her pride might have been broken down; but
it did not come. They had met coldly—they parted coldly.
Lady Catharine went to her room without uttering another
word, and Alice set about her morning’s work, with no in-
terest in it beyond that of merely passing away a few
heavy hours, and preventing herself from thinking that she
had practically told an untruth. Time did pass away; and
Alice, if she had thought at all, might have been grateful
to Lady Catharine for giving her so much to do. The
luncheon-bell rang, and she was surprised that the morning
had gone so quickly. It would have been more agreeable
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to her to escape luncheon altogether; but this was not
practicable; and it proved less unpleasant than she had
anticipated. Lady Catharine also had been occupied, and
in her occupation found less leisure to think about Alice
She brought forward a topic for conversation which was
tolerably free from unpleasant associations; but Alice could
not be cheerful. She could overlook her ordinary faults;
but the miserable deception of which she had been guilty
was a weight not to be shaken off. She was thoroughly
ashamed_of it—more ashamed perhaps than penitent, and
could only relieve her mind by thinking that she should, in
the course of the afternoon, have an opportunity of telling
Ruth, as there was a quarterly examination at the school,
to which she was going with Lady Catharine, and where
Ruth would certainly be present.

CHAPTER XIX.

Much to the disappointment of Alice, Mudeline was at
the school instead of her sister. A headache kept Ruth at
home, and Madeline was obliged to take her place. The
afternoon was very warm, and the heat soon became op- .
pressive. After a short time Lady Catharine declared her-
self unable to bear it any longer, and, leaving Alice with
Mr. Clifford, she went home. The departure was satisfac-
tory to Alice, who took a part in the examination of one of
the classes, and received Mr. Clifford’s thanks and approval.
At any other time this circumstance would have raised her
spirits ; for such praises were rarely given; but, when they
were, they were given heartily. Praise and sympathy went
together, and the latter made the former ten times more
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valuable. Mr. Clifford’s manner of thanking Alice had alsa
a peculiar meaning in it. Alice understood that he was
thinking of what had passed between them the day before,
and was pleased to find that in one duty, and that an im-
' portant one, she had not been remiss.

When the school was dismissed, Madeline congratulated
Alice, and begged her, if possible, to come back with her
to the Parsonage. Ruth would be delighted, she said, to
know that she had been praised by her papa—he was so
very particular; and her mamma also would be very glad :
it was only a few days before, that she had been saying
how regular Alice was in going*to the school, and that she
was a good example to them.

Alice scarcely smiled, though she agreed to return to the
‘Parsonage, hoping that she might be able to have a little
conversation with Ruth before the dinner-hour at the Manor.

The distance from the school to the Parsonage was but
short; but it was lengthened now by Madeline’s proposing
that they should cross some fields to take a message to a
cottager_for her papa.

Alice made no objection, though she was looking forward
to seeing Ruth, as the only hope of relieving her burdened
mind.

Madeline was by this time pretty well accustomed to
Alice’s temper, but her silence on the present occasion cer-
tainly puzzled her. She, who valued her papa’s praises so
much, imagined of course that Alice must be happy when
she had received them. Madeline had felt rather lonely
the last few days; Ruth was grown strangely reserved;
her papa had been more thoughtful than usual; and now
Alice was what she called in “a mood.” There was one
person, however, whom nothing seemed to alter; and when
Madeline caught sight of her mamma standing at the cot-
tage-door, as they came up, she ran up to her with delight.
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Madeline went into the cottage, and Mrs. Clifford and
Alice remained together. The coldest person must have
been struck by Mrs. Clifford’s manner; so affectionate and
sympathizing, and full of consideration. Even when she
merely asked whether Alice was going to the Parsonage,
she contrived to give an interest to her words. The simple
question was not put as a matter of course, it evidently
implied that she wished her to go. The charm of Mrs.
Clifford’s character consisted not only in the absence of all
selfishness, but in the power of throwing herself, as it were,
into the minds of those with whom she held intercourse;
secing with their eyes, hearing with their ears, and, in con-
sequence, giving real sympathy in cases where it would
seem she could not naturally be at all concerned.

Mrs. Clifford had taught herself this habit of mind. She
was indeed born with an affectionate, gentle temper, but she
had improved it by watchfulness. One command given in
the Bible made a great impression upon her when she was
quite young. It was St. Paul’s exhortation to the Romans
to “ rejoice with them that do rejoice, and weep with them
that weep.” She heard sympathy generally spoken of as a
gift, or disposition of the heart, like warmth of feeling; but
she perceived that this was not St. Paul’s view of it. If it
could not be attained by practice, it would not be command-
ed. Mrs. Clifford did practise. She began at once, in the
minute affairs of every day; whether it were choosing a
dress, or reading a book, or laying out a flower-bed ; what-
ever came before her, as occupying the attention of those she
lived with, was (though not without an effort at first) forced
to engage her attention also, Now, this disposition of mind
was brought to bear upon really important subjects, and
perhaps not even Mr. Clifford, with his zeal, firmness, and
power of mind, liossessed as much influence over his pa-
sshioners as did his gentle wife when she sat by their lowly
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firesides, listening to their tales of suffering, leading them
to tell their secret trials, and at last leaving them with per-
haps a very few words of advice, and scarcely any of re-
proof, but with the assurance so touching to us all: “ Yes,
I can quite understand ; it must be very sad—very hard to
bear ; we will think about 1t and see if somethmg cannot be
done.”

Mrs. Clifford could and would have peen a constant sup-
port to Alice in her home trials ; but under Alice’s peculiar
circumstances there was a great difficulty. If Alice was to
be happy, Lady Catharine must be her chief object of re-
Spect and affection. Mrs. Clifford might win her affections,
but this would only make her uncomfortable by withdraw-
ing her interest from the person in whom it ought to be
centred.

It was probable, also, that Lady Catharine might be of a
jealous disposition, especially where she had so few to love;
and if this feeling were once roused, Alice would inevitably
be wretched. All these considerations made Mrs. Clifford
very guarded in their intercourse ; yet it was impossible to
watch Alice, and know her faults and her trials, without
great pity, and an earnest desire to be of service to her.
Many of Ruth’s suggestions were the result of previous con-
versation with her mamma ; and often, when Mrs. Clifford
was 'busy or wearied, she would exert herself to talk to her
own children about Alice, hoping through them to do good,
without awakening any irritable feeling on the part of Lady
Catharine.

Just now Mrs. Clifford was peculiarly compassionate to-
wards Alice. She knew what had been said regarding her
confirmation, and she understood better than her husband
all that Alice would have to bear, both from her own regret
and Lady Catharine’s displeasure, if the delay was to be in-
sisted on. It struck her immediately that Alice looked
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pale, and she inquired as tenderly as if speaking to one of
" her own children, whether she was tired ; adding : “I am
afraid Mr. Clifford has kept you too long at the school, my
dear; and Madeline was foolish in bringing you so far
round.”

Poor Alice’s heavy heart received an additional weight
from these few kind words. She would not own that she
was tired, but said she should like to go to the Parsonage
and talk a little to Ruth.

“ Do, my dear; Ruth will be delighted. Yca will find
her in my dressing-room, lying on the sofa: her head is
better now.” °

Alice looked with some impatience at the cottage-door,
wondering that Madeline did not come out.

«You are in a hurry, are you not, my love? You want
to see Ruth, and go back to the Manor in time to dress for
dinner. I will hurry Madeline ;”” and Mrs. Clifford entered
the cottage. :

Alice remained at the door, not exactly listening to what
was said, but gathering a vague impression of some more
kind words—some further thought for the comfort of others.
Mrs. Clifford appeared more loveable than ever, and Alice
longed—how earnestly | how sadly ! that such a mother had
been granted to herself. Madeline came out full of excite-
ment at the wonderful recovery of a sick child, a particular
favorite of hers; and Mrs, Clifford would not check her at
first, but when her energy had a little subsided, she said—

« Madeline, dear, you have brought Alice too far ; she is
tired ; take her home the short way, and then leave her
with Ruth for a little while to rest. And, Alice,” she
added, “do you think that Lady Catharine would spare you
to us again the day after to-morrow? We have not seen
you as often lately as I like.”

Alice was only too glad of the invitation, though a little
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afraid of another téte-d-téte with Mr. Clifford. They were
to separate now, as Mrs. Clifford had businéss in a con-
trary direction. Madeline was told to order some broth
for the child when she reached home—an order which
pleased her in itself, and reminded her that her mamma
cared for those whom she cared for; and Alice was kissed,
and begged to bring a bright color in her cheek the day-after
to-morrow, or they should have to prescribe for her also.

“ Let Ruth and Alice be quiet together, my dear Made-
line,” was Mrs. Clifford’s last injunction ; “and keep watch
for Alice, that she may not be late in going back.”

« Are you not well, Alice?” said Madeline, when her
mamma had left them.

¢ Yes, tolerably ; my head is aching a little, but that is
all ; it was the heat of the school, I think. My headaches
are not like Ruth’s.”

“Ruth is quite out of spirits,” observed Madeline ; *in
that way she is like you. I cannot think where the spirits -
of both of you are gone.”

“ There is nothing to give one spirits that I can see,” re-
plied Alice.

“Ruth is grave about the Confirmation sometimes,” said
Madeline ; “but that would not make her unhappy, and
really now and then she looks as if she could cry.”

“I am not going to the Confirmation, Madeline,” said
Alice. This was spoken quietly, but Alice’s step was hur-
ried. Madeline stopped and looked at her in perfect incre-
dulity.

“I am not going to the Confirmation,” repeated Alice,
still hurrying on.

“ Not going here, do you mean ?—at this place ?—Lane-
ton? Shall you be confirmed anywhere else ?”

¢ I shall not be confirmed at all,” continued Alice. “ Your
papa says so,” she added, with some bitterness of tone.
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“Oh! Alice, how dreadful ”

Madeline did not know how to finish the sentence.

“1 cannot help it,” said Alice.

“But don’t you care? I cannot understand you; you
seem quite changed.”

«I am changed,” exclaimed Alice, passionately. “Iam
so miserable ; I shall never be happy.”

« Alice, dear ! how can you talk so ? Please don’t hurry
on. Iwould give any thing to make you better—happier, I
mean. Please, Alice, wait one minute for me.”

They had reached a stile, which divided the field from
the premises of the Parsonage. Alice crossed it, but in-
stead of going into the house, she turned into a path which
led into the garden. Madeline followed her. They sat
down together on a bench in the arbor, at the end of the
path, and Madeline saw that Alice was crying bitterly.
For a little time Madeline showed her sympathy only by
manner ; but, at last, she said :

«If we were to go into the house to Ruth, perhaps you
would be able to talk to her.”

“]I came on purpose,” said Alice. «I dxd not mean to
say any thing to you, Madeline; I cannot think how it came
out. I knew you would be shocked.”

“ But,” said Madeline, not liking to confess really how
much shocked she felt, “if you would explain yourself
more, I should be very glad. I never heard any thing
about it before. Does papa really mean it ?”’

« He says it,” replied Alice.

¢« And does Lady Catharine consent ?”

¢« Yes, I believe she does. Madeline,”—and Alice’s voice
became lower,— what will you think of me, when you are
sonfirmed and I am not ?”

«T shall love you always, dearly,” said Madeline, eagerly.

“ But you would despise me ?”
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«Oh no, Alice, I should be very sorry ; but I am not a
all good myself.”

“Yes, you are good,” said Alice, decidedly.

“No, indeed, indeed; Alice, you mistake. It seems,
sometimes, as if I could never do any thing I ought.”

“ Sometimes!” repeated Alice. “It seems so always with
me, and I am wretched.”

“ But,” continued Madeline, ¢ you need not be.”

¢ Yes, if I never grow better, I must be.”

“ But persons always grow better when they say their
prayers properly,” said Madeline.

“I always do say my prayers,” replied Alice.

This acknowledgment had the effect of silencing Madeline

for a short space ; but, after a little consideration, she said:
" “Papa tells me I must be patient with myself.”

“ He does not tell me so,” said Alice. “He declares I
have no resolution.”

“ But I don’t think papa knows,” began Madeline,—stop-
ping however before the sentonce was ended, from the fear
lest it should be wrong to suppose her papa did not know
every thing ;— that is, I am sure, Alice, you can do more
things than you imagine. You say you cannot draw, or
play, or do a great many things which Ruth and I see you
can do; and so it may be with being good.”

“That does not help me,” said Alice.

Madeline saw that she was not giving any real comfort,
und wished that Alice would offer to go in-doors to Ruth.

“ What makes you good, Madeline ?”’ said Alice, abruptly.

“1 am not good.”

“Yes you are; don’t say you are not. You are good ;
what makes you 80 ?”

“1 don’t know ; God makes all people good.”

¢ Except wicked people like me; so that is-no answer
What makes you good ?”

29
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“But it is the Holy Spirit,” said Madeline, reverently,
“who gives us good thoughts; and you know, Alice, wa
are both alike. 'We have both been baptized.”

“Yes;” and Alice began to think; “and heaps of people
have been baptized too. Why are they not all good ?”

“No one can tell,” replied Madeline; ¢they ought io
be.”

¢ But they are not—why are they not ?”

Madeline could find no answer.

““Then some baptized people are good, and some- are
wicked,” said Alice. “1I am one of the wicked ones; that
is why I am not to be confirmed.” ‘

“You must have some very wrong notions,” continued
Madeline, her earnestness overcoming the timidity of her
character. “ We are both alike. Baptism made us alike.”

«It did not make me good,” said Alice.

Madeline’s face suddenly brightened.

“It did not make me good,” she replied; * but it was
the beginning of giving me a power to be so; though, Alice,
you know I did not make the use of it I might. We were
naughty together as'children,”

“ Yet the difference now ;—how did it come ?” exclaimed
Alice, impatiently, though with an air of thought; for
Madeline’s reference to the faults of her childhood had
given her a feeling of hope for herself. Madeline did not
like to answer; she could not allow the difference upon
which Alice so strongly insisted.

“Tell me, Maddy—please tell me,” said Alice. “Oh!
I would give all the world to be good !”

Madeline threw her arms round her.

“ That must be good, Alice ; you know wishes are given
“But I don’t care for wishes, What did youdo? How
did you begin ?”

8.



LANETON PARSONAGE. 195

“T used to pray,” said Madeline, * but the words were
uttered with diﬂiculty ?

Alice’s face again became overcast.

« Perhaps, though, you mean what little thmgs did I

do ?” continued Madeline.

" «Yes; that is, I don’t know exactly what I mean; but
something more than saying prayers generally. One knows
that to be right.”

“I cannot quite think what I did, when I began,” said
Madeline. “It was a long time back, and I am always
doing wrong now. I know I used to say prayers at school
in the dressing-room; that, I think, did me good—short
prayers, at odd times, and standing up, because you know
I should have been interrupted.”

“ Did you indeed say prayers then ?” inqmred Alice, with -
a look of astonishment.

““Yes; I don’t remember what it was that put it into
my head—T think it was something Mrs. Carter said one
day, about making good resolutions. At first I went just
when I thought about it, and not quite every day; but, by-
and-by, it seemed to be natural to go, just as it is to say
one’s prayers at night ; and I fixed an hour—five o’clock it
was, when school was over, and I never missed it, if I
could possibly help it.”

“ But what did you say ?”’ inquired Alice. “ Were you
never interrupted ? and could you think ?”

“1 was frightened very often,” replied Madeline; “and
now and then persons came in and sent my thoughts all
away ; but I hoped I should be forgiven if I tried. They
were prayers out of my own head which I began with,
only a few words; but I met with one or two short ones in
a book, which I liked, and then I used to say them; only I
altered them if I liked it—if I had any thing particular te
“y.’!
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“Well!I” said Alice, “ go on.”

 That was the beginning,” continued Madeline, “and it
made me happier ; but I had so many faults, such a great,
great-many ; I used to try and recollect them at night, but
I had not time ; the candles were taken away so soon.”

“ And I remember,” said Alice, “ you were always scolded
for being in bed late.”

“Yes; it used to worry me a great deal. I could not
quite tell what it was right to do; at last I managed dif-
ferently.”

« Differently ! how ?” said Alice.

“I used to divide the day,” replied Madeline. *When
I went to the dressing-room at five o’clock, I thought about
what I had been doing till then, and said I was sorry, in
my prayers ; and afterwards, at bedtime, I had not so much
to think about.”

“That was not dividing the day well,” observed Alice ;
“it was too long till five o’clock.”

“No, but I could not help myself; I could not find time
before, and I was obliged to make things suit as well as I
could. You know I could not leave my lessons.”

« And when you had found out your faults, what did you
do next ?” inquired Alice.

“T knew I must try to do what was nght besides trying
to get rid of the faults,” replied Madeline’ “so I made up

my mind to begin pleasing Mrs. Carter, if I could, all day
lon

‘igAll the day !” repeated Alice, with a sxgh of weariness

at the very thought of such constant exertiofl.

“Yes; but it was very hard. Once I remember having
such a dreadful feeling just for a moment.”

Alice fixed her eyes upon her with increasing interest.

“It was in our bedroom, I shall never forget it,” said
Madeline. “T was left the last, and I wanted to go down
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stairs to practise, but the room was untidy, and I knew I
ought to stay; and I began putting it in order, and just as
I thought I had finished, I saw that the books on the drawers
were not straight. It was a very little thing, but I went
back to put them right, because Mrs. Carter always liked to
see them neat; then it came over me, a sort of weight, the
thought that I must go on all my life, never having any
rest or peace, that there would be always something to be
done.”

“Yes, always something,” escaped from Alice, involun-
tarily. :

“But, Alice, I don’t mean that the feeling lasted,” ex-
claimed Madeline; “and I will tell you presently how I
became a great deal happier.”"

“ But about that always trying,” said Alice; it must be
such terrible hard work.”

“So it was at the beginning,” replied Madeline; “but I
found it would not do to leave off; I was wretched when T
did, and after a very little time it became natural to be
careful.”

T don’t see how that could be,” observed Alice.

It was a habit,” said Madeline. * At first I was obliged
to think, and force myself to recollect that things were wrong;
such things as dawdling, and talking idly, and speaking
hastily ; but when I had stopped myself tolerably often, I
found that I used to check myself almost without thinking ;
the notion of its being wrong came in an instant, without
my exactly endeavoring to make it come.”

¢ That is hagd to understand,” said Alice.

“If you would begin you would know what I mean,
Don’t you know, when we were little children, and learned
to use a knife and fork, how careful we were obliged to be
lest we should cut our fingers? Well! now we never think
about it; and so it seems, in a way, with doing right. If
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one begins in being particular in every thing it becomes 'l
habit.”

“ And now about your being happier,” said Alice.

“Ah! that was when I returned home. Papa made me
happier. He gave me notions. I think, Alice, if you could
have them, you would never say it was hard to be good.”

“Well, but tell me ; make haste, what were they ?” said
Alice. .

“It was only one notion, really, but it did for every
thing,” replied Madeline. I was one day talking to papa;
we were speaking about being good, and I told him how
hard I found it, and that sometimes I was quite tired of
trying ; and he said, that if I would only believe that our
Saviour was our Friend, and loved us when we tried, it
would all be easy. Something came over me then,—a cu-
rious feeling, but it made me very happy,—as if I was not
to work hard at being good like a lesson, but to please some
one I loved ; and it was so pleasant, it made all the world
bright ; I can quite remember how light-hearted I felt.
The minute afterwards I was obliged to leave papa, and go
in-doors, though I wished to stay very much, but I went
directly without waiting an instant, and it was no hardship,
because I thought that I was doing it to please a Friend,
and that if I could see Him, perhaps He would be smiling
upon me as papa does when we have done any thing he
likes. Don’t you see, Alice, how nice it is to think one has
to please a Friend ?”

“ Yes, yes, indeed, if one could !” exclaimed Alice. “Sitill
you know, Made]me, there is the old storg, one never is
good—that is, I am not ; and then it is no use to think in
that way.”

“But a Friend,” said Madeline—and as she spoke an
expression of gladness and hope lighted up her young face
—“a Friend loves one always. When I have done wrong
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¥ am wretched till I think of that, and then it all comes
right ; and when I say I am sorry, I am really very sorry,
and I wish with all my heart to do better.”

“ But suppose you go wrong again in the same way ?”
said Alice.

«8till it is a Friend that one has to go to,” replied Made-

" line. «Nothing ever seems to do away with that, It is as
if one had a claim; I don’t mean that exactly,” she added,
slightly blushing ; “but don’t you know one has’a sort of
claim upon one’s relations, one is sure they will be more
kind than other people; and we were all made, in a way,
our Saviour’s relations when we were baptized.”

“Yes, I never thought about that before,” said Alice ;
“not in the same words. Yet I don’t think I could ever
get it into my head properly that our Saviour was our
Friend.

¢ Oh, Alice! not when you read the gospels ?”

Alice only sighed. She read the gospels as a history
with great reverence, but the personal application to herself
had scarcely ever been made. Madeline had thrown a new
light upon them, though quite unconsciously, for all that
she said was natural to her, and a part of her every-day
thoughts.

Madeline observed Alice’s silence, and, fancying that she
had wearied her, proposed that she should go and see about
Ruth and her headache, adding, that it was selfish to have
kept Alice from her so long.

Alice assented ; not that she was tired of the conversa-
tion, for it had given a new and happier turn to her thoughts;
but there were some subjects upon which Ruth only could
give her advice,
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CHAPTER XX.

Rura was not looking well, yet she did not appear to re-
quire sympathy. She was excited at seeing Alice, and in
a great hurry that Madeline should leave them together.
Alice thought this might be from pleasure in seeing her;
but Ruth’s first question when they were alone disappointed
her. It was whether she was going to the pic-nic. Alice
replied, ¢ Yes, she believed so,” and would have gone on to
speak of Florence and Justine; but Ruth prevented her by
saying— .

« Of course, Madeline has told you about herself 2”

“Told me! no—what ?” :

« That she is not going,” replied Ruth, and before Alice
could make a remark, she added hurriedly, *She thinks it
better not, and you know she is very good.”

“But a pic-nic!” exclaimed Alice, ‘ What possible
harm can there be in a pic-nic? People object to balls and
theatres, I know ; but what can any one find fault with in
a pic-nic ?”’

¢ Madeline only cares just now,” said Ruth; her tone of
forced indifference showing that she did not intend to enter
into a further explanation if it could be avoided.

¢ Just now—just now !’ said Alice, with a perplexed air.

“Yes; cannot you understand? How dull you must
be!”

¢« Just now!” again repeated Alice.

“Yes, just now, because of the Confirmation.”

Alice became very grave, and made no remark in reply.

““What have you been doing at the school this after-
noon ?” inquired Ruth,

~
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“ 8o Madeline will not go because of the Confirmation,’
observed Alice, after a pause, and unheeding the question.
“That is your papa’s wish, I suppose?” -

¢ No, Madeline’s alone.” )

¢ Madeline is very much in earnest,” remarked Alice.
¢ One cannot help-respecting her.”

“ Yes, she is a great darling. She sets a very good ex-
ample,” said Ruth.

It is not merely that; other people set good examples.
But I will tell you what I always feel about Madeline—that
she only wishes for one thing. Other persons like their own
ways,—I like mine very much ;—but Madeline has only one
way ; she only wants to do right.”

1 think that is true,” said Ruth.

“She has been telling me about herself,” continued
Alice; “how she first began to be good. It seemed all
very simple and easy. 'When she was talking, I thought I
might be good myself some day.”

“You are in such a hurry,” said Ruth. ¢ You despair
in a moment.”

“Then I am only like your papa and Lady Catharine,”
exclaimed Alice, speaking quickly, and casting her eyes
upon the ground. “ They declare I am not fit to be con-
firmed.”

«Oh, Alice!”” Rauth could say no more ; she raised her-
self from her reclining posture, and regarded Alice in much
astonishment, not unmixed with horror.

“You may well say, ¢ Oh, Alice!’ I knew you would be
shocked. I made up my mind so before I came; but it is
true. Your papa says so, and Lady Catharine ; and they
think that I shall never come to any good.”

Ruth could hardly keep from a smile ; for she knew this
must be an exaggeration. ¢ Now, Alice dear,” she said, in
» soothing tone, “ don’t fret yourself into such a fuss all in
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a moment ; just tell me quietly what you mean. Papa does
not say that you are not to be confirmed, does he ?”

« All but,” replied Alice, and then becoming calmer, she
tried to collect her thoughts, and told Ruth, as well as she
could remember, the substance of what had passed upon the
subject both with Mr. Clifford and Lady Catharine.

Ruth’s judgment not being warped by personal feelings,
she saw at once that her papa did not intend to debar Alice
from Confirmation, if only her mind could be brought into
a right state of preparation, and when Alice had finished
speaking, she placed her own view of the case before her.
Alice was not free from perverseness. She found rather a
satisfaction in believing that she had been judged hardly,
and it was some time before she could be at all induced to
acknowledge that Mr. Clifford had not actually passed the
sentence of exclusion. This fact was, however, at last ad-
mitted ; and Ruth having succeeded so far, began to urge
her seriously to make up her mind to do all that was re-
quired, in order that the only real obstacle in her way might
be removed. Alice did not know how or why it was—Ruth
was very earnest apparently, and spoke much more fluently
than Madeline, and, moreover, she gave her direct advice,
which Madeline never ventured upon to any one; but still
what she said did not this morning make the same impres-
sion. She felt all the time as if Ruth was making an effort.
A little weariness stole over her, and she yawned once or

_twice, which caused Ruth to sigh and look vexed. Alice
begged her pardon, and said she really meant to attend to
her notions, she knew they were extremely good; but she
was tired; it had been very hot at the school, it was no
wonder that Lady Catharine was forced to go home, Made-
line passed the window just then and nodded and smiled at
Alice, and begged her to wait five minutes—as there was
plenty of time—and then she would come and wish her
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good-by. -So Alice sat down, and nothing was said either
by her or Ruth for some minutes. Alice broke the silence
by saying—

«I suppose, Ruth, I had better tell you what I came
here for. It cannot make much difference in your opinion
of me.”

Ruth was somewhat startled by this preamble.
. «“I don’t know how it is,” continued Alice; I think I

get into a deeper mess every day. I wish Justine Le Ver-
gnier had been at Nova Scotia before she thought of coming
here.”

«But what is the matter now ?” a,sked Ruth.

“ Only stupidity ; I never meant to do any harm. But
Mrs. De Lacy called yesterday, as you know, and she men-
tioned to Lady Catharine that Florence had a French friend
with her. This morning Lady Catharine asked.me if it
could be Justine; and then I found out that Mrs. Carter
had written about her, and saxd something against Florence
too,”

“ But what answer did you make to the question ?” in-
quired Ruth.

“I was silent, and she took it for granted that it was not |
the same person.”

Ruth looked pained and thoughtful.

«It was deceiving, I know,” said Alice; “but what could
Ido? However, I have been miserable enough since in all
conscience, and I could not be happy without confessing to
you.”

Ruth did not make any comment immediately; but be-
gan to wind a skein of silk which she had taken from her
workbox.

“1It is a most provoking business,” observed Alice.

“Yes, a sad one,” was Ruth’s grave reply.

“You think I have done wrong,” said Alice; “and so I
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have, I know: but I really am as vexed about it as you
can be. There is one comfort, however; we need not have

" any thing more to do with Florence and her plans, This

notion of Madeline’s will help us out of our difficulty; for*
we may all stay away from the pic-nic together.”

Just then Ruth’s silk became so‘entangled that she seemed
unable to give her attention to what Alice was saying.

«1 am sure I don’t want to go to the pic-nic,” continued
Alice; “and, besides, it may be better not. It would cer-
tainly turn my head, if it would Madeline’s; and if I am to
try to be good, as you say, I had better keep out of temp-
tation ; and that will be a good excuse for us all.”

Ruth laid down her silk-winder, and going to her desk
took from it Justine’s note, which she put into Alice’s hand.
Alice read it carefully, and when she had finished, re-
marked—

«That makes some difference. Justine evidently wishes
to see you.”

“Yes, to tell me her history and ask my advice.” -

¢ Then let me stay at home and you go,” said Alice.

¢« No, no—impossible. What would papa and mamms
think of me? The only excuse for my doing differently
from Madeline is because of you.”

«] don’t know that Justine is worth taking so much
trouble about,” said Alice.

“But it is not Justine only, there is Florence to be
thought of. 'We really must try and persuade her to be
open with her aunt. It will never do to let her go on as
she is doing now; and it would be dreadful for Justine to
be governess to Agnes if she is not a fit person. You see,

if Florence will not listen to letters, we must manage to see _

her.”
“I wish Madeline did not think it right to remain at
home,” observed Alice. ’

A
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“ But you must remember that she knows nothing of our
reasons. Her example cannot be binding upon us. Iam
glad she stays away. We must have let her into the se-
cret if she had gone, and though I know she would have
attended to my wishes and been silent, it is just as well that
she should be kept out of the affair.”

Alice again said she wished they could let the matter
rest; she had had quite enough of it, and the further
they went on the more difficult it seemed to” be to know
what to do. To all which Ruth assented in words, whilst
still persisting in taking her own view of duty. Not that it
was easy to settle what was to be done; Lady Catharine’s
suspicions made it certainly dangerous for Justine to meet
her. Alice said that Lady Catharine had such a sharp
eye, she would be sure to notice every thing that went on,
and if they were the least off their guard they might do
mischief; and first one plan was proposed and then an-
other: Ruth seeing all the difficulties, and again and again
repeating that it was very anmoying, and quite a weight
upon her mind to be obliged to manage such a business,
and Alice still sighing over her past deception and wishing
to be free, yet yielding to Ruth’s arguments because she
was unable to combat them, and always believed that what
Ruth said was right—must be so.

They parted at last dissatisfied and unsettled. Ruth was
to think and decide, and let Alice know her determination
the next day. True to her principles of doing good, Ruth’s
farewell to Alice was accompanied by an entreaty that she
would think of what had been said about the Confirmation.
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) CHAPTER XXI

Rurn’s influence was in general all-powerful with Alice;
Madeline was scarcely thought of. Now the two sisters
differed, and, strange though it may appear, Madeline’s
opinion had the greatest weight. There is a power in
simple devotedness to the service of God which always
makes itself felt. It outbalances all reasoning—all which
is termed philosophy. A few words from a thoroughly
sincere religious person will have more effect in the end
than torrents of eloquence from one who is, even in a slight
degree, double-minded. ¢ If thine eye be single, thy whole
body shall be full of light.”” Who does not appreciate the
charm of a single-minded character? Madeline  Clifford
was inferior to her sister in many ways. She was not so
clever; she had not the same powers of conversation; she
was not so soft and engaging in manner. Ordinary ac-
quaintances called her less interesting, but the feeling
which she inspired was that of confidence and rest. She
had no selfish motives : even if she decided a case accord-
ing to ‘what would appear her own advantage, no one
could distrust her. It was impossible not to see that she
had but one aim—the right. To Alice such a character
was in a degree “incomprehensible, and hitherto she had
looked upon it as simply childlike; but the last conversa-
tion had altered her views. One who could steadily begin
a course of religion, and carry it on amidst the temptations
and difficulties of a school-life, and still continue it, month
after month and year after year, could be no child; at
least in the sense in which Alice used the word. There
was a sensc indeed in which Madeline was a child; in

av
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which it was probable, and much to be hoped, that she
would continue a child even 4o her old age; for hers was
the disposition of heart to which we may believe our Lord
alluded when He said, “ Except ye be converted and be-
come as little children, ye cannot enter into the kingdom
of heaven.”

Alice went back to dine at the Manor with a more hearty
resolution to do her duty than she had entertained for many
days. She even began to consider in detail what Madeline
had said, and think whether it might not be possible to
adopt her plan of setting aside some time in the middle of
the day for private prayer. That seemed a practical duty,
which she could begin at once. Perhaps, if she could, it
might help her forwards; at any rate it was a beginning,
and perhaps ‘also—and Alice’s heart bounded with a sud-
den and unusual feeling of happiness when the thought
crossed her—perhaps as Madeline had said, God would be
pleased with her if she were to do so. . Pleased with her!
Poor Alice could scarcely realize the idea of a fellow-
creature being pleased with her, much less the Almighty
and All-holy One. -Yet the feeling came, though but for a
moment. It passed across the wearying prospect of her
daily duties as the sunlight flashes upon a gloomy land-
scape, and, when it was gone, the remembrance of the
brightness which it had caused still lingered in her mind.
It was the first faint glimpse of that unearthly, unwearied
spirit of love, which converts the heaviest load of duty into
a burden scarcely to be felt, and the saddest trials of this
mortal pilgrimage into the *light affliction that endureth
but for a moment.” If left to herself, Alice would un-
doubtedly have followed Madeline’s example. The hope
which Ruth held out of Mr. Clifford’s consenting to her
confirmation, was a great stimulus to exertion; but if she
had this in view, she could not shut her eyes to the fact
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that Madeline’s decision regarding the pic-nic would be the
safe one for herself. It did not require much self-denial to
acknowledge and act upon this conclusion. Alice was out
of spirits, and tired of having mysteries with Florence and
Justine, and while Madeline’s conversation was fresh in her
mind, she cared little for their society. But the next day
brought a different determination; for the next day brought
Ruth to the Manor, more bent than ever upon going, more
plausible in her reasons for believing it- her own duty, and
more eager to.convince Alice that it would be impossible
for her to go alone, because it would look so strange.

All difficulties as to Lady Catharine were to be obviated
by giving Florence and Justine wammg beforehand : Jus-
tine would then stay away from the pic-nic, and they might
hear her history from Florence, and use their utmost ef-
forts to put things straight. Alice’s volatile temper was
at length worked upon to believe this to be as Ruth said,
acting for the best; doing what would be kind to Justine
and useful to Florence. But Ruth was rather startled at
perceiving how Alice’s whole train of thought altered when
the decision was finally made. Having the pic-nic in her
mind, she soon threw aside the Confirmation. Ruth men-
tioned it, and renewed her advice, and especially warned
her about being respectful and attentive to Lady Cath-
arine ; that was a point, she said, upon which her papa
would certainly be particular.

But Alice’s gay “ Oh, yes; trust me; I mean to be a
piece of perfection,” was very different from her thought-
fulness the day before.

““ What a pity it is Alice is so changeable!” was Ruth’s
reflection as she left the Manor.

That of Alice, as she went down stairs to luncheon, was.
“Well! I think I am glad after all that we are going
I dare say we shall enjoy ourselves, but it will not he
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worth while to trouble myself with new plans till after-
wards.” ,

In one respect peculiarly Lady Catharine and Alice were
entirely unlike. Lady Catharine was never changeable.
What she was one day that she was on the next, unless out-
ward circumstances had occurred to cause a reasonable al-
teration. She had been grave and unhappy about Alice on
the previous day; she wasso still. And when Lady Cath-
arine was unhappy, she was generally stern.

This is not an uncommon case, and it is one which re-
quires a good deal of consideration in persons who are living
together. It is the same when people are ill; some are
melancholy, some are cross, some are quiet and moody;
and it is very difficult to make allowance for them, as we
should wish to have allowance made for ourselves. As for
Lady Catharine, Alice thought but little about her ; though
she looked really very unwell. Her close widow’s cap
always gave a certain air of suffering to her countenance,
but now she had lost her color and scarcely ate any thing.
It did just cross Alice’s mind that perhaps Lady Catharine
was anxious about her, but the supposition seemed rather
absurd. Alice was not then anxious about herself, and why
should Lady Catharine be ?

Lady Catharine finished her scanty meal, and waited
patiently whilst Alice regaled herself with whatever she
fancied. Alice was apparently hungry, or at any rate she
was not inclined to be self-denying, and some little time
passed in silence, during which Lady Catharine sat with hex
bands folded, seemingly too much occupied with her own
thoughts to be willing to interrupt her companion. Yeti
her eyes were raised from time to time, and once.they met
Alice’s, and then the expression was so earnest and in-
quiring, that Alice felt uncomfortable, and finished her piece
of cake as quickly as she could, in the hope of escaping
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from the scrutinizing gaze, which she felt even when she
did not see it. But it was in vain to hope to escape from
Lady Catharinc whenever any thing was to be said ; and
when Alice poured out the concluding glass of water, and
then looked up with the unspoken request in her eye, “ May
I go?” Lady Catharine answered it by saying, « Alice, I
should like to have a few minutes’ conversation with you.”

Alice’s heart sank; she made no answer, but leaned back
in her chair and twisted her chain. o

“ After what passed yesterday,” continued Lady Catha-
rine, ““it will not surprise you to be told that the subject
upon which I wish to speak is your confirmation.”

Alice only bent her eyes more steadfastly upon the floor.

“You may give up the idea at once,” pursued Lady
Catharine ; “ but I cannot. It is a very anxious time for
me, Alice, and a most important one for you. No one can
tell the consequences of delay. Another year, and you
may not be living ; I may not be living. I have spoken
again to Mr. Clifford. He feels with me. He is most un-
willing to interpose any obstacle. He would rejoice to
know that you were prepared. Mrs. Clifford also is inter-
ested about you; I have seen them both this morning. All
your friends care for you, Alice, but you will not care for
yourself.”

The day before, Alice might have been touched by this

appeal ; now she wished herself out of the room.

«It is strange,” continued Lady Catharine, her tone
growing more severe as she proceeded, “that the example
of others should have so little influence with you. Mrs.
Clifford alluded to-day to her own children. Ruth, we
know, is a very charming- girl; steady, high-principled,
with sense and resolution far beyond her years; but even
Madeline, whom we always considered childish and thought-
less, has in the present instance given signs of deep serious-
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ness. Mrs. Clifford tells me that it is her wish to refrain
from joining the pic-nic to St. Cuthbert’s next week, because
she fears it may disturb and occupy her mind more than is
desirable at such a time. Alice! what pleasure it would
have given me to know that you had any such care for your
best interests I

An excuse rose to Alice’s lips. Sheknew that even that
very morning her wish had been to follow Madeline’s ex-
ample. .

“The world, I see,” continued Lady Catharine, regarding
her attentively, “ has too much power over you, to enable
you to consent to any such sacrifice. You will, perhaps,
say that Ruth does not see the necessity of it, and therefore
why should you? - But Ruth and yourself cannot be put
upon a par. No doubt there are very good reasons for her -
accepting the invitation ; in fact, it may not be proper that
all the party should refuse. I am not saying that T con-
sider it necessary for any of you to do so; I only mention
the case as an instance of Madeline’s earnestness. If you
were in earnest, Alice, there would be many ways of show-
ing it even if you did go with Ruth.”

«I do not care about the pic-nic,” said Alice, in a proud
tone. “ Ruth knows that I do not. I am perfectly willing
to stay at home.”

« Alice,” replied Lady Catharine, “you are taking up
this matter perversely. Going to the pic-nic, or not going,
will not render you fit or unfit for confirmation. It is the
principle upon which you act that is really of importance.
You may, like Ruth, choose from good and right motives
to go; or you may, like Madeline, choose from good and
right motives to stay at home ; in either case I should be
satisfied. In your present mood, on the contrary, I must
be dissatisfied. If you were to shut yourself up in your
room for the next week, it would not make a difference ; it
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is the heart, Alice, which is at fault.” Alice was still piqued
by a sense of injustice at Lady Catharine’s words ; she for-
got that Lady Catharine could not know what had passed
in her thoughts.

“When the idea of delaying your confirmation was first
proposed,” continued Lady Catharine, “I hoped that the
very idea would so have distressed you as to arouse a spirit
of energy. But I am disappointed, grievously disappointed ;
you appear utterly indifferent. God grant you may not
really be so.”

A tear glistened in Alice’s eye, but she strove to appear
indifferent. Lady Catharine gazed upon her sadly, and a
sigh rose from the very depths of her heart. ¢ Alice,” she
said, more solemnly, « indecision cannot continue. If your
conduct does not determine the question one way it will the
other ; and remember, that in these smaller trials of life, we
are rehearsing the great trial of our whole existence on
earth. Every time that we are called upon to make choice
between good and evil, we are throwing a weight into the
balance which shall decide our happiness for eternity.”

Then the tear which had gathered in Alice’s eye rolled
slowly down her cheek; but she turned away, and Lady
Catharine did not perceive it.

‘When Alice, after this conversation, went to her room, a
note from Ruth was lying on her table. It was to this
effect, that she had found on her return home that Mrs. De
Lacy had written to Mrs. Clifford, saying that the arrange-
ments for the pic-nic were quite completed, and she hoped
nothing would happen to interfere with the pleasure of the
party. They were to meet at Sheldon, and from thence
proceed to St. Cuthbert’s,—a very large party, much larger
than was at first proposed. Lady Catharine was to bring
the Laneton party to Sheldon, and afterwards they might
settle as to the young people going together, which would
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of course be more agreeable to them. They were to dine
under the trees in one of the court-yards of the castle, if the
weather should be fine ; but as there was an empty room at
the porter’s lodge, it would fiot much interfere with their
comfort even if there should be a shower of rain. Mrs. De
Lacy hinted the possibility of returning to Sheldon, and
finishing the evening there ; upon which Ruth’s observation
was, “I think this may suit us. In a line to me, Florence
says she has settled to go alone; why, I do not know.”
Alice read the note twice, with much interest. It was still
open before her when she sat down, trying to recall the
feelings which Lady Catharine’s words had awakened. The
choice between good and evil at that moment lay before her.
The party of pleasure was not the unimportant matter which
Lady Catharine imagined. Alice knew,—she did not even
attempt to shut her eyes to the knowledge,—that it would
be a temptation, and that if she could avoid it, a victory over
herself would be obtained, and the first step on the right
road taken.

‘When Alice entered her own chamber the resolution was
all but made. She read Ruth’s note and wavered. Inde-
cision! still indecision! Alice was miserable again. But
Ruth was going herself—Ruth wished her to go—Ruth
was 80 good she could not lead any one wrong.

And was Ruth, then, become Alice’s tempter? She,
whose one sole object was to do good. 'Was it possible ?

CHAPTER XXII.

Ir was a-gloﬁous day for the pic-nic at St. Cuthbert’s,
bright, and almost cloudless, with a soft cooling breeze, and
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no prospect of a change of weather. Madeline rose earl ,
and a feeling of regret stole over her as she threw open the
lattice and fastened it back. The fresh air blew deliciously
into the room, bearing the scent of the roses, and jasmine,
and clematis, which covered the walls of the house. She
sat down by the open window, to gather a rosebud which
was just lifting itself to a level with her hand, and remained
thinking for many minutes. Ruth came to her, and kneel-
ing down by her side, said :

¢« Maddy, I wish you were going.”

Madeline was startled by the expression of her own
wishes ; it recalled her to herself. « No,” she said, < don’t
wish it. I am much better away.”

«“But it would add very much to my pleasure if you
were going,” observed Ruth. I never like things when
you are away, there seems no one to enjoy them with me.
Sisters are different from every thing else.”

““ Yes, sisters are different,” said Madeline, gently putting
back Ruth’s hair, and gazing upon her with a look of affec-
tion that could not be spoken. ¢ A sister is one'’s self ;
something so precious; it i8 a weight upon my mind very
often that I cannot say it out more. Ruth! I do love you
so very dearly.” Madeline’s lip quivered, and when Ruth
kissed ber she smiled and said, * She felt so sﬂly, almost as
if she could cry.”

¢« About the pic-nic, or because you are fond of me?”
inquired Ruth, in a tone which, whatever the words might
have appeared, showed no lightness of feeling.

« Because I am fond of you, I think. I don’t know why
it is, but beautiful days always make me think more of you,
Ruth. 'We have spent a great many together, very happy

ones.”
“« And it seems hard that we cannot spend this one,” ob-

served Ruth.
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“Yes, it did seem hard just for a moment ; but the worst
is gone now. One reason why I am sorry is because we
have never had any pleasure apart before.”

“ No, never since we were children,” replied Ruth

¢« And it would not have signified in the same way then,”
continued Madeline. “ We did not know then why we
cared for each other; but it grows upon one now,—the
love, the certainty that we are all in all to each other, that
nothing can come between us. Sometimes in the bright
summer days, when you are with me, it comes over me like
a new feeling.”

Ruth was resting her head upon Madeline’s shoulder, and
her'arm was clasped around her waist. The strong resem-
blance of childhood was still remarkable between them.
Their fair hair mingled in curls which could not be distin-
guished in color, and the eyes of each bore the same bright
hue. Madeline’s smile was subdued now, and the expres-
sion of her mouth might have been taken for that of Ruth ;
and as Ruth raised her eyes to her sister, half in thankful-
ness for her love, and half in eagerness to show how fully it
was returned, the warmth and simplicity of her expression
might have been Madeline’s in her happiest mood. We are
all strangely formed in one mould, yet the infinite difference
that lies beneath the outward reaxemblancel God only can
understand it ! : ‘

“Yes, you will love me always, was Ruth’s reply, spo-
ken in a low earnest voice; *but Madeline,” she added, «I
wish we could always think alike.”

“ 1 do not see where we differ to-day,” replied Madeline.
“1 should do like you if I were strong-minded.”

“ Strong-minded,” repeated Ruth, musingly.

“Yes, that is the one thing especially in which I feel you
‘are my superior.”

Ruth said hurriedly, ¢ Madeline, I am not your superior.”
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Madeline only smiled, and answered, *That it was not
the time to argue the question. Dress first, Ruth dear,”
she said playfully, “and we will talk about it afterwards.”

Yet Ruth still lingered at the window, looking intently
upon-the view of the gardens and the village, and the dis-
tant sea. ¢ Madeline, I am not your superior,” she said
again, after a few seconds, “and it is not because I am good
that I am going to the pic-nic.”

Madeline went up to her, and kissing her, answered,
“You shall be as wicked as you like if you will only dress.
We are both dreadfully late.”

“ But,” said Ruth, taking nQ notice of the warning, «“I
wish you would understand me ; and I wish I could under
stand you exactly; what the real reason is, I mean, for yow
not going.”

Madeline laughed. “Why, Ruth,” she said, “ you do not
suspect me of two reasons, do you ?”

“No, not two; but I do not think you have one clear
one.” :
«Iwill tell you what my reason is,” said Madeline. Do
you remember last year when we were staying with grand-
mamma and aunt Mordaunt, our drinking tea at old Mr.
Falconer’s, and some of the people playing whist ?”

“ Yes, certainly.”

““Then you must remember too that lady who would be
particular about following rules, and kept on saying, ¢ When
in doubt, win the trick.’ I asked papa afterwards what it
meant, and he said, it was a lesson for life as well as for
cards ; that when we were in doubt as to what was right
it was better to decide upon that which would be safer at
the present moment. 8o you see that is what I am doing.
It might do me harm to go to the pic-nic; therefore, as
there is a doubt, it seems better to stay at home and win the
trick,”
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Ruth was ready with an objection that this would not
hold good, because there must be a doubt about all society,
whether it was desirable.

But Madeline’s quick reply was drawn from a remark of
her papa’s, “That of course, as a general rule, people were
not made to live'like hermits, and therefore they must meet
in society, and it would be wrong to stay away. But each
one must decide for himself, according to his own conscience,
as to what society, and how much was good. The pic-nic
she thought would not be good for her at that particular
time, which was the reason she refrained from it.”

Lady Catharine’s carriage turned into the Parsonage lane
punctually as the clock struck nine. Madeline was the first
to hear the rumble of the wheels, and to hasten Ruth, that
Lady Catharine might not be kept an instant waiting.
“ Here are your gloves and your parasol, Ruth; and don’t
forget your shawl. It will be cold perhaps coming home ;
and your cloak too, I think you had better have. Stay,
the string is off; just take mine instead. How glad I am it
is a nice day.” There was no sadness in Madeline’s face
then ; her step was as light and free, and her voice as cheer-
ful, as if she had been anticipating the greatest amusement,
instead of a long and almost solitary day.

The head of the barouche was drawn over, though it was
a very warm morning, and no one saw at first that the car-
riage only.contained one person.

“Two, there must be, certainly,” said Madeline, in pre-
cisely that tone which expresses decided doubt. * Ruth,
just come here.” Ruth went to her.

“No, Madeline ; there is only one. Alice it i3. Lady
Catharine is not there. How very strange !”

“ She must be ready,” said Madeline, laughing, I will
venture to say that Lady Catharine was never known to he
late from the time she could walk to the present hour.”

30
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¢ The house must be burnt down, or that staid Marsham
must be ill,” continued Ruth, “or Lady Catharine must
have slept ten minutes beyond her time ; no common cause -
could induce her to break an engagemen

Both ran to the door to receive Ahce, and inquire what
was the matter.

Alice looked pleased rather than not, as she said that it
was hothing very particular, only one of the housemaids had
been taken ill, and Lady Catharine did not like to leave
home, so she had sent her alone and begged that Mrs. Clif-
ford would take charge of her. ¢ She was very good-na-
tured about it, I must say,” continued Alice, ¢ I never saw
her so fussed before ; first thinking of one thing, then an.-
other, Once she said we should go and return quite early ;
but I think I must have looked disappointed, for she changed
her mind directly, and said, ¢ No, that would not do;’ and
then she thought that perhaps Maria would be better before
we set off ; but at last she settled that I should gb without
her, though I am sure she did not half fancy it.”

“And did you not offer to stay at home ?” inquired
Madeline, in a tone of some surprise,

“No, it never entered my head. Would it have bean
right, do you think ?”

« It would have helped Lady Catharine out of a difficul-
ty,” replied Madeline.

“Well! perhaps it might, but I never once thought of
it; and besides, it would not have done, would it Ruth ?”
she added, with a meaning glance, which made Ruth turn
away in displeasure. * I must say one thing to you,” con-
tinued Alice, drawing Ruth aside, “I had a long sermon
about young ladies’ friendships, and specially about Flor-
ence Trevelyan. I really believe that if she thought I cared -
an iota for Florence, beyond liking to see her because we
were at school together, she would have kept me from the
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pic-nic. She seems to have some especial prejudice against
her ; and says she cannot help being glad that the whole
party are going to France. We are safe, however, in one
way ; she has not a notion that Justine is really Justine, for
she said again that of course I should have known if she
had been my old acquaintance.”

“T wonder after all this that you were allowed to come
with us,” said Ruth, whose countenance had become more
and more overcast as Alice went on.

“The long engagement, and your mamma’s going with
us were the great things in my favor,” replied Alice. “Lady
Catharine has such trust in your mamma.” :

I begini to be half sorry we have troubled ourselves at
all about Justine or Florence either,” said Ruth. ¢ It might
have been better to let them take their own way.”

Alice only laughed, and declared, ¢ She did not care for
any thing now. She intended to enjoy herself thoroughly,
and put care aside.”

“Care and the Confirmation,” thought Ruth ; for the
quiet way in which Alice repeated what Lady Catharine
had said, and the indifference with which she spoke of her
own particular deception, were convincing proofs that her
mind was not in a fit state for a religious ordinance.

Madeline gazed after the carriage as it drpve away, with
a passing wish to be in it; but it was so soon checked,
that when her father stopped her as she was going up
stairs, and asked if she repented her choice, she was able
to answer, heartily and sincerely, « No, indeed, but I hope
they will iave a happy day.”
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CHAPTER XXIII.

FroreNcE TREVELYAN met Ruth with the information—
accompanied by a smile which she could not altogether
restrain—that Justine had a bad headache and was to keep
her room for the day. When she found, however, that
Lady Catharine was remaining at the Manor, her tone of
amusement changed into that of annoyance.

“ How extremely provokingI” she exclaimed, “to have
given up our pleasure for nothing ! and, besides, I rather
looked forward to seeing Juno scrambling over the broken
walls.”

A look of great disgust crossed Ruth’s face.

«“It is safer in one way though,” said Alice, who had
joined them, and who perceived that Ruth was not inclined
to reply. “Mrs. Clifford might have made remarks as well
as Lady Catharine.”

“ We were not much afraid of that, as long as she hasno
suspicions,” replied Florence; *for Mrs. Clifford never saw
Justine, and my aunt—who has a knack of miscalling foreign
names—always addresses her as Mademoiselle Veray, and
one name being as good as another, we have never taken the
trouble to enlighten her.”

« Florence, Florence !” exclaimed Ruth, ¢ this will never
do. You really grow worse and worse.”

¢« Ah, well ! we will have a little talk together by-and-
by. Don’t trouble yourself, Ruth; you will be quite satis-
fied,” and Florence moved away to speak to some other
friends.

Ruth watched her as she went from one to the other,
smiling and talking, and bending gracefully, and with per-
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fect self-possession, whilst her aunt introduced her to several
persons whom she had not known before ; and could scarce-
ly believe it possible that this was the same dull, silly girl
to whom she had felt herself so superior at school, and who
even now seemed to look to her for advice. Nothing is so
flattering to our self-conceit as deference shown by those
who either in rank, age, or position are naturally above us ;
and Ruth felt raised in her own opinion, when she saw that
she was respected by one who apparently knew so much
more of the world than she did. Florence herself appeared
in a new light; and the ease of manner which she showed
struck Ruth as something wonderful and enviable. The
party was now complete, and Mrs. De Lacy eager to set
offt. Mrs. Clifford, Ruth, and Alice were called away to
settle in what carriage and with what friends they would
best like to proceed to St. Cuthbert’s. Florence tried very
hard to manage for Ruth and Alice to go alone with her in
a little pony-chaise of Mrs. De Lacy’s; but Mrs. Clifford
was anxious about Alice, as Lady Catharine was not there
to give her consent, and very unwillingly was obliged to
insist upon her remaining with her. Alice was extremely
disappointed ; but consoled herself by the thought that it
would be almost as pleasant to have Ruth and Mrs. Clifford
to herself as to be with Florence. Here again, however,
she found an obstacle to her wishes. Mrs. Clifford did not
object to Ruth’s going with Florence, provided there was a
servant behind ; and when the choice was given tc Ruth
between the barouche and the pony-chaise, true to her
principle of doing good, she decided that it would be better
to remain with Florence, and have an opportunity of con-
versing with her, than to shut herself up with Alice whom
she might see every day. When the whole party at length
drove off, poor Alice was almost the only person dissatisfie
with the arrangement made for her.
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£t. Cuthbert’s Castle stood near the sea-shore, upon a
flat space of raised ground, the sides of which were covered
with trees and underwood ; the ruins spread over a con-
siderable extent, and the outer walls could be traced with-
out difficulty ; but the former habitable part of the building .
was now converted into a homely dwelling, inhabited by the
fahily of a poor man to whose charge the castle was com-
mitted, and only one room remained, with its low rafters,
and deep windows encircled by ivy, and haif hidden by
shrubs and elder-bushes, to show the style of the apart-
ments in which our ancestors once lived.

A deep ravine lay between the castle and the opposite
hill, on the summit of which was placed a watch-tower,
commanding an extensive view over the sea, and reaching
to a faint line of the coast many miles distant. It was more
as a picturesque ruin, and beautiful in its situation, that St.
Cuthbert’s was celebrated, than from possessing any remark-
able historical associations. The original building, like
that of many other castles of the kind, was of Saxon date;
but tradition stated that the Britons had fortified the same
spot even before them.

A pic-nic, however, does not afford the very best oppor-
tunity for carrying on study of any kind. Mrs. De Lacy’s
party in general- cared little for Britons or Saxons. The
greater part sought for amusement in climbing over danger-
ous places; a few had set their hearts upon.obtaining a .
good position for a sketch, and of the remainder some
wandered about in alarm, watching the young people, who
seemed upon the point of breaking their necks as they
scrambled over the walls, and some sat down upon the
grass and talked over old times with friends whom they
had not lately met, whilst one or two, amongst whom Mrs.
De Lacy was conspicuous, hurried from spot to spot, to
seek the best situation for preparing the dinner, a main
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object of all English meetings whether of business or of -
pleasure.

Mrs. Clifford was unwilling to be any restraint upon

. Alice, and as soon as they arrived at the castle, proposed
that she should wait for Ruth and Florence, who were some
little way behind them, and then join them and go over
the ruins together. Alice assented, though without ap-
pearing particularly to care what she did. She was,in
fact, annoyed at having been left by Ruth; and not all
Mrs. Clifford’s endeavors to amuse her on the road had
sufficed to restore her to good-humor. Ruth and Florence
drove up in high spirits, all serious conversation having
been diverted by the necessity of attending to a frisky
pony. Ruth had made her first essay in driving, and was
very desirous of exhibiting her skill as they entered the
court-yard. - She called to Alice to observe how well she
could manage, but Alice only looked up and said—

“Yes,” and made no further remark.

«Are you ready, my dear ?” said Mrs. Clifford, as Alice.
lingered, examining the gateway, before entering the castle.
“We are the last of all.”

Alice hurried on, and Mrs. Clifford, reading what was
passing in her mind, followed, willing, if possible, to put
her in good spirits again.

“ We must not keep quite to ourselves,” she said, *or
we shall miss hearing all there is to be told. The old
guide will never forgive us if we make him repeat his story
twice.”

«Oh! but, mamma,” exclaimed Ruth, “let us get rid of
the old guide. I have brought the book that papa gave
me the other day, telling all about the castle. It will be
much better to go over it by ourselves, and find out all the
parts. Come, Florence.”

Agnes De Lacy at that moment ran up to them, She
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had been sent by her mamma to look for them. Mrs. De
Lacy wanted Florence to give her opinion about the proper
place for the dinner. Florence hurried away, but returned
almost immediately, begging Ruth to accompany her. This
marked preference irritated Alice still more; it seemed as
if Ruth had quite taken her place; but Mrs. Clifford ob-
jected to Ruth’s going alone, and they went on together ;
Florence and Ruth still in front. Mrs. De Lacy had fixed
upon a shady spot under some trees, which grew in what
had once been the tilt-yard of the castle. It was a large
free space, sheltered and private, and here the servants
were busy placing as many tables and chairs as could be
provided from the porter’s lodge, whilst hampers and
_baskets, veal pies and hams, tarts and sandwiches, cakes,
biscuits, soda-water and champagne bottles, reposed side
by side upon the grass. Mrs. De Lacy was one of those
persons who, when roused from indolence, can only be
happy in extreme activity. She detained Floremce a long
time consulting her upon points which would have been
much better settled by the servants; and Florence, not
liking to be alone in her annoyance, kept Ruth by her side,
whilst Mrs. Clifford and Alice sat down upon a bench, ex-
pecting every minute to be at liberty. Several parties
strayed into the tilt-yard ; but finding how it was to be oc-
cupied, went away, and as their voices were heard in mer-
riment, sometimes quite near and sometimes in the distance,
whilst they explored the-castle, Alice grew more and more
provoked at being obliged to waste so much time. Mrs.
Clifford was just thinking of calling Ruth and going over
the ruins with them alone, when a gentleman and two
ladies appeared in the court, and instead of retiring, made
their way to Mrs. De Lacy. The gentleman. apologized
for intruding, but begged to leave his niece under her care,
whilst he went with his daughter to see the castle. The
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young lady was then taken to a seat near that occupied by
Mrs. Clifford and Alice, and her father and cousin went
away. She was a pleasing-looking girl, apparent)7 much
out of health. Alice was struck by her features ; they rc-
called a face she had seen before, and she tried to remem

ber whose it was. She went up to Ruth, who had wander-
ed away with Florence to a little distance.

“ Do look, Ruth,” she said, “ who can that be? Just
watch her; she is so precisely like some one I know.”

Ruth had not noticed her particularly, but now she drew
nearer.

“ Mary Vernon!” she said; “how very odd l—exactly
her face it is ; only the hair is lighter. Who is she, Flor-
ence ?”

“I don’t know,” said Florence, quickly; “my aunt has
asked a great many whom I have never seen. I hope she
has nothing to do with Mary Vernon.”

“Don’t say that, Florence,” exclaimed Ruth, eagerly.
“Mary Vernon is delightful; but you never would ac-
knowledge it.” .

“I don’t care for her,” said Florence, “one way or the
other; but I am glad she is in Ireland, and I do not wish
her or any of her friends to trouble themselves with our
concerns just now.”

“Why? what? how could they trouble themselves?”
inquired Ruth. _

“Oh! I don’t know. I think they are interfering peo-
ple,” replied Florence, with an air of indifference ; but she
immediately turned the conversation.

Ruth regarded the young lady more attentively, and
again declared the likeness to Mary Vernon so striking,
that she could not rest without knowing who she was,
Florence, however, called her attention to another subject
immediately, and although Ruth made several attempts ta
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go, she was detained for some little time, Mrs. De Lacy,
in the mean time, had introduced the stranger to Mrs. Clif-
ford as a Miss Merton, a niece of Colonel Merton, the gen-
tleman who had just left them, and who had a house in the
neighborhood of Sheldon. After this introduction, con-
versation went on easily ; and when Alice, having finished
her few words with Ruth, went back to the bench, she
found Mrs. Clifford and their mew acquaintance on very
agreeable terms. Alice listened to what was said with
much interest, endeavoring to find a clue to the striking
likeness ; and one subject leading to another, it was not
long before the desired point was reached. London was
spoken of ; London air; residences in London; schools
amongst them ; then Mrs. Carter’s name was mentioned,
and the mystery was immediately solved, by Miss Merton’s
exclamation: “ Oh! were you at Mrs. Carter's? Ihad a
first cousin there two or three years ago. Mary Vernon—
did you know her?” Alice laughed at this easy explana-
tion of the circumstance which had perplexed her, and
giving but a hasty answer to the question, hastened away
to tell Ruth of the discovery. Florence was just then pro-
posing to. Ruth that they should carry off Alice on a
scrambling expedition to the top of the gateway, and leave
Mrs. De Lacy and Mrs. Clifford to take care of the stranger,
who seemed, she said, to have neither strength nor spirits
for such an undertaking.

¢ Never mind Mary Vernon and Miss Merton, Alicé,” she
exclaimed, her countenance showing any thing but satisfac-
tion at the information which Alice gave with so much
pleasure. “ They are very good people, I dare say; but
Mary Vernon is in Ireland, and Miss Merton is fixed to that
bench for the rest of the day. They are neither of them
any good on a pic-nic party. I can’t see indeed why in-
valids should come to such things.”
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“ Come, Ruth, you must be introduced to her,” said
Alice, in her turn, unheeding Florence’s observation.

“Yes, of course, I will come directly. I think I should
like to stay and talk to her. Can’t we wait, Florence, tll
after dinner, for the gateway ?”

“No, no, indeed, we must not; we shall have the watch-
tower for after dinner; and your sketch, Ruth, which you
told me you had set your heart upon.”

“Yes, I forgot, I was to take it for Madeline ; but still I
must just ask about Mary. Do wait for me—only five
minutes.”

“ No, really, Ruth, we must not wait; if we want to see
the gateway, we must go at once. I dare say Miss Merton
is quite happy without knowing you.”

“ No, I assure you she is not,” observed Alice; “I heard
her mention Ruth’s name just as I came away. Of course,
Mary Vernon has talked to her about Ruth.”

Florence looked more discomposed than Alice had often
_before seen her ; but finding that Ruth was bent upon the
introduction, she followed close behind, begging her not to
delay. Ruth had many questions to ask and much to hear,
being delighted to meet with some one who had lately seen
Mary Vernon, and could tell every particular about her;
but Florence seemed determined to give her no rest. Miss
Merton happening to mention that she hoped to-remain in
the neighborhood some time, Florence instantly made this
a pretext for hurrying Ruth away, observing that, ““as there
would be many future opportunities, no doubt, for conver-
sation, but none, probably, for seeing St. Cuthbert’s, it
would be better to defer what was to be said for the
present.”

Alice had by this time partlally recovered her good-
humor ; not, however, from any effort of principle, but
merely because her attention was drawn off from herself
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When Florence begged her to accompany them, she made
no objection, though a little before she had formed the
-perverse resolution of leaving Ruth and Florence to them-
selves for the rest of the day. Mrs. Clifford could not allow
Miss Merton to remain alone, as Mrs. De Lacy was gone
from the tilt-yard ; and after promising to return in time for
dinner, and to keep to the regular steps which led to the
top of the gateway, Florence, Ruth, and Alice went away
together, evidently much to the satisfaction of the former.
Alice could not help saying to Ruth as they lmgered ina
narrow path a little behind Florence—

“1I thought, Ruth, you had given me up, and taken to a
new friend.”

Ruth quite laughed at the idea.

« How foolish, Alice !”” she replied ; * you forget the rea-
son of my coming here,”

“To see Florence, and talk to her gravely ; but have you
done it ?”

“ Not yet ; there has not been time enough.”

“ When you were driving together there was, surely;
and Just now, when you were walking up and down the
court, you were talking very fast.”

“There are proper seasons,” replied Ruth; “ one carmot
introduce subjects abruptly ; but I mean to say something
by-and-by. All this is leading to it; we are becoming bet-
ter acquainted, and Florence will be more inclined to listen
to me when she understands me thoroughly. I assure you
it is not time thrown away if one has any hope of influencing
her rightly.”

“Well! you know best,” was Alice’s reply; “but I am
glad to have a reason for things. And you really do not
like Florence better than me?”

“Ob, no! impossible!” exclaimed Ruth, in a tone so loud
that it made Florence turn round and inquire what was im-
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possible? But Ruth evaded the answer, and changed the
conversation, and it was apparently forgotten, though Alice
became more cheerful after it. .

CHAPTER XXIV.

A areaT bell rang—the bell at the gateway: it was the
signal for dinner. Parties came pouring into the tilt-yard
from every quarter. Florence, Ruth, and Alice made their
appearance when the tables were half filled. Mrs. Clifford
went to meet them.

“You are late, my dears, but I have kept places for you.
Colonel Merton was kind enough to give an order to his
servant.”

Florence slightly colored, and pointing to an empty place
at her aunt’s table, said they could go there.

“Thank you; but we need not crowd”Mrs. De Lacy.
Come, Alice, my love;” and Mrs. Clifford, feeling herself
especially bound to take charge of Alice, walked forward
with her.

The countenance of Florence betrayed extreme annoy-
ance; but her face was averted from Ruth, and they both
hurried on.

“ Now, then,” said Colonel Merton, as they came up,
“ there are two seats on each side reserved especially.”

Florence still went on at the risk of crowding Mrs. Clif-
ford.

“Mrs. Clifford, this place is for you,” said Colonel Mer-
ton. He pointed to the seat next to himself. ‘

Miss Merton took her position next to Alice, by her side.
Florence could not prevent it ; she went round to a ~hair
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opposite, and sank into it with a face gloomy as a thunder-
cloud.

¢« And that young lady is the daughter of Mr. Trevelyan
of Cromer Court, is she?” inquired Miss Merton of Alice,
as she looked at Florence after a silence of some length.

«“Yes; there are two sisters and several brothers. You
must have heard Mary Vernon speak of her.”

“Was she at Mrs. Carter’s? I forgot Mary’s mention-
ing that. What I have known about her has been since
they were at school.”

«Indeed !” repeated Alice. “I fancied you were stran-
gers.”

« 8o we are personally ; but there was an unhappy affair
about & French governess in which she was mixed up, and
then I used to hear her name frequently. Mary and she
did not take the same view of the case. It was a sad busi-
ness altogether.”

Alice’s curiosity was in a moment completely aroused.
Just then Mrs. Clifford spoke to Alice upon some indifferent
subject; yet Alice was struck by her tone of voice, for it
was unusually grave. Alice gave the answer; but Mrs.
Clifford did not seem to regard it. She was watching Flor-
ence and Ruth.

“1 bave told Mrs. Clifford the history,” continued Miss
Merton, ¢ without mentioning Mademoiselle Le Vergnier’s
name, and she quite agrees with me in thinking Miss Tre-
velyan decidedly mistaken, to say the least.”

“Is it a long history ?”” inquired Alice, not liking openly
to say how much she wished to hear it.

“ Rather, if I were to tell you all,” replied Miss Merton;
“but did Miss Trevelyan never mention the subject to you ?”

- “T have heard something about a governess,” said Alice,
feeling ashamed of the equivocation, and yet not thinking
herself at liberty to speak more plainly.
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«I should have supposed you would have known the
whole affair,” continued Miss Merton; ‘for this French
governess had something to do with Mrs. Carter. She was
not exactly a pupil; but Mrs. Carter, I know, was very
much interested about her, and indeed, kept friends with
her much longer than any one else would have done.”

* “ But what was the story ?”’ asked Alice.

“1 can scarcely tell you in detail—dinner would be end-
ed before I had half finished, if I were to try—but I can
give it you shortly. Though I should not wish Miss Tre-
velyan to know we were talking about it,” she added, ob-
serving that the eyes of Florence were fixed upon them.

“ Oh ! never mind,” replied Alice, eager above all things
to hear the truth of Justine’s history. ‘No one can hear
across the table, there is such a noise.”

“ My authority is very good,” observed Miss Merton;
“ for this French girl, Mademoiselle Le Vergnier—you must
recollect her now, surely ?”

“ Yes—the name—I knew her a little,” replied Alice,
hurriedly.

“ Mademoiselle Leé Vergnier was governess to some cousins
of Mary Vernon’s, the Darnleys. They lived not very far
from us when we were in Shropshire, and they were very
good people—rather strict, but still extremely respected— °
and I am sure they would not for the world have told a
falsehood. They took this Justine Le Vergnier, upon a
recommendation of some old friends, to be a governess.
Mary Vernon heard of it, and not having a good opinion of
ber, was rather worried at the notion. She wrote, I know,
to Mrs. Carter about it, and Mrs. Carter gave Mrs. Darnley
a hint to be watchful as to books, and conversation, and that
sort of thing; but the children were very young, and Mrs.
Carter said that it would be a perfect charity if Justine could
be for some time in a steady family; and she really hoped
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that she was much improved and likely to do well. So she
went there, and at first it was all very smooth, and Mrs.
Darnley liked her extremely. At the end of six months Mr.
and Mrs. Darnley were called away from home upon some
very special business, and they thought as they had a good
nurse, they might leave Justine with the children for about
a week. She made all sorts of promises, and they went
away perfectly satisfied. They came back rather suddenly,
* late at night. Of course Justine was to have been there to
meet them ; but she was not; no one knew any thing about
her; the children were in bed, and the servants in the
kitchen; but there was no Mademoiselle Le Vergnier.
About half-past eleven she came in, very much distressed
and surprised of course, but she had an admirable excuse
ready. A young friend, lately come to the neighborhood,
had, she said, been taken very ill, and had sent to beg her
to go to her; and as there was no one in the house whose
permission she could ask, she had gone, after seeing that the
children were safe in bed. It seemed strange that she
should have told nothing to the servants; but she gave
some plausible reason—I forget what—and Mrs, Darnley
began to think it was all right.”

« And was it really s0?” inquired Alice.

“ No, indeed. I cannot tell you how the truth came
out; it was only by degrees. She kept up the deception
wonderfully even about the sick friend; but at last it was
discovered that this going out was a constant practice, and
that she was in the habit of visiting not only the sick friend
but all her family, without Mrs. Darnley’s knowledge. And
what made it infinitely worse, these people were persons
whom her father particularly objected to her knowing, or
baving any thing to do with. You may suppose there was
an end to her situation at Mrs, Darnley's, and she was seat
bome as fast as possible.”
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«“It was wrong—extremely wrong,” said Alice, looking
very thoughtful. “ Are you quite sure it is true?”

“Yes; how could I be mistaken? The Darnleys are
Mary Vernon’s cousins; the moment all this was known
they wrote to her to tell her of it. Mary had some corre-
spondence with Justine herself.”

“ But Mary never said any thing to Ruth in any of her
letters,” observed Alice.

“ No, because Mary is careful and charitable, and will
never say a word against any person if she can possibly
help it ; and such a story as this must be the ruin of Justine
with every one. I should never have heard it, but that a
friend of mine had some thoughts of engaging her; then
Mary told me the whole history, a great deal more than I
have told you.” -

“ And did Mary think that nothing could ever be done
for Justine ?” inquired Alice.

“ She was extremely unhappy about her, especially after
she had prevented my friend from engaging her. It seemed,
she said, as if she had done Justine an injury; and I know
that she gave her money through Mrs. Carter, and managed

at one time to procure her some pupils for drawing and

French lessons merely, where she could do no harm. But
it was impossible for her to keep up the acquaintance, be-
sause she herself is quite young, and her father and aunt
would highly have disapproved of it.”

“But you have not said any thing about Florence yet,”
said Alice.

« Miss Trevelyan—oh, I forgot. But do you know,”—
and Miss Merton blushed—¢“I am mnot at all sure I have
been doing right in talking to you in this way. I don’t
think Mary Vernon would have done it. I began from fan-
cying that as yeu appeared such & great friend of Miss Tre-
velyan’s, you might have heard all the affair before, and
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then I was led on I don’t know how. Really I believe it
was very wrong.” .

“But you must finish now,” said Alice with a little
brusqueness of manner, and not at all sympathizing with
her companion’s self-reproach. «I think you are bound to
tell me what you have to say against Florence.”

“Not against her, that is such a hard expression,” said
Miss Merton, looking very uncomfortable.

«But I should like to know what it is you have to say,”
persisted Alice, who perceived that the party was on the
point of breaking up, and was anxious to learn all that
could be told ‘before she was separated from her new ac-
quaintance.

« After all, you may think it more a difference of opinion
than any real harm,” replied Miss Merton. “I believe
Miss Trevelyan had been in the habit of corresponding with
Mademoiselle Le Vergnier, and when this unfortunate busi-
ness was discovered, Justine wrote to give her version of it;
and, although Miss Trevelyan was told the whole history,
even to the most minute details, she took Justine’s part,
and actually persuaded her father and mother to invite her
to Cromer Court.” :

“But if she believed Justine innocent,” said Alice, “ hw

_sould it be wrong ?”

«“ How was she to be the judge?” said Miss Merton.
“How could she know more of Justine’s character than the
Darnleys and Mrs. Carter? Mrs. Carter tried to stop the
acquaintance, but Miss Trevelyan is such a favorite at home,
that she was allowed to do just what she liked. The
friendship went ‘on, and goes on still, I believe, though I
have not heard of it lately; and I don’t know what
has become of Mademoiselle Le Vergnier. I rather think
that she went back to her father after staying at Cromer
Court.” ]
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“Alice, my dear,” said Mrs. Clifford, “where are your
thoughts ?”

Alice started.

“ We are left nearly the last, you see;” said Mrs. Clifford,

smiling.

miice rose mechanically, and stood looking about, as if
not knowing what to do. Whilst listening to Miss Merton,
her imagination had strayed far away from the pic-nic.

“] am afraid you will think me very unkind,” whispered
Miss Merton.

«Oh no, not at all; I am glad to have heard.” Alice
did not think of saying any thing more; she was not used
to society, and allowed herself to be absorbed and rendered
absent by any subject which might be uppermost at the
moment. Whether Miss Merton was annoyed or not was
just then a ‘question of no consequence, her whole mind
being set upon telling Ruth what she had learned.

Florence Trevelyan joined her almost immediately on
their leaving the tilt-yard. ~Miss Merton went to her uncle,
and Mrs. Clifford begged Ruth to remain with her.

The first observation which Florence made showed what
was in her thoughts. “Well, Alice, how have you been
getting on? You and Miss Merton seemed to be making
immense friends.”

= Alice made a short reply, and continued her own train
of thought, which related chiefly to the conduct of Flor-
ence. Alice could not doubt that Florence was sincere in
her belief of Justine’s innocence, but she still could not
reconcile it to herself that Florence should credit Justine’s
own version of her story, against such glaring facts as had
now been related. Neither had Florence been open in all
she bad said to Alice, when first speaking of Justine; she
had mentioned Mrs. Carter in a general way, as prejudiced ;
as believing idle stories from hearsay; whereas, from Miss



236 LANETON PARSON..%S.

Morton’s account, Mrs. Carter was fully aware of every
sircumstance. Florence had not said any thing positively
untrue, but she had contrived to mystify the whole affair.
Alice felt that she could not trust her as she had done be-
fore, and she longed to ask a fuller explanation, but in hon-
or to Miss Merton she could not repeat what had been
said. All these thoughts rendered her silent, and she con-
tinually looked round for Ruth, ‘wishing that she would
come, till Florence was provoked, and declared she would
join a party which was before them, and go to the watch-
tower with them, for Alice was really too stupid to be a
companion on a pic-nic. This remark had no effect in
bringing out Alice’s private thoughts, which were what
Florence really desired to know. She only repeated her
desire to see Ruth, and at length insisted upon sitting down
to wait for her.

Florence would not leave her, notwithstanding her threat
she seemed to have an instinctive knowledge tha.all would
go wrong with her schemes if she went away. ¢ Here they
are,” she exclaimed, after they had waited nearly ten min-
utes, “ Ruth, and Mrs. Clifford, and my aunt. How long
you have kept us!” pursued Florence, addressing Ruth, as
the party came up.

“ Ruth,” observed Alice, “ you look pale; are you ill 2”

“No, thank you.”

If Ruth was not ill she was very nervous and hurried.
Alice asked her again if any thing was the matter.

¢ Nothing, nothing!” She put her arm within that of
Florence, and walked on very fast.

Alice was more hurt than angry. This second appear-
ance of neglect was more than she could well bear.

They now began to descend a winding path, through the
low shrubs and copsewood, which covered the ravine be-
tween the castle and the watch-tower hill. The way was
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rough, and only one person could go abreast. Their pro-
gress was not very speedy, and Florence and Ruth were
soon out of sight.”

“Ruth has forgotten her sketching-book.” said Mrs.
Clifford ; ““do Alice run after her, and beg them not to go
so fast, we shall never be able to keep up with them.”

And Alice hastened on, thinking that she should over-

take Ruth almost immediately; this, however, was not so-

easily done. Ruth and Florence walked quickly, and when
Alice reached a spot where two ways met, she found noth-
ing to show her in which direction to proceed. She took
the one which appeared the least overgrown, and proceeded
for some little distance, though without seeing any sign of
her companions. Then she thought it would be better to
go back; but by this time Mrs. Clifford and the rest of the
party had passed the turning, and taken the contrary path,
so that Alice was left behind by all.

CHAPTER XXYV.

Ix the mean time Ruth had hurried Florence forward
with the intention of outstripping the rest of the party,
and when they reached a sufficient distance she stopped for
a moment, and exclaimed, “ Oh, Florence! this unhappy
business with Justine, it has made me miserable. I have
done so wrong !”

“How ? what can have happened ?” asked Florence,
turning pale. )

«] have deceived,” exclaimed Ruth, in a tone of bitter
self-reproach; “I have deceived mamma, wilfully. I have
all but told a story. What will she think of me ?”
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“ Ruth, what do you mean ? what can Mrs. Clifford know ?”

I cannot tell what she has heard,” replied Ruth, “but
she must have some suspicions : not about me, though ; she
would never suspect me, and that makes it much worse ;
and I never meant to deceive her; I would not do it for all
the world. Florence, I am so very unhappy !”

“Pray be quick,” exclaimed Florence, hastening on; “we
shall be overtaken in a minute, and I must understand what
you are talking of.”

“Mamma stopped me as we left the dinner-table,” said
Ruth. «“She looked very anxious and worried, and asked
me if you had not a friend staying with you. I said, ¢ Yes.’
Then she asked me if she was not a French girl, who was
going to be governess to Agnes; and I said ¢Yes’ too.
Then she wanted to know if I had ever seen her, and T
was puzzled what to say, when Mrs. De Lacy came up to
us ; she had heard just the last words, and said, ¢ Oh!
is it Mademoiselle Veray you ‘are talking of ¥ Mamma
turned to me, and said, “ That was not fhe- name of the
young lady whom you knew at Mrs. Carter’s, was it,
Ruth

“ Of course you said No,” interrupted Florence.

“Yes, Idid not know what else to say, but I was wretched
directly I had done it; and mamma smiled, and said she
was glad to hear that it was not the same person; and
then Mrs. De Lacy went on talking about Justine, and re-*
marked what a pleasing girl she was, and asked if I did
not think so. She said that you had recommended her,
and that you had a good many French acquaintances ; and
she seemed to think that Justine had never been in any
situation as governess before ; and all the time I was obliged
to let every thifig go on as if I did not know a word about
it. Florence, I cannot bear to deccive mamma, and I must
tell her.”
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«If you do, said Florence, quickly, “you will break
your word, and destroy Justine’s prospects for life.”

“I am very sorry for Justine,” said Ruth; I would help
her if I possibly could, but there is nothing else to be
done; and for my promise, you know that it was made only
for a time. I had no idea of always keeping a secret from
my mother.”

“Then you should not have given your word,” persisted
Florence. “Justine and I have depended upon you, and
have made all our arrangements under the belief that you
would not break it. If you betray us, Justine will be in-
jured for life.”

“You have never told me yet how that could be,” said
Ruth; “all I have heard has been from Alice.”

T shall wait for Justine to tell you,” replied Florence.
« Her own account will gonvince you of the truth, far better
than any thing I can say.”

1 cannot hear her account,” said Ruth.

“ Go back with us this evening, and you shall; I will
manage it. At any rate, do not be unjust and condemn
her unheard.”

«If I had not deceived mamma !” said Ruth, speaking te
herself.

It was not intentional deceit,” feplied Florence ; “ but
whether it was so or not, this is a case of justice. Justine
wrote to you herself, I know, begging you to.give her some
advice. If you betray her beforehand, I must say it will
be, according to my notions, very dishonorable.”

" ¢ She might trust mamma as well as me, if it were right
to keep her secret,” said Ruth.

“That is not the question. Justine knows nothing of
your mamma, and she does know a great deal of you.
She has the greatest respect for you, and I know would take
any hints from you ; cven as to her management of Agnes.”
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] cannot believe that,” said Ruth.

I do not ask you to believe it on my word. I only ask
you to wait till you have seen Justine yourself. You have
no idea what she thinks of you. Ruth, you cannot be so
unkind as to persist.”

Ruth looked unhappy, and sat down to rest under the
shade of a tree, but would say nothing. Florence repeated
her arguments, and became more and more earnest.

“ Your mamma and my aunt are coming,” she said, on
hearing voices; “have you no pity, Ruth ?”

But she could not extract another promise. Mrs. De
Lacy and Mrs. Clifford came up to them ; the former quick-
ened her pace on seeing them, and hastily addressing Flor-
ence, said :

I have been hearing a strange story from Mrs, Clifford,
my dear Florence, about a young French governess ; Mrs.
Clifford heard it from Miss Merton ; it made me extremely
uncomfortable for the moment. I began to think—"

“Oh! yes, I know that story,” interrupted Florence.
“You remember, Ruth—the French girl who was at Mrs.
Carter’s,” ,

Ruth rose up suddenly in great agitation. Mrs.. Clifford
thought she understood the cause, and hastening to change
a conversation which might bring painful recollections to
Ruth’s mind, said :

I have been satisfying Mrs. De Lacy’s mind ; I told her
that Ruth had seen this young lady whom she has engaged
as a governess, and knew that she was not the same who
visited at Mrs. Carter’s.”

¢ Yes, that day we first met at Redford ; Ruth saw her
for an instant,” said Florence to her aunt; ¢ but indeed,
Aunt De Lacy, I cannot think why Miss Merton should
repeat things against persons who cannot defend them-
selves.” : :
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«I dare say she meant no harm,” replied Mrs. De Lacy,
good-naturedly ; “but you can imagine I was a little startled
for the moment. However, Mrs. Clifford’s assurance quite
satisfied me. But how does it happen,” she added, looking
round, *that Miss Lennox is not with you ?”

“ We sent her after you, Ruth, with a sketch-book,” said
Mrs. Clifford ;  you must have seen her surely.”

“We walked fast,” observed Florence, delighted at the
prospect of introducing another subject; “ had we not better
turn back and look for her ?”

Mrs. Clifford objected to this, saying that Ruth appeared
already so tired, she thought it would not do for her to go
any farther. Colonel Merton just then came up alone. The
ladies of his party, he said, were afraid of mountilig the
hill. He had seen nothing of Alice, but seemed to think it
very likely she had mistaken her way.

“Yes, just at that turning,” exclaimed Florence, ¢ where
two paths meet. I remember thinking at the time it was
very possible.”

Colonel Merton proposed to return, but Mrs. Clifford ap-
peared uneasy, and said that she would rather go herself, as
Alice was under her charge.  Ruth, my love,” she added,
“you had better not attempt reaching the top of the hill.
Wait here till we all come back.” Ruth assented, and
Florence insisted on remaining with her. ]

Once more Florence and-Ruth were alone. Ruth leaned
her head upon her hand, gazing vacantly on the scene be-
neath them. The smooth grass of the watch-tower hill
sloped to the edge of the ravine they had just crossed, on
the other side of which the gray castle walls were discovered
at intervals, amidst the mass of underwood that clothed the
descent. Two ruined towers, and the top of the battle-
mented gateway, were seen to the left, and to the right rose
he large trees shadowing the tilt-yard. Between thz castle

81
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and the sea, where the sides of the ravine were less steep,
the land projected in a sharp point, forming the extremity
of a small bay. Several fishing-boats lay stranded upon the
beach, and two or three skiffs were passing near the shore ;
and in the far distance where the blue line of the sea blend-
ed with the warm misty tints of the hotizon, two ships of
war, crowded with sails, were slowly traversing the wide
ocean. It was a very lovely view, and Florence remarked
upon it ; but Ruth’s only reply was a sigh, that proceeded
from the depths of her heart. Florence asked what was
the matter, and Ruth’s distress broke forth in a torrent of
words :—* Florence was deceitful, misjudging; she had
entered upon a wrong course ; she ought certainly to give
up Justine ; it was really wicked to mislead her aunt, be-
sides being foolish. The truth might be discovered at any
moment. If Miss Merton were to see Justine, it must be
known. For herself, she was wretched, and resolved no
longer to bear the concealment.”” To all which, Florence re-
plied much in the same strain as before ; urging that Ruth
could be no judge of what was right, until she had spoken
to Justine herself ; promising that if there was no oppor-
tunity of a conversation, Justine should write full details of
every circumstance, and ending with stating, that she had
no wish to deceive her aunt for a continuance; she only
wished her not to look at Justine with prejudiced eyes.
‘When they should be in France, and Justine should have
gained herself a place in Mrs. De Lacy’s estimation, as she
assuredly would do if Ruth would only give her a few no-
tions as to the management of Agnes, the truth was to be
told ; it was simply the dread of Mrs. Carter’s prejudices
which induced them both for the present to desire secrecy.
This sounded very plausible. Ruth piqued herself upon
being reasonable ; she was inclined to come round again;
but then the deceit.—Florence perceived that she had
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gained a step, and turned to another point, one which she
really felt herself, and which therefore she spoke of with
seriousness. It was the importance to Justine of obtaining
a situation ; the distress to which she might be reduced if
she could not do so. )

« Justine will go back to her miserable home, Ruth, and
be wretched,” she said. “No one will help her, and she
will be so poor that she will hardly have bread to eat. She
told me one day that there have been times, when she has
had nothing to do, that she and her father have really not
known how to get a dinner.”. ‘

Ruth’s eyes filled with tears. I would give her all my
money,” she said, “if I could; but I have promised it in
the village.”

Florence smiled with an air of contempt, and asked if she
thought a few shillings would keep Justine for life.

“I was only wishing,” replied Ruth. “ I would do any
thing to help her except deceive mamma.”

“Then be satisfied,” exclaimed Florence. * To-night you
shall hear all from Justine herself, and she shall write a let-
ter which you may be able to show your mamma, explain-
ing every thing ; and when we are in France, and I tell my
aunt, you shall tell Mrs. Clifford ; only be kind now.”

Ruth wavered. She asked when she should have this
written explanation.

« Immediately—to-morrow, if possible. Indeed, you shall
have it.”

- At that instant a distinct shrill cry broke upon the ear.
Ruth started up. '

“ Florence, what was that?” She seized the arm of
Florence and trembled extremely.

“I don’t know ; it is an accident. Something bas hap-
pened—hark !”’

The cry sounded again more faintly. Colone” Merton
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ran down the hill. “Did you hear it ?” he said, as he
passed. :

“Yes. What is it 7—where? Aunt De Lacy, what is
it?”

Colonel Merton had rushed on. Mrs. De Lacy was beck-
oning them to follow her by a shorter and steeper path than
that by which they had ascended. Florence dragged Ruth
after her. Breathless and giddy, they rea.ched the foot of
the ravine.

“ Go, Florence! For pity’s sake find out what has hap-
pened,” exclaimed Mrs. De Lacy. ¢Take the path to the
left; follow Colonel Merton.” |

Ruth’s strength was nearly exhausted ; but she gave no
heed to Mrs. De Lacy’s entreaties that she would remain
behind ; and still holding the hand of Florence, they pur-
sued their way amidst the tangled briers along the narrow
pathway worn along the top of the ravine. A large oak
tree stood on the bank, its gnarled trunk and knotted
branches spreading themselves out so as completely to ob-
struct both the pathway and the view. Florence held by
the trunk, and with difficulty scrambled over the brambles
which grew upon the steep edge of the descent. Voices
were heard very near below them.

« Be quick, Ruth, pray ! she exclaimed.

Ruth’s dress was caught in the briers; it was rent com-
pletely actoss, and they hurried forward.

¢ Stop, Ruth—hark I and Florence stepped forward up-
on a bank which commanded the whole length of the ra-
vine. A faint scream made Ruth spring to her side, mthout
the power of asking the cause.

Below, upon a smooth space of grass, Alice lay pale as
death, her head resting wpon Mrs. Clifford’s lap ; her eyes
nearly closed, and the marks of severe bruises upon her
face. Colonel Merton and several gentlemen were near,
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and on the summit of the castle wall above there steod a
party anxiously looking on and entreating to be told how
they might render assistance. Ruth’s first impulse was to
slide down the bank and reach her mamma ; but the descent
was not practicable, and when she spoke no one answered
or noticed her. Alice was not senseless, for she gave signs
of suffering extreme pain. The sound of her voice, though
it was heard only in a groan, relieved Ruth’s extreme
anxiety ; whatever had happened, Alice was not dead.
Mrs. Clifford retained her usual calm self-possession, and
decided at once what it would be best to do. A pathway
was hastily cleared by some of the gentlemen, and Colonel
Merton then lifted Alice gently in his arms and carried her,
though slowly and with difficulty, up the steep bank.

Florence and Ruth could see no more. When the last of
the party had disappeared, Ruth sat down on the grass and
burst into tears. Florence looked about to discover how
the accident had happened.

‘“8he must have been clambering over the wall and have
fallen,” she said. ¢ Yes, there are the marks all the way
from the top. See, Ruth, above.”

Ruth turned, and saw at once what had occurred. Alice
ﬁndmg herself alone, had amused herself by exploring the
ruins, and having no one to guide her, had ventured upon a
dangerous part; the loose stones had given way and she
had been precipitated over the walls halfway down the
bank. The height of the walls at that particular spot was
not very great, and her descent had been broken by the
underwood ; but a large stone lay close by the spot on
which she had been extended, showing the fearful peril
from which, by a merciful Providence, she had been in a
great measure saved. ¥

Ruth passed her hand for an instant before her eyes;
partly to shut out from view the horrible probatility which
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imagination presented, partly from the deep feeling of awe,
which made her utter a silent thanksgiving for Alice’s pres-
ervation. Then, without speaking another word, she turned
slowly away and retraced her steps to the spot where Mrs.
De Lacy was waiting for them.

CHAPTER XXVI.

Taere were lights shining through the windows of the
Manor the whole of that night; moving, flickering, now
clear, now dim, at intervals entirely disappearing; but there
was one which never changed; it burnt with a dull flame,
immoveable as the dark, silent figure which sat by the table
on which it was placed, neither reading, nor speaking, nor
praying, save in the secrecy of the sorrowful heart, open only
to the Eye of God. Lady Catharine watched by Alice’s
bedside, though she was told that watching was unneces-
sary. Alice had received a severe injury, but she was
young and of a vigorous constitution, and many who had
suffered more severely had speedily recovered; a night’s
rest might do wonders. This was the opinion of Lady
Catharine’s medical -attendant, and there was nothing in it
to excite alarm ; yet Lady Catharine resisted all Marsham’s
persuasions to leave the task of nursing to her, and not con-
centing even to rest on the sofa so as to be within call,
which was all that was really required, devoted the weary
hours of the night to meditation and prayer. There was
much to engage her mind. We say that death is near us
at every moment; but perhaps we seldom actually ‘realize

the truth, until we have been unexpectedly brought in con-

tact with it. Alice had escaped an imminent peril ; but the
excape brought many most painful thoughts to Lady Cath-
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arine’s remembrance. It almost forced her to recall the
distressing doubts which had harassed her since her conver-
sation with Mr. Clifford. One of the common arguments
which she herself had often used, and had heard others use,
to bring young persons to a sense of their religious obliga-
tions, was, “If you are not fit for Confirmation and the
Holy Communion, you are not fit to die.” Alice had been
all but pronounced unfit for Confirmation; and God had
been pleased to bring her awfully near to death. However
insensible she might be to the risk she had run, and the
Providence which had preserved her, Lady Catharine saw
it full well. With that one most terrible doubt as to the
state of Alice’s heart, came the others which, from Lady
Catharine’s sincerity of purpose, necessarily accompanied
them ; and the most rigid earthly scrutinizer of human mo-
tives must have been satisfied by her survey of her own
conduct with regard to Alice. On no occasion had it been
made more carefully or more truly; for Mr. Clifford’s sug-
gestions had taken root in a mind, which, however naturally
prejudiced, was never wilfully shut against truth.

They were sad thoughts for the still, silent night, and
when morning dawned, Lady Catharine’s face told the
mental as well as physical fatigue which she had been en-
during. But her spirit was still unfailing ; she gave all the
necessary orders for the day; took her breakfast as usual,
and not till eleven o’clock, when the medical man had again
seen Alice, and pronounced that she was going om well, al-
lowed herself to have two or three hours’ rest. And during
all that time no one would have imagined that Lady Catha-.
rine had any thoughts or any fears beyond those which the
state of circumstances might naturally occasion. When she
went to Alice and asked whether she would like to have
prayers read for her, or would prefer repeating them ‘for
herself, no one would have supposed that the answer was
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listened for with the most intense anxiety, as an indication
of the tone of Alice’s mind. And when Alice asked for a
book, and Lady Catharine remarked that she had not her-
self read the Psalms and Lessons for the day, no one would
have discovered any change of countenance to show the
sinking of heart with which the reply was received :—1I
don’t think I can attend to those things now. I should
like something amusing.”

Alice was suffering much pain at the time; possibly she
might not have been able to fix her thoughts seriously ; but
Lady Catharine read in the words that the will was want-
ing, and she turned away because Alice should not see her
tears.

« Has any one been here from the Parsonage, Marsham ?”
said Alice, groaning with pain, as she tried to move.

¢ A message to know how you were, Miss ; nothing else.”

“Some one will come, I hope,” said Alice. “I wish
Ruth would. Give me a book, please, Marsham.”

The book was given, and the pages were turned over;
but Alice’s head was not in any state for reading. It was
swollen from a severe bruise, and ached and throbbed till
she could not bear it ; and again she inquired for Ruth.

“Lady Catharine wanted to know if you would like to
be read to just now, Miss Lennox,” said Marsham. ¢ Please
to keep your hand down, and be still ; the doctor says you
must be quiet.”

«I can’t, Marsham, my head is so very bad. Lady Cath-
arine wanted to read the Psalms and Lessons; but I can’t
attend.”

« Her ladyship would have read any thing you liked,”
observed Marsham. “ She was all in a fidget to do some-
thing for you.”

« She is not here, is she?” said Alice, in a whisper, and
irying to look round.
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“ Oh, no, Miss, she is gone to lie down; you know she
sat up with you all night.”

Alice looked surprised. ¢ Did she? I was so stupid, sc
dizzy, I did not know who was here exactly. Is she very
tired 2

“ More so a great deal than she will say, I suspect,” said
Marsham. ¢ Her ladyship is not a person to make com-
plaints, you know, Miss Lennox.”

« It was very kind of her. Oh, my head! Marsham, do
make the bandage loose.”

“ My lady would not let anybody do any thing for you
but herself, if she could help it,” said Marsham in a tone of
some irritation, ¢ There is mobody like her for a nurse
when any thing is the matter.”

“Yes, I dare say. Marsham, how you hurt me !”

" Marsham loosened the bandage, but not the more gently
for Alice’s exclamation. ¢ My lady was always famed for
her kind heart,” continued Marsham. ¢ I have lived with
her now fifteen years, and I never knew her once hear of
any one being ill without helping to the very utmost.”

“ That is why she wants to nurse me, then,” said Alice,
shortly, but less pettishly.

“ Oh ! Miss Lennox ; you don’t think that ?”

“No, why not ?” asked Alice.

¢ Because you know you are different from anybody else
with my lady. We all say, very often, that it is quite won-
derful how fond she is of you ; but then she was so fond of
your poor mamma.”’

“Fond of me !” repeated Alice to herself; and then she
added aloud, “ Marsham, do you remember my mamma
well ?”

“ Remember her, Miss Lennox! yes, indeed. It would
pe strange indeed if I could forget her. Such a sweet face
she had, and her ways so gentle !”
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This was said with rather a severe glance at Alice, which,
however, was not noticed.—* I used to take her fruit from
my lady nearly every day,” continued Marsham. ¢It was
my lady’s own wish that I should go, because she said 1
could tell better than any one else what was wanted. There
she used to be sitting up by the window, with the little
round table, that my lady gave her on her birthday, always
by her side, and her books upon it, and the greenhouse
flowers put in so beautifully. My lady dressed the flowers
for her every day when she went to see her. Your poor
mamma had a great fancy for flowers ; and when she took
to her bed she used to have them always lying by her.
And then my lady would sit by and look at her; and some-
times I used to catch a few words when I came in, and it
was almost always about you, Miss Lennox.”

Alice again put her hand to her head to alter the band-
age ; but this time she did not complain.

“ One day, I remember especially,” continued Marsham,
“ your poor mamma had been very ill—so faint they could
hardly keep her alive ; but she was a little better, and my
lady was putting eau de Cologne and water to her forehead.
Your mamma looked up and smiled, and said something
about ‘always kind,” and just then you peeped in at the
door, and my lady made a sign to you to go away, and when
you were gone I heard her say, ¢ You will not mind my
sending Alice away, it is only for your sake.” Your mam-
ma’s answer was spoken out so sttong, Miss Lennox: ¢She
is your child,’ she said ; and my lady stooped down, and
whispered something very low, which I could not hear; but
your mamma answered, ¢ God bless you and reward you,’
and then you were called in and my lady kissed you.”

«T think I remember the kiss,” said Alice, thoughtfully.

“ My lady’s manner changed to you from that day, Miss
Alice,” continued Marsham. It seemed to me as if she

Pl
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began to give you the love which was your poor mamma’s.
I don’t mean that she did not go on loving her ; but it was
in a different way. Your mamma was so ill, there se:med
to be no reason to care about any common things for her;
only just to make her as comfortable as could be for the
time. There were no troubles about money and dress, and
such things for her ; she was gone beyond them. She looked
like an angel; and my lady used sometimes to say to me
that she could hardly fancy it right to talk about common
things before her ; and so all her anxiety, in a way, went to
you, Miss Alice.”

Alice shut her eyes; it might have been either from pain
of body or of mind.

«Shall you be going to sleep now, do you think ?” in-
quired Marsham.

“I don’t know—I am not sleepy. When will Lady
Catharine come back ?”

“Not for a long time, I hope,” answered Marsham. *She
will wear herself out if she goes on as she has begun.”

¢ Then, Marsham, you may give me the Prayer Book,
and I will try to read the Psalms.”

Marsham gave it, with an injunction that she was to leave
off directly she found the reading tire her head ; and Alice
soon laid the book down, and fell into a disturbed sleep.

CHAPTER XXVII.

Lapy CATHARINE was sitting in Alice’s morning room ; it
was the first day that Alice had been allowed to leave her
bed. It gave her much pain still to be dressed, and she’
was weakened by all she had suffered. A short illness will
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sometimes make a great change in a young person, and Alice
was looking very unwell. She lay upon the sofa at work,
and seemed to be thinking more than usual. Lady Catha-
rine regarded her silently and anxiously. Now and then
Alice asked a few questions, rather, it seemed, because she
thought she .ought to talk, than from any wish for conver-
sation, and frequently had recourse to a book. When Lady
Catharine was called out of the room, Alice drew a paper
from her work-basket, and read it with much attention. It
was in Madeline’s handwriting. Lady Catharine’s re-en-
trance made her fold it up, and put it again in its hiding-
place. In her haste she threw down the basket, and scat-
tered the contents upon the floor. She was not able to pick
them up herself, but Lady Cathanne did, and as she took
up the papers, she said—

« Is this from Madeline ?”’

“Yes;” and Alice colored. It was something she sent
me yesterday ; will you give it to me ?”” She held out her
hand, which trembled a little.

Lady Catharine took hold of it affectionately, and said,
“Poor child ! and kissed her.

Alice held the paper as if fearing either that-it should be

~taken from her, or that some inquiry might be made about it.

Lady Catharine smoothed her pillow; and proposed that
she should have some grapes, which had just been brought
in from the hot-house.

Alice said “ Yes;” and thanked her, and looked as if she
would have said more, but was afraid.

Lady Catharine was not quick at interpreting looks. She
heard only Alice’s “ Thank you;” and it was cold to her
warm feelings. She sighed, and sat down; and after a
little while left the room again. She had not been long
absent, before a lighter and freer step was heard in the gal-
lery ; a gentle knock was given at the door of Alice’s room,
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and scarcely waiting for the permission to be given, Made-
line opened it. The change in Alice’s manner was instanta-
neous. Madeline was told how Alice had slept, how she
was then feeling, whether she had enjoyed her dinner ; and
being satisfied upon these points, she produced some par-
ticularly choice flowers, gathered from her own garden.
Lady Catharine would have had real cause to sigh if she
had witnessed the hearty gratitude with which this trifling

- present was received ; yet it might have proved to her, that,

whatever might be Alice’s defect of manner to herself, there
was no real coldness of heart.

« And you have been reading the extracts ?”” said Made-
line, observing the corner of the paper half hidden in the
work-basket. ¢ I was glad papa let me copy them for you.
Are they not very nice?”

“Yes, I think so; Ihave not read much of them. Lady
Catharine said your papa preached a beautiful sermon on
Sunday.”

« I longed for you to hear it,” continued Madeline.

“Did you?” and Alme faintly smiled. It would have
been no good.”

“ Oh! but, Alice, pray don’t talk so. I thought all that
papa says would have brought you round.”

«Tt is very kind in you, Maddy,” replied Alice; *1I really
am very much obliged to you for taking so much trouble,
writing all this out for me, but as things are fixed they must
remain.”

« And Ruth is so strange too,” observed Madeline. I
hoped she would have talked to you, but I can scarcely
make her attend to me. She sits thinking all day nearly.”

“ Ruth knows it is best to let things remain as they are,”
repeated Alice.

«“Have yon asked her ?” inquired Madeline.

« No, I have only seen her for a few minutes, twice. We
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did not talk about the Confirmation then. Had you any
letters to-day ?”

This last question was put very abruptly ; and Madeline
hastily answered in the negative, and then observed, «I
think Ruth would agree with me, and papa too.”

“It can make no difference,” replied Alice; I may be
very wicked, but I am not a hypocrite.”

«If you wish to be confirmed, there is no hypocrisy in
saying s0,” observed Madeline. ’

Alice shook her head, and answered, that if she ever in-
tended to be good, she would be good thoroughly. Lady
Catharine had been so kind lately, that she could not pre-
tend any thing with her; besides, she was ill; she should
not be well enough for the Confirmation.

Madeline sat for some minutes with an air of great disap-
pointment ; then, leaving her seat, she stood beside Alice,
and looking at her earnestly and sorrowfully, said, “ If you
were ill, Alice, very ill indeed, you would be extremely
sorry not to have been confirmed.”

“1 donot see why I should be much more sorry about it
then than now,” answered Alice,

“Don’t you? It seems to me as if you must be. If you
were confirmed you might receive the Holy Communion.”

Alice raised herself on the sofa, and said eagerly, «“Mad-
dy, do not talk of that.”

“ But I must, Alice; you must let me indeed,” continued
Madeline. ‘I would try not to vex you, but it will be such
a weight on my mind if you do not let me tell you;” and,
finding Alice did not again_interrupt her, she went on:
“The evening you were brought home I seemed to think
only about your pain; I did not imagine there could be any
danger ; but the next day Marsham told mamma she thought
you were more hurt than people fancied, and she was afraid
of fever. Mamma said .this to papa before me; I don’t



LANETON PARSONAGE. 255

think she quite meant me to hear, but I happened to be
coming into the room. I was dreadfully frightened, and I
began talking to papa all about you, and about—you must
not mind, Alice; you know it was only our fear—about—
that perhaps you might not get well. He seemed very un-
happy indeed. Ihad never seen him in such a way before,
and at last something was mentioned about the Confirma-
tion ; and then, Alice, do you know, I saw the tears in his
eyes,—real tears; I had never seen any man cry before, and
I scarcely believed till then that men could cry ; but papa was
just like one of us then, and he said it was such a grief to
him to think that you had not appeared to care about your
confirmation, because it showed that your mind was not in
a right state; and he went on to say that it would have
been a great blessing if you had been confirmed, or if you
were really fit for it and anxious about it ; because then, if
you were to be worse, he might give you the Holy Com-
munion.”

«If T was not confirmed ?” inquired Alice.

“ Yes, because it does not say in the Prayer Book that
persons must be confirmed first; only that they must be, if
they can.”

Alice appeared to be struck by a new and very serious
idea, but one which perplexed her. I should not be sure
of going to Heaven,” she replied, * even if I were to receive
the Communion.” : ,

“That was what I said,” exclaimed Madeline, ¢ I could
not understand papa at first. I could not think how it
could be of such great consequence ; but papa grew so very,
very earnest. He said that, of course, receiving the Holy
Communion would not save us; and if we received it un-
prepared, it would be harm to us instead of good ; but that
none of us knew the great blessing we missed by neglecting
it. -And then he read to me parts of the sixth chapter of -
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8t. John, which is all about it; and certainly the words
seemed much more solemn than they had ever done before.
They made me feel as if I could not bear tc die before I had
received it, and as if I could not bear that you, or any one
I loved, should do so either.”

¢« And did you come to talk about this to-day ?” inquired
Alice.

“Partly. I was afraid; but still it was in my mind so
much, I thought I must say it. Oh Alice, dear Alice! if
you would only think of these things!”

The conversation was interrupted by tlie return of Lady
Catharine. Madeline rose hurriedly and wished Alice good-
by ; then recollecting herself, inquired if she could take back
any message or parcel to the Parsonage; and hearing that
there was nothing to be said, only the report that Alice was
much the same, she departed.

Alice closed her eyes, but not to sleep ; rather to repeat,
and think upon, and vainly try to forget the eager, winning
words, ““ Oh Alice! dear Alice! if you would only think of
these things!”

CHAPTER XXVIIL

Avioe’s first visiter from the Parsonage the following day
was Ruth. They met in Alice’s bedroom, for she was not
able to leave it till late in the morning. Ruth came in very
differently from Madeline—slowly, and with a very grave
preoccupied air. She asked the ordinary questions as to
how Alice had slept, and whether she was in much pain;
and then she put a shabby-looking paper into Alice’s hand,
saying: “Read that, and tell me what you think of it. It

et
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came from Mrs. De Lacy’s housekeeper, and contained an
apology for returning a_parcel which Mrs. Clifford had for-
warded to Sheldon, as Mrs. De Lacy and her family were
gone.” The note dropped from Alice’s hand. ‘

« Gone!” she exclaimed, «“ gone! where to ?—what does
it mean ?—without your hearing from Justine ?”

“ Yes, without a word. I told you Florence promised
she should write; but I have not had a line or a message.”

Alice’s face expressed a strange mixture of feeling ; satis-
faction for a moment, then regret.

“ And what do you mean to do ?” she inquired.

«T don’t know ; I cannot think.”

« Justine must be gone with them,” said Alice.

«I suppose so0; but one cannot say.” .

“ Gone as Agnes De Lacy's governess,” said Alice, her
countenance becoming even more grave than Ruth’s.

“ Yes, I hope it is all right ; one could not have prevent-
ed it ; and, of course, they will write;” but Ruth did not
say this, as if her conscience was clear, and she repeated a
second time, “I hope it is all right.”

“ It cannot be,” said Alice; I must try and tell you
now, Ruth, what I could not yesterday ; what I heard from
Miss Merton.”

Ruth brought a chair to the bedside, and listened atten-
tively, yet with the air of one who has no wish to be con-
vinced. Alice was always suffering most in the morning,
and her head ached and was very confused. She told her
story with difficulty, and without being clear in the several
details. Ruth cross-questioned her rather captiously, and
not without commenting severely upon Miss Merton’s im-
prudence and want of charity in saying so much to a per-
fect stranger. ¢ She could not thoroughly believe second-
hand stories,” she said ; “ Alice had heard from Miss Merton
what Miss Merton had heard from some one else, and what
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some one else had heard, perhaps, from another party. It
would be a great satisfaction to have Justine’s own version
to put against all these accusations.”

« And you expect it ?” inquired Alice.

. “Yes, certainly; I can account for not hearing. They
set off suddenly, and had not time to write.”

“ Then you will say nothing till you do hear ?”” continued
Alice. ‘

The question made Ruth shrink. She began to reason, as
she always did when unpleasant things were brought before
her. She said why it would be right to tell her mamma at
once, and why it would not be right ; but the one right was
put in few words—the other in many ; and the many gained
the victory, Ruth believing still that she had stated the case
fairly. “Florence,” she said, “ had certainly appeared can-
did and well-intentioned, in all that had passed when they
met at St. Cuthbert’s, and Justine might be open to good
influence, even at a distance. It would be a pity to throw
them off, unless it was absolutely necessary. 'When all the
statements on both sides could be placed before Mrs. Clif-
ford and Lady Catharine, then would be the time to ac-
knowledge what they had done ; till then it would not be
fair. It would be best therefore to wait.”

This was the determination with which they parted—
Ruth to return to the Parsonage, Alice to be assisted by
Marsham in dressing for her early dinner.

Ruth seemed strangely forgetful—strangely unmindful of
the tacit falsehood which had pressed so heavily on her
conscience on the day of the pic-nic at St. Cuthbert’s. But
she was not really so. She was often very unhappy; the
more so, because, even according to her own false views of
duty, her motives were not as pure as they had been. Ruth
was becoming afraid of looking at her own conduct ; afraid
of acknowledging what she had been a party to. Every
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fresh step which Florence took, and every new light which

 was thrown upon Justine’s character, told against them.

Ruth said to Alice that it was only possible Justine might
be gone with Mrs. De Lacy, but she had no doubt of the
fact herself. She implied also that Miss Merton’s testimong,
was not fully to be credited, but she knew that it was sup-
ported by Mrs. Carter and probably by Mary Vernon. Still
Ruth’s cleverness came to her aid; and crushing the pang
which accompanied the recollection of her deceit to her
mother, by persuading herself that all would be well when
she was able to acknowledge it, she carried on her plausible
arguments till she really fancied herself convinced that, to
use her old favorite phrase, she was acting for the best.
Ruth’s self-deception was great, and her mode of self-ex-
amination did not enable her to discover what she was really
doing. The past was really past to her. Because it was
beyond recall, she was apt to forget that it was not there-
fore beyond repentance. We travel away from our actions,
and because we do not still see them, think that they have
ceased to be. Alas! for us, if we do not awaken to a sense
of the truth, until we are rought face to face again with
our own lives before the judgment-seat of God.

All this time Ruth was exercising an influence which she
little suspected.

Madeline’s earnestness was not entirely thrown away
upon Alice. She had to bear hours of pain, and watch-
fulness, and solitude; and in those hours she had leisure
for thought. She knew that she had been saved from a
great peril, and she was not unthankful for the mercy ; and,
at times, she began to ponder very seriously upon the un-
certainty of life, the danger of procrastination, and the
peace, and hope, and,comfort, which Madeline seemed ‘to
find in religion. ¢ Almost, she was persuaded to be a
Christian ;”—a Christian, that is, in the inward devotion of
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the heart, as well as in that real and solemn sense in which
all are Christians who have been admitted into covenant
with God by baptism. But there was a stumbling-block in
her way. Alice gave a true character of herself when she
mid that she was no hypocrite. She might be indifferent,
and take the ordinances of religion as things of course, but
she could not bring herself, after what had passed, to make
any peculiar profession of sincerity, unless she intended to
act up to it. She had deceived Lady Catharine in regard

to her acquaintance with Florence. She could not go to be

confirmed with a clear conscience, unless this fault was ac-
knowledged. But the acknowledgment would bring to light
all which Ruth still thought fit to keep secret, and therefore
it could not be made. Alice was in a measure relieved
when she came to this decision. It set the question of her
confirmation nearly at rest. June was passing on rapidly ;
day after day went by and nothing was heard either of
Florence or Justine. Alice said to Madeline that there
were reasons why she could not be confirmed ; that she had
made up her mind not to be: to Ruth she said nothing, be:
cause the subject was disagreealife to both ; to Mr. Clifford
she was even more reserved than before ; to Lady Catharine
she was coldly acquiescent; and in her own heart she was
wretched.

This state of things lasted for nearly a fortnight. During
that time Alice made considerable progress towards re-
covery, and was allowed to go out of doors. She moved
- with difficulty, and was soon tired, but the change was
pleasant to her; and if she had been happy in her mind,
she might have begun to look upon her position in life with
greater satisfaction. Lady Catharine’s attention was un-
ceasing ; she was at Alice’s call ateany hour, and on any
occasion. Nothing appeared a trouble; no request was
sonsidered inconvenient. Illness destroys the formality of

2
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a strict household ; and as Alice could not offend against
lays which she was not now required to keep, Lady Cath-
arine’s genuine kindness of heart had its full scope.

Alice was touched by this unselfish affection. It would
probably have gone far in breaking down the barriers of
reserve between herself and Lady Catharine, if there had
been no circumstances t6 throw a restraint over all which
she herself did and said. The thoughts which were work-
ing in her breast, the longings for a stricter, holier life, the
repentance for past negligences, would have been welcomed
as the sunshine of life, but they were never known. And
Lady Catharine pursued her daily course of unremitting
affectionate watchfulness, burdened with the secret dread
that all the mercy which had been shown to Alice was un-
acknowledged—that her heart was insensible to réligion,
and that if ,death were then to meet her, it would find her
unprepared, unrepentant, without faith in her Saviour,
without a wish or thought for Confirmation, without any
desire for that chief support of a Christian in life or death—
the inestimable gift of God in the Holy Communion.

Persons who saw her said that Lady Catharine looked
harassed; and was grown more melancholy than ever. No
wonder. Anxiety for Alice was corroding all the enjoy-
ment of her life.

CHAPTER XXIX.

“Ir is growing late, Alice, my dear,” said Lady Cath-
arine, as Ruth and Madeline were preparing to draw Alice
again in her chair round the garden, one foggy afternoon,
¢ Are you not tired ? You have been out a long time.”

«“A little while longer, if you please,” said Alice, en-
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treatingly. “I don’t feel very tired, and it is extremely
pleasant.”

“You ought not to be at all tired, my love ; you have not
had much to make you so. Mr. Nichols says you ought to
improve faster.”

“I am a great deal better. I shall be able to walk alone
before very long,” replied Alice.

“I hope before the Confirmation,” Madeline was going
to say ; but she checked herself.

Lady Catharine looked unhappy, and walked aside a few
paces; then returning, she told Alice that she was going
into the village for a little while, and that when she came
back it would be quite time for her to go in.

The conversation did not proceed very freely even when
Lady Catharine was gone ; for the Confirmation was now a

" forbidden subject, and the allusion to it was painful to them
all. At another time it would have afforded a fertile sub-
ject for discussion, Alice was interested in many of the
village girls who were going to be confirmed; but she did
not choose to make inquiries about them. The restraint
was destroying the pleasure of their being together, and
when Alice said she would go in, no one objected. Mar-
sham, Alice’s constant attendant, was not in the house, and
whilst waiting for her to assist in helping Alice up stairs,
and taking off her walking-dress, they all sat by the open
window in the drawing-room. Alice did not consider
whether it was prudent or not, and Ruth and Madeline had
never yet learned the lessons of caution which sad ex-
perience of illness alone can give. The cold air hlew
plea.santly upon them, and when Ruth said that they were
sitting in a draught, Alice declared it was very agreeable.
Lady Catharine returned, went into the garden, and heard
that Miss Lennox was gone in. This sounded very prudent,
and Lady Catharine was satisfied, and went away again to
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attend to some other duties. Marsham also came home,
and supposing that Alice was safely in her room, as she
was not in the garden, sat down to tea, and did not think
of going to her till the bell rang. By the time the striking
of the clock reminded Ruth that they must go back to the
Parsonage, Alice was chilly and uncomfortable, and more
inclined to wish for a fire, than to delight in a cool breeze.
When Alice went to bed, her limbs were aching, she
had a violent pain in her chest, and considerable fever.
Lady Catharine was uneasy, and Marsham angry. Alice
was generally considered strong; but no constitution, as
Marsham emphatically declared, can stand sitting in a
draught. She was not at all better the next morming.
Orders were given that she should be kept in bed, and she
had no wish to rebel; only she wished for society, and
asked many times for Madeline and Ruth. They were
later in their visit this day than usual. Lady Catharine
told Alice that Mr. Clifford was gone to see his sister-in-
law; Mrs. Clifford was not very well, and Ruth and Made-
line did not like to leave her. The information was very dis-
appointing to Alice, and if she had ever doubted the truth
of any thing spoken at the Parsonage, she could have
doubted this. Mrs. Clifford could not want them both; so
unselfish as she was, surely she could spare one of them
for an hour! Alice asked again and again whether any
thing or any person had come from the Parsonage, and
fretted herself into an increased fever at the continual
answer in the negative. At length she did learn some-
thing ; one of the housemaids, when Marsham was absent,
told her that Mr. Clifford had called that morning very
early, immediately after breakfast. She heard him say
that he was sorry he was obliged to go to Mrs. Mordaunt’s,
He had a’long talk with Lady Catharine for nearly an
hour—and some one from the Parsonage had brought word

v
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in the course of the day that Mrs. Clifford and the young
ladies had seemed very much worried after the letters came
in. The curiosity of Alice—a curiosity not unmingled with
fear—was excited to the highest pitch by this information.
It was told her shortly, and when the servant was gone
she had no one of whom she could venture to ask ques-
tions. Marsham was more strict and particular than even
Lady Catharine herself, and to all Alice’s inquiries as to
news from the Parsonage, replied she must keep herself
quiet, or she would be dreadfully ill. Lady Catharine
came in and out of the room very frequently ; but-her face
was not to be read, though her manner was altered, and
sometimes she stood and looked fixedly at Alice for a few
moments, and in her deep, sorrowful voice, asked how she

was; but she did not offer to read to her, and she did not

sit by the bed working. The spirit of restlessness and dis-
(uietude seemed to possess her. Alice bore with this un-
certainty the greater part of the day; but every hour in-
creased her uneasiness. Letters, she thought, could only
mean letters from France, probably containing some un-
pleasant news from Florence. Lady Catharine’s strange
silence, she was sure, was caused by something on her
mind, and it must be something about her. Mr. Clifford
must have heard from Ruth how they had been acting ; he
must have called in the morning to speak to Lady Cath-
arine about it. Alice had nothing to distract her mind

from these conjectures, except the pain in her head and -

the oppression on her chest, which began rapidly to in-
crease. The measures which were taken to relieve this
were a little occupation to her; but she could not sleep,
and her inquiries for Ruth’ became more and more urgent.
She was always impatiént, and illness only increased the
feeling ; and at length she ‘summoned courage to ask Lady
Catharine if any thing was the matter. Lady Catharine’s
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cold answer was, “ Nothing that I can talk to you about
now, my dear,” and Alice’s suspicions became a certainty.
She mentioned Ruth’s name, and Lady Catharine’s face
was ominous of evil. Ruth might possibly come in the
evening, she said; but Alice must rest contented without

" her. Alice could bear it no longer, and in her agitation

she forgot all prudence, and entreated that Ruth might

come to her, if it were only for half an hour. She could’

not be happy ; she could not possibly sleep till she had seen
her. Lady Catharine‘gave no promise; but at length went
away, leaving Alice with a hope that she was about to send
a message to bring Ruth to the Manor.

Alice became quieter then ; she was really ill and unequal
to much thought, and in the expectation of Ruth’s arrival,
her mind sank into that passive state which helplessness
and weakness will sometimes bring.

As the time drew near when Ruth mxght come, her ex-
citement revived again. She listened to every sound, fancy-
ing that she heard footsteps and voices when there were
none; and made Marsham prop up her pillows and help
her to sit upright. She was so eager, and her cheek was
so flushed, that Marsham’s injunctions to keep quiet were
repeated oftener than ever. ‘All Alice would say was, “I
am quiet; I only want to see Ruth. Is'not that her step
in the passage? Pray, Marsham, look.” Marsham soon
gave up looking ; for Ruth did not come, though a much
longer time elapsed than would have brought her from the
Parsonage. When Alice heard at last that Miss Clifford

_ was in the house, but that Lady Catharine was talking to

her in the breakfast-room, she burst into tears, declaring

that they were all cruel—Ruth worse than any; and Mar-

sham went away, thinking that Lady Catharine’s authority

was necessary. Alice’s uncertainty lasted for about ten

minutes lougcr at the expiration of that time Ruth tapped
32
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gently at the door. She came into the room with her bon
net on, and her veil down, and Alice could not clearly see
her face. She went up to the bed. Alice flung her arm
round her and exclaimed—

“Thank you ; now it will all be well, Tell me the whole,
Rauth, at once.”

Ruth sat down without uttering a word.

“Take off your bonnet—I can’t see you—the room is
dark—I want to look at you,” said Alice.

Ruth untied the strings of her bonnet.

“But the veil—I can’t see you now ; please take it all
off. Ruth dear, how strange you are |”

Ruth put up her-hand, but it shook violently.

Alice touched her. “Ruth, pray speak—what is it ?”

Rauth slowly took off her bonnet, turning aside her head
as she did so, and said, in a constrained voice, ¢ Alice, are
you better 2"’

“Yes; but, Ruth, don’t speak so; you fnghten me.
Why won't you look at me ?”

Ruth looked, and tried to force a smile. Her cheek was
quite colorless, except where there was a red dark line
under the eye, which, with the swollen eyelids, marked that
she had been crying.

Alico became calmer in manner as she was more fright-
ened. *Ruth,” she said, «you have had bad news ?”

“We are all well at the Parsonage,” was Ruth’s answer.
“We think about you very much.”

“ But you are altered ; I can’t understand you. You have
had news, I am sure you have, from Florence or Justine.”

Alice was looking steadily at Ruth as she spoke; she
saw her countenance change. It is about them ; there is
something., Oh, Rath! tell me,”

“ Alice, you must be quiet; Lady Catharine will never
forgive me.”
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“But I meust know;” and Alice’s eyes flashed, and she
grasped Ruth’s hand with an unnatural strength. “Ruth,
if you do not tell me I shall go wild. What have you
heard? Where is Justine ?”

Ruth shuddered. She bent her head upon the pillow,
and said, ¢ Justine is dead !”

The next instant the bell in Alice’s room rang violently ;
she had fainted. ’

CHAPTER XXX,

Waex Ruth was recalled to Alice’s chamber, she met
Lady Catharine at the door. Her manner was gravely
upbraiding. T trusted you, Ruth,” she said, “because I
thought you had common sense and self-command; but
you have been most imprudent. Alice, however, will not
‘be satisfied without seeing you again, and you must go to
her. Remember, her life even may depend upon your
caution.” She moved aside, and Ruth passed her in si-
lence.

Alice now lay quite still, and spoke feebly; but there
was a spot of crimson on her cheek, and her eyes were dull
and glassy. “Tell me about it,” she said, as Ruth sat
down by her side; “it is true, Lady Catharine says so; I
thought it was a dream. Was it sudden ? tell me at once,
—quickly.” :

“Stop, pray be patient, dear Alice; they will think it is
my fault again if you are worse.”

“ But was it illness 7—only tell me.”

¢ No, not illness; pray don’t look so eager,” said Ruth,
in a broken voice, whilst her breath came and went rapidly,
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«“She was not ill ;—they were in Paris;—it was an acci-
dent.” She paused for a moment, and then added, «She
was thrown out of a carriage and—"

«Hurt, was she? Did she live long? How terrible!”
and Alice put her hands before her eyes.

“No, no; she did not live. Alice, it is so very dreadful ;
she was killed, killed on the spot.” '

Ruth sank back in her chair, and tears came to her re-
lief. Alice lay without speech or movement, except that
her hands fell powerless by her side. Scarcely a fort-
night before, and she too had stood upon the brink of a
sudden destruction. Justine had been taken, she had been
left. The case might have been reversed, and then—Alice
could not face the thought which presented itself. She
turned to Ruth, and said hastily, “I should be glad to hear
more. Is there more to know ?”

“Yes, much; a great deal; the worst of all,” exclaimed
Ruth, bitterly. <Oh, Alice! we have done very wrong; 1
have, at least ; and yet I thought I was to make you good,
to lead you all right.”

“But about—" Alice hesitated to pronounce Justine’s
name.

“Yes, about her; I know you must want to hear. I
was going to bring the letter, but they said I had better
not. It was not meant for you to know, if they could have
kept it from you. Florence writes very miserably. Jus-
tine, she says, was very trying on the journey, full of her
own fancies, and they were quite dependent on her, be-
cause of her knowledge of the language and the country.
Mrs. De Lacy did not mind at first, but after they had been
in Paris a few days, there came a letter from that Miss
Merton we met at St. Cuthbert’s. She had seen Justine
with them in London before they set off, and recognised
her. She thought Mrs. De Lacy must have been deceived
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by her, and wrote to tell her about it. Mrs. De Lacy was
extremely angry, and inquired what Florence knew of the
matter ; and from what Florence says, she must have made
some excuse which satisfied her aunt for the time, and at
last she consented to let Justine remain longer.” Here
Ruth again paused, as if to recover strength for the con-
tinuation of her story.

Alice whispered, “Go on, Florence is beyond my com-
prehension.”

“ And so she is beyond mine,” exclaimed Ruth ; «for,—
Alice, this is to me the very worst part of all,—Miss Mer-
ton’s story is quite true. I have heard this morning from
Mary Vernon, telling me the whole, and more even than
you heard. Mary says she writes to me because she is
afraid when Florence is at Sheldon I may be drawn in to
have something to do with her concerns. It was not mere-
ly at Mrs. Darnley’s that Justine behaved ill; but ever since
we left Mrs. Carter’s, and I am afraid Florence encouraged
her at last, because she owns herself to me that she was
forced to assist her in seeing those friends in Paris whom
Miss Merton spoke of ; those, I mean, who Wwere the cause
of her leaving the Darnleys. Florence says she knows it
was not right, but Justine was so very wilful, nothing could
stop her when she had set her mind upon any thing; and,
if Florence refused, she would be moody, and not speak for
hours ; and then Mrs. De Lacy was cross, and every thing
went amiss * so Florence was obliged to humor her.” Ruth
hurried the last words, and broke off with the exclamation :
“ Alice! if it had not been for me she might never have
gone ; yet I did not mean any harm.”

“You were not like me,” said Alice; “ you did not de-
ceive because you were afraid.”

Ruth shrank from the implied superiority, and answered
gquickly, “ Don’t compare, Alice; I cannot bear it; there is
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more to be told, but you seem so tired you had better not
hear any more.”

“@o on, don’t wait; let me hear all before any one
comes,” replied Alice, though she looked already exhausted
with the fatigue and excitement of listening.

“They told me you were extremely ill,” said Ruth, her
thoughts now for the first time fully directed to Alice’s
state.

“Yes, very ill. Go on,” whispered Alice.

Ruth regarded her in fear. “ You are very ill,” she said,
a dawning of the truth stealing upon her mind.

“Go on; give me a. little water ; I shall not be able to
hear much, but go on.”

Ruth gave her the water with a tremblmg hand. It re-
quired some moments to collect again her scattered thoughts,
and her voice was nearly choked as she said, “I told you
about Mrs. De Lacy, that she agreed to allow Justine to
stay, partly, I am afraid, because Florence assured her that
I knew her and had a good opinion of her, and had thought
it best to keep her secret. Florence was going then to let
me know all about it ; atleast so she says ; but I can’t quite
tell what she would have done ; she is very strange. But
I think she sees she was wrong now ; Justine’s last act—"
Ruth could hardly finish the sentence; it was indeed awful
to think of the tremendous change which had overtaken the
unhappy girl, in the very midst of her course of deception
and wilfulness. “She went on, as I told you, in the same
way in Paris as she did in England,” continued Ruth, re-
covering herself. ¢ The same friends were there whom she
visited when she was at the Darnleys’. That was the one
great reason for her wishing to be abroad, it seems. Mrs.
De Lacy and Florence were going to Versailles one day ;
she was left with Agnes, and she promised not to go out
anywhere ; she told Florence that she would not; but she
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did go just the same, and met some of these people, and
they persuaded her to take a drive with them, and it was
then the accident happened ; the horses ran away, and the
carriage was upset. The friends who were with her were
saved, only very much bruised.” Ruth burst into tears
again.

“ Miss Clifford,” said Marsham, coming into the room,
“my lady has been scolding me for letting you stay, she
thought you had done mischief enough before for one
day.”

Alice did indeed appear much worse, but she made Ruth
stoop down to listen, and said in a low voice, « Ruth, I shall
tell all to Lady Catharine if T can; then I shall be happy »

“ Happy! Ah! Alice, that can never be for me.’

*Yes, Ruth dear, you will be when you have told ; and
I shall say my prayers better. There was always some-
thing in my way till now. Tell Madeline, if I can’t;—she
wanted me to think about being confirmed, I could not whilst
there was a secret ;—that was the reason, please tell her.”

CHAPTER XXXI.

It was drawing towards the close of the evening ; the -
lingering hues of sunset were fast fading away, and twilight
was throwing its cheerless gloom over the dreariness of a
sick chamber. The curtains of the window were undrawn,
and a cold light fell upon the bed on which Alice lay; her
lips parched, her complexion thick, sallow, and colorless;
her eyes shut, and her breathing, at times, faint, irregular,
and scarcely to be heard, and again struggling as with con-
vulsive efforts. )
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The Manor was always silent, even amidst the occupation
and interest of the summer noonday; now, every sound
had ceased. Neither the distant rumbling of a cart moving
slowly through the village, nor the working of the black-
smith’s forge, nor the shouts of the children on the green,
broke the perfect stillness which reigned around. As the
deepening shadows stole over the face of nature, the shadow
of a coming grief stole over the weary heart of Lady Cath-
arine Hyde. She was watching by the bed; Marsham
stood near, occasionally laying her hand gently upon Alice’s
pulse. Lady -Catharine asked no questions ; she sat with-
out leaning back in her chair, gazing steadily, and apparent-
ly unmoved, upon Alice’s changed features. Presently she
said, “ Marsham, it is possible Mr. Clifford may be at home
to-night—I should wish te know.”

Marsham was going to leave the room, but returning,
inquired whether Lady Catharine would write, or whether
she would prefer sending a message.

“I will write, bring me my desk,” and Lady Catharine
wrote a few words without trembling or agitation.

The note was sealed and directcd; again Marsham was
going, but she had read her mistress’s countenance well.
She stopped and said, « Would your ladyship lie down a
little before Mr. Clifford comes ?”

Lady Catharine shook her head.

“If I might order you something, my lady,” continued
Marsham ; “you have had nothing all day.”

“ANo, no; let me only see Mr. Clifford, if possible.”

Marsham looked at Alice once more. “Miss Lennox is .
sleeping, my lady,” she observed, in a low tone. “Mr.
Nichols said sleep would do her more good than any thing.”
Lady Catharine smiled so sadly that Marsham’s respect
could no longer be a restraint upon her sympathy. ¢« Oh!
my lady,” she exclaimed, «if you would only take a little
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rest ! It must be bad for you any way; and if Miss Alice
should be worse—"

“ She will be worse, Marsham.”

“ Not for certain,” said Marsham, firmly.

“I have no hope—she will die,” escaped from Lady
Catharine, in a faint whisper of misery.

Marsham suffered the words to pass without contradiction.

Lady Catharine waited for an instant, and then she added,
* Let my note be sent directly, you need not return your-
self ; and remember, I wish to have nothing said that may
give alarm.”

Marsham departed, and Lady Catharine moved to the
other end of the room to fetch a book. When she came
back Alice’s position was altered ; her head was buried in
her pillow so as completely to hide her face, and the posi-
tion of her hands was different, yet still she seemed to sleep.
Lady Catharine noticed the change, but satisfied herself that
she was not really disturbed, and sat down again by the
bedside. The long minutes passed on, and Lady Catharine
read, or tried to-read, and at length hearing Marsham’s tread
in the passage, she looked once more at Alice, and going to
the door, opened it very softly, and closing it as noiselessly,
went out.

As the almost inaudible sound told that the room was
empty, a groan of anguish burst from Alice. She threw
back the coverlet, and clasped her hands, as if in deep suf-
fering, and raising her head with difficulty, gazed for a mo-
ment round the room, and then gasping for breath sank back
upon her pillow with an expression of utter hopelessness,
When Lady Catharine returned, her face was again hidden.

Nearly a quarter of an hour afterwards Marsham brought
an answer from the Parsonage. It had been delayed as
Mrs. Clifford was not in the house when Lady Catharine’s
note arrived. Mr. Clifford was certainly not expected for
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two or three days. Lady Catharine threw herself back in
her chair, the image of utter despondency, but recovering
herself instantly, said,  Marsham, you were right, I must
try to rest.” She bent over Alice and kissed her, and with-
out another observation walked slowly out of the room.

Silence once more settled upon the household, a silence
which reigned for several hours. Alice was apparently in
a state of torpor; it was not sleep, for her eyes opened
from time to time, and she asked occasionally for water, but
she did not reply o any questions, and Marsham could not
determine how much or how little consciousness she retained.

And was Alice unconscious ? Is the prisonér unconscious
who ponders the sentence of his execution ? or the traveller
who finds himself suddenly upon the brink of a precipice
from which there is no escape ?

Diel Young, careless, unstable; her imagination filled
with visions for the fufure of a long life; her heart just
opening to the claims of human affection ; the past remem-
bered but as a confused dream, of which no account could
be given. Die! Could that faint, dread whisper be true ?

What passed in these dreary hours of darkness,—the con-
flict between self-upbraidimg thoughts and fruitless wishes,
—it were hard indeed to tell. It was a fearful night for
Alice; a night never to be forgotten. She who had so long
doubted and wavered, who had gone one step in the right
way and then turned back to take many in the wrong, was
now at length suddenly. brought to a decision, happy only
in that the decision was not entirely the result of fear ; that
it had in a measure been resolved upon before the thought
of death made her tremble at the prospect of judgment.

Morning dawned, sufficiently to cast a pale light over
the chamber, and destroy the little remaining brilliancy of
the expiring lamp. Worn with fever of body and anguish
of mind, Alice at last fell into an uneasy slumber, She
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woke again restless and unrefreshed. Marsham’s chair was
empty, the curtains were drawn at the side of the bed and
across the window, and the room was still gloomy in the
twilight. A stifled sob fell upon her ear—the moan of a
bitter grief, and then the words of a broken, fervent, almost
a despairing prayer—a prayer for her. It asked—there
was agony in the tone, and the intensity of a mother’s love
in the expression—for mercy upon one weak and erring, yet
precious beyond the utterance of words. It asked for re-
pentance—for time that might be dedicated to self-exami-
nation and abasement ; for faith in a Saviour’s atonement ;
for the spirit which should devote to His service the few
lingering hours of a short life. And it betrayed feclings
which would never have been spoken to a human ear. In
the presence of Him who alone knew the secrets of her lonely
life, Lady Catharine could tell, with the simple confidence
of a child, of the love which had sprung up in her early
days, and was strengthened in her advancing youth, and
cherished and nurtured amidst the chilling temptations of
the world, and at length appeared to sleep in a parent’s
grave only to be reawakened with a more anxious interest
in the life of her child.

A mother’s prayer might have been different—it cotild
not have been more earnest. It was ended; but Lady
Catharine still knelt. There was but one position now for
her—one attitude to speak when words had failed—one
posture to give a silent voice to the all-absorbing thought—
that of Alice’s safety, not in life but in death. She stood
at length once more bending over Alice; and Alice raised
her eyes blinded with tears. Lady Catharine spoke to
her tenderly. Alice held her hand and tried to answer;
it was but a whisper. Lady Catharine stooped to listen,
and then came a burst of agonized feeling, and the awful
gquestion—

b
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“ Must I die ?”

Lady Catharine started with horror at the echo of her
own thoughts. “Die! Alice, my child, my treasure
Who says it 2

¢ You think I must; you love me, and you cannot de-
ceive me.”

Lady Catharine answered quietly, « Life and death are
in the hands of God.”

¢ But will He take me ?—is it certain ?—do you know it
must be 2 repeated Alice ; and still she held Lady Catha-
rine’s hand, and fixed her large, eager eyes upon her face,
seeking to read her sentence there.

Lady Catharine sat down by the bedside, for her limbs
trembled ; but still she spoke soothingly,  Alice, my love,
you are very ill. We cannot tell what it may please God
to ordain ; we can but resign ourselves to His will.”

Alice turned away her head ; she was answered.

« Shall I pray for you, Alice ?”’ asked Lady Catharine.

Alice looked at her once more with a quieter, more set-
tled expression. “XKiss me,’” she said, “kiss me——again,
again—forgive me—pray Him to forgive me. I have done
such bad things; I would do better, if I might live—I
would try. Don’t go,” she added, as Lady Catharine gen-
tly withdrew her hand to wipe away her tears; “I would
please you and love you ; I would be like dear mamma, if I
might only live.”

«“My own Alice, there is but one way of pleasing me
now—trusting all to God.”

“But I have done very wrong,” said Alice, her voice
growing eager, and her eyes flashing with excitement, as a
crowd of confused recollections presented themselves to her
mind. “There is so much to tell, I can’t remember it. If
Ruth were here she would help. Send for Ruth—pleasa
send for her.”
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“Ruth has told me some things, my love ; she is .gone,
home.”

¢ But about Florence—that was it—Florence and Justine.
Justine is dead, they said—is she dead ? My head aches
so very much.” Alice sank half exhausted upon her pillow.

“You must sleep again, my love,” began Lady Catharine ;
but Alice roused herself instantly.

¢ Sleep !l—never. I must tell.”

“ No, indeed, my child, you must not tell. Whatever the
wrong may be it is forgiven.”

“Forgiven! before you have heard ?” .

“ All—every thing. But I have heard much already.
Oh, Alice! my precious child ! may you but find the same
forgiveness with God,” and Lady Catharine sank upon her
Imees in an agony of grief.

« I should like you to pray for me,” whispered Alice.

Lady Catharine recovered her self-command almost in-
stantaneously. Her voice never faltered as she read the
prayer for pardon in the Visitation of the Sick, and when
she rose up the expression of her face was not only peace-
ful but thankful. Alice, too, seemed comforted. She point-
ed to a chair for Lady Catharine to sit down, and said—

“You are quite sure that you forgive ?”

“Yes, indeed, my love. Do not think of me ; think only
of yourself.” ’

“ But I have been wrong,” continued Alice, “such a long
time—always.”

« And I have loved you so long,” said Lady Catharine.

“Yes, because of dear mamma, not for myself—but I
would do every thing, and I would love you dearly,” and she
tried to raise herself in her bed and throw her arms round
Lady Catharine’s neck.

“For your mother’s sake I loved you first, my own
Alice,” said Lady Catharine ; * but since, for yourself.”
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“No, not for me—not for me,” pursued Alice; “but I
would do better. Would it be wrong to pray ?” she added
in an eager, tremulous voice.

¢ Pray for what ?”’

“ That I might get well only for one week—that I might
" do every little tiny thing to please you, and then I would
come back and die.”

Lady Catharine could not answer.

« I must'die, I know,” continued Alice. *If I werc for-
given, I should like it—not to do wrong any more.”

“ My love, we must not ‘doubt of forgiveness when we
are really sorry.”

“Yes, I know; but I ha.ve been so often sorry, and I
have gone wrong again. Yet now I think I am in earnest ;
I think He knows it.”

¢ Doubtless God knows it and accepts it,” said Lady
Catharine. * Alice, we shall yet part in peace.”

“ When I die,” said Alice, and she slightly shuddered.
“Will it be very soon ?”” she added, in a tone of deep awe.

“ Very soon, it may be; and we must think it cannot be
too soon if it is God’s will.”

« And if I am forgiven,” said Alice; “if I am quite sure
of that ; would Mr. Clifford say he was sure ?”

“We must trust to the word of God, my love, ¢If we
confess our sins, He is faithful and just to forgive us our
sins.” That is what St. John 'says; and again, 8t. Paul
tells us, that <This is a faithful saying and worthy of all ac-
ceptation, that Christ Jesus came into the world to save
sinners.’”

1 wish Mr. Clifford was herc; I wish he could say it te
me,” continued Alice. ¢ He thought me so wicked, would
he believe now that I am sorry ?”

¢Yes, indeed ; how could he doubt it 2

“But, will you tell him? Perhaps I shall be—" she
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stopped ; “if it is very soon, you know, he might not be
here ; but I should like him to be told. I loved him very
much when he talked that night. And Mrs. Clifford, and
Madeline, and Ruth, will they come and see me ? I should
like to say good-by, if I must—are you sure ?—must I really
die ?”

Alice’s terror seemed returning, and Lady Catharine,
controlling her own anguish, kissed her again and again,
and raising her gently, gave her water to moisten her parch-
ed lips. Distressing memories seemed crowding upon Alice’s
mind.

“There is so much,” she murmured, it comes all to-
gether ; so long ago it happened. At the White House I
deceived mamma ; one day I told a story; Benson let me
do wrong things; I can’t recollect—won’t you help me ?”
and her glassy eyes were raised entreatingly and helplessly
to Lady Catharine,

¢ You are too weak to remember all, my dear child ; but
your Saviour is most merciful ; He will never turn away.
He loves you very dearly.”

T have been wicked,—worse than any one,” said Alice.

“Yet all the time think how He loved you. When you
were left an orphan, how He took care of you ; and how He
has blessed you ever since, though you were wilful and
careless ; and now, oh, Alice! there is no blessing like re-
pentance, for it will bring you to rest in Paradise.”

“Rest,” repeated Alice, very faintly. Lady Catharine,
as she bent down, caught the words, «“ My mother.”

“Yes, Alice, my precious child, rest with her; with the
spirits of the pure like her ; rest in the company of angels;
rest, above all, with God.”

And as the last words were uttered, Alice’s head sank up-
on the pillow and her eyes closed, whether in sleep or the
torpor of approaching death, Lady Catharine could not tell,

r
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CHAPTER XXXII.

‘WaeN Ruth left Alice she went back to the Parsonage,
to shut herself up in her own room. Alice’s parting words
were the one overflowing drop in her cup of bitterness :—
“She wanted me to think about being confirmed, and I
could not—that was the reason.”

And this was the end of all her efforts to obtain influence!
Florence encouraged in a course of deception; Agnes De
Lacy confided to the teaching of one who could only lead
her astray; Justine’s evil schemes furthered till they were
terminated suddenly and awfully ; and Alice, her compan-
ion, her friend, who from childhood had looked up to her
and loved her, kept back from the solemn ordinances of the
Church, and about, it might be, to enter upon the last
struggle of life and death, with a burdened conscience, and
unsupported by the chief blessing which God has provided
for His people. Ruth might well tremble when she thought
of these things. Her own share in them was indeed ex-
aggerated considerably by the agitation of the moment.
Florence would have been frivolous and obstinate, Justine
deceitful, and Alice unstable, whether Ruth had concerned
herself with them or not ; but the part which she had taken,
though unconsciously, in fostering the original evil in their
characters, could not be hidden.

Ruth was not wilfully insincere. One wrong principle
had blinded her; but she was still bent upon serving God
truly. The startling consequences of her errors forced her
to a closer self-examination, and something of the truth be-
gan to dawn upon her. The deceit practised towards her
mother had frightened her at first; but she had stifled self-
reproach, and passed it over, if not forgotten it. Now it
came again. One glaring offence will often, as if by a spe-

.
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tial permission of Providence, open our eyes to many secret
ones. Ruth now reviewed her conduct step by step. At
one moment she was inclined to excuse herself, and especial-
ly to compare herself with Madeline, and ask whether her
sister, under similar temptations, would not have acted in
the same way. But a sincere purpose must, by God’s
blessing, enlighten by degrees both the conscience and the
judgment; and Ruth soon acknowledged that Madeline had
in fdet been placed under precisely the same circumstances
as herself at the beginning, but that an act of strict adhe-
rence to duty—an act which many might have termed scru-
pulousness—had kept her from every succeeding difficulty.
If Madeline had entered Mrs. De Lacy’s house instead of
carefully consulting what she believed to be her mother’s
wishes, she might have been involved in the same snare as
Ruth. We excuse our faults because of the strength of our
temptation, and forget that we have brought the temptation
upon ourselves. The Bible tells us that God never tempts
us above that we are able to bear. .

All this and much more Ruth saw, and bitter indeed was
her sorrow. Conversation with her mother was her only
comfort. Mrs. Clifford did not so much try to subdue her
anguish by reasoning, as to soften it by sympathy. She
encouraged her to repeat again all the minute events of the
last few weeks, not by way of confession but relief. She
could understand, she said, how easily Ruth might have
been led on, without any deliberate intention of doing wrong
—acting upon expediency instead of principle; for it was
the frequent mistake of many older and wiser persons ; and
as Ruth listened to her mother, and her heavy heart grew
lighter, she was not less penitent for her faults, or less sor-
rowful about Alice, but she was freed from the lonely feel-
ing which oppresses us when first we are conscious of hav-
ing fallen into serious errors; and her perception of right
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and wrong became clearer and deeper. When we exagge-
rate our faults we are not always truly humble. At the
root of the most intense outward expression of sorrow there
is often a belief that we are not quite as bad as we said,
and an idea, unacknowledged, that our grief is in some
measure an expiation for our offence. Truth is as valuable
in repentance as in all other cases; for, though our feelings
may be less keen, they will certainly be more lasting when
they are just as well as sincere.

Mr. Clifford returned home the day but one after Ahee
became so much worse. The accounts from the Manor
were then rather more favorable. The dangerous symptoms
had not increased much, to the surprise of Alice’s medical at-
tendant; though as yet little real hope could be given.
Alice required sleep, but it was bestowed only at short in-
tervals, and quietness being deemed indispensable, no one
was allowed to see her except Lady Catharine.

Ruth became extremely anxious, almost more so now that
there was hope, than when there had appeared to be none.
She would willingly have been backwards and forwards be-
tween the Parsonage and the Manor all day, and Mr. Clif-
ford found it scarcely possible to calm her uneasiness. Her
exaggerated views of her own conduct revived, and because
Alice had met with an accident at the pic-nic, to which she
had persuaded her to go, she almost began to fancy that
she was the cause of her present illness.

Mr. Clifford tried to engage her attention by talking with
her upon all that had occurred. Ruth could speak and
think of nothing else. Sometimes it scemed quite plain to
her when and how she had failed in her duty; at other
times she was confirmed in the belief that she had never
intended to do wrong, and, on the contrary, had generally
set herself to do good. How could evil consequences follow
upon good intentions ?
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Ruth’s ideas were made clearer upon this point when
she sat with her father and mother the same evening in the
arbor, at the extremity of the green walk, where in long
past years—the years of her happy innocent childhood,
she had gained some of her first notions of religious truth.
She had by that time told all; and not only all that she
had done, but all that she had wished to do: all her mo-
tives and feelings, so far as she could discover them. I
cannot find out,” she said, “how I managed to be so mis-
taken. I can see that I was, but I fancied myself right at
the time. I hope I did not do it all wilfully.”

«“ We are apt to deceive ourselves a little upon such sub-
jects, my dear Ruth,” replied Mr. Clifford. “ Wilful sins
are not merely those which we deliberately plan, but they
are also those which we encourage day by day in the tem-
per of our minds.- A man is secretly ambitious; to gratify
his ambition he commits an injustice, without perceiving
that it is an injustice. Then he opens his eyes and says,
‘I am not guilty, because I did not mean to be unjust.’
Granted ; he is not guilty of wilful injustice, but he is guilty
of wilful ambition. 1t is the same with selfishness, vanity
—all sins, in fact. Any one false principle allowed to take
root, and then acted upon, is & wilful offence.”

The tears rose to Ruth’s eyes.

“Poor child !” said Mrs. Clifford, “she is very unhappy ;
we must not be hard upon her.”

“ Ruth knows I would not for the world be hard upon
her, or upon any one,” replied Mr. Clifford. ¢ It is because
there is too much in one’s own heart of the same self-de-
ception, that one is apt to speak strongly against it. Ihave
seen it fatally marring what might otherwise have been
most superior characters; a secret, gentle selfishness, or
vanity, or love of self-indulgence ; or, as it is in Ruth’s case
—Ruth, my child, you will not be vexed with your father
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and mother for reminding you of a disposition which they
saw before you really began to discriminate right from
wrong—a desire to be first, to rule and govern other minds ;
I have seen these little faults—or, as they are often called,
foibles—eating away the seeds of even exalted virtues, and
involving others in suffering for years, and yet the individuals
* themselves, firm in good intentions, and professing to act
from high, even religious motives—"

«“Oh! papa!” exclaimed Ruth; and she looked at him
with surprise amounting to alarm.

“It is a very stern doctrine,” said Mr. Clifford, “ but I
am afraid it may be a true one; and if we consider a little
more closely, we shall see that the principle is fully carried
out-in the Bible. Saul was secretly irreverent and wilful.
He was told utterly to destroy Amalek; the people took of
the spoils, the sheep and oxen, not for their own pleasure,
but for the servioe of God. Saul permitted it ; he did not
see that the act was disobedience. The answer of Samuel
to his excuse is a warning to us all, when we are inclined to
Jeviate from the strict line of right with what seems to our-
selves a good intention: ¢ Behold, to obey is better than
sacrifice, and to hearken than the fat of rams.””

“But, papa, ’ said Ruth, “if we do not see that we are
wrong, how can we be responsible ?”’

“ Because, my dear child, we ought to see it. 'We have
a perfect example ard a perfect law given us in the Bible,
and we may follow it if we will. It is no excuse for a
drunkard, who never reads his Bible, to say that he does
not know that drunkenness is a crime.”

“ But such a sin as that is what every one perceives to be
wicked at once,”’ observed Ruth.

“True; and it requires careful self-examination to detect
sins of the heart—pride, vanity, selfishness, self-indulgence.
8till, where is our excuse? Are we not told to examine
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ourselves ?—to watch and pray lest we enter into tempta-
tion ?”’ ,

“ But—1I do not mean to be perverse; mamma, you know
that I do not,” began Ruth, turning to her mother.

“Your papa will not think so, dear child; only let us
know what your difficulty is.”

I have been wrong,” continued Ruth, coloring deeply ;
I have deceived—almost I have said what was not true.
Papa, I would own it again and again; but it was not van-
ity which made me do it, nor selfishnéss; and I do not think
exactly that it was pride. I used to examine myself; I
really tried to prepare for Confirmation ; I should have been
miserable to have neglected my prayers, or not to have read
the Bible, and I was always wishing to get out of my per-
- plexities, if I could have seen the right way.”

“That is, if you could have made up your mind to give
up your desire of influence,” said Mr. Clifford.

“ Yes, it might be; perhaps it was so,” said Ruth, con-
sidering ; * but it was influence for good which I wished for.”

¢ But influence is not in itself a legitimate object of de-
sire, Ruth ; there lies the error. Many weeks ago I warned
you that it was not.”

Ruth looked as if she could not agree, but did not like to
differ.

«The love of influence is ambition,”’ continued Mr. Clif-
ford; *it is the love of power, and power we are expressly
told ‘ belongeth unto God.””

“But to do good—to make others good,” said Ruth;
“ surely we are bound to attempt it.”

« To do right, certainly ; to make others good, certainly
not; and for one very evident reason—that it is a task en-
tirely beyond us.”

Ruth repeated to herself, “ Not to make others good,”
whilst pondering what the words could possibly mean.
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«“To try to act ourselves upon the minds of our fellow-
creatures,” continued Mr. Clifford, “instead of simply doing
what we are told, and trusting the effect to God, is as if .
Moses, when commanded to strike the rock in the desert,
had begun to dig wells, and cut channels, hoping to bring
water for the people by human skill. It is undertaking to
do ourselves what God alone can do. The power to change
the heart is His and His only.”

“ Yes,” replied Ruth, « of course; but God does give us
power over each other.”

“ Undoubtedly ; that is, He vouchsafes to make use of us
as instruments. But let us turn again to the Bible. Do
you remember what the apostle says? ¢ God hath chosen
the foolish things of the world to confound the wise ; and
God hath chosen the weak things of the world to confound

" the things which are mighty : that no flesh should glery in
His presence.” The mighty thingsof the world are talents,
eloquence, a determined will, powers of persuasion, rank,
riches, beauty, grace of manner; and the weak things of
the world are meekness, charity, patience; long-suffering,
self-denial. These we may desire as we will; we cannot
strive for them too energetically; the others are glittering
temptations, and in themselves powerless for good.”

“ Ruth cannot quite go with you,” said Mrs. Clifford ;
“she does not see why the two are not compatible; why,
for instance, a person may not be very clever, or very rich,
and at the same time extremely good, and therefore blessed
with mors extended means of influence ; and why, therefore,
it is not allowable to wish for talents or riches.”

“ Because talents and riches are great snares,” replied
Mr. Clifford ; ¢ and the very fact of desiring them shows
that there is danger in our having them. Do you not see
that if we could believe, what ‘is really the case, that all
power and all influence belong to God; and if we really de-
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sired the good of our fellow-creatures, and not the gratifi-
cation of our own pride, we should be quite contented
whether we had influence apparently (for all persons may
have it really) or not? It is God who is working, not we.
If He does not choose us as His instruments, it will make
no difference; the good will be effected by some one, and
as long as it is effected we must be satisfied.”

« Still,” said Ruth, it would be delightful to feel that
one had been the means of doing great good. It has been
one of my dreams from a child.”

¢ Then, my dearest Ruth, you may be assured that it is
your peculiar temptation.”

“ But no great deeds would be effected if people had not
such dreams and longings,” replied Ruth.

« T grant it perfectly, and I do not say that they may not
be turned to very great advantage; they may rouse energy
and encourage perseverance; but I do say, and I would
repeat it most strongly, that they must always be a serious
temptation. For remember, every good principle, carried
to excess, becomes evil, and the higher the principle the
more fatal when perverted.”

“ But would such dreams be more dangerous than others ?”
asked Ruth.

“Yes, because the evil is infinitely more subtle. Re-
member, Ruth, we have seen that power,—all power,—
most especially influence over the mind, is the work of the
Spirit of God. A clever man talks, or writes, or preaches,
and persons come to him, and say, How happy you must
be! What infinite good you are effecting! No one thinks
it right to remind him that the good is not his own. By
degrees he begins to believe what he is so constantly told,
—he works even more diligently, but, unconsciously te
himself, from a different motive. Still the same words are
sounded in his ears. At length he dies; people lament
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him, and recount all the good he has done; he has left a
name for posterity to honor. But he is dead ; “after death
comes the judgment.’ When that man is called to give an
account of himself before God, do you think he will be ac-
cepted because he was eloquent, energetic, liberal in giving
money and apt to advise, or even the mstrument of turning
many from sin to holiness ?”

“ One would almost imagine so,” said Ruth; ¢that is,
one cannot help fancying ‘that such things must make a
difference.”

¢ Think of St. Paul,” said Mr. Clifford, ¢ where he says,
¢ Lest having preached to others, I myself should be a cast-
away.” It must be a fearful thing for such a man as I have
been describing, for any person indeed who has trusted to
the good which he appears to have effected, to discover,
when repentance can be of no avail, that he has been all
the time acting the part of Herod, who listened to the
voice of the people proclaiming him a god, and perished
miserably, because he gave not the True God the glory.”

« But the danger is not ¢ertain,” said Ruth.

“ No, there is one hope of escape, and but one. When
the traveller in the desert knows that the scorching Simoom
is approaching, he throws himself upon the ground, and
buries his face in tlre dust, and it passes, and leaves him
uninjured ; and when the scorching Simoom of human
admiration is about to assail us, our safety must be the
same—to lie prostrate before God, closing our eyes, and
stopping our ears, and uttering a confession of unworthi-
ness to Him, for every word of praise from man. Is this
the temper of mind which suits with the desire of in-
fluence ?”

Finding that Ruth was silent, Mr. Clifford continued :—

«I will tell you, my dear Ruth,” he said, « what our ac-
tual position when we appear to be doing good is like.
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Last year we saw the enormous steam pﬁnt.ing—press, by

which Bibles can be printed at the rate of one in a minute.

Do you remember noticing the boy who placed the blank

sheet of paper in readiness for the engine to work upon ?”
¢ Yes,” replied Ruth, “perfectly.”

«Now if that boy had failed in his business, the work
would have been stopped. But was it he who printed the
Bible ?”

Ruth smiled.

“The mighty power, if one may use a smlle upon such
a subject without irreverence,” continued Mr. Clifford, ““was
totally independent of him. The sheet of paper went in
blank ; it came out a message of mercy to millions. Sup-
pose, that instead of simply attending to his duty, the boy
had endeavored. himself to print the page ?”

“ He would have been crushed,” replied Ruth.

« And so shall we be crushed, my dear Ruth ;—crushed
in our happiness upon earth, and crushed in our hopes of
Heaven, if we turn aside from the only true means of in-
fluence, fervent intercession, and a strict obedience to hum-
ble daily duties, and seek to make others good, instead of
carefully striving to be good ourselves.”

Ruth put her hand within her father’s, and said, whilst
her lip quivered, and her eyes glistened :

“Papa, I think you are right; if I had thought so be-
fore, Alice—"" She stopped. -

«“ My love, you will remember one way of doing good,—
the chief way, if we would but believe it, is open to us al-
ways. Alice is in the hands of a most merciful God; we
may pray for her.”

Madeline seems to have been long forgotten. There are
many like her in this world—passing unnoticed by man, yet
very precious in the sight of God.

At the end of the little passage into which the few bed-

83
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chambers of the Parsonage opened, there was a very smal.
room—dark, without a fireplace, and long used as a lumbex
closet. It had no attraction of any kind. The lattice win-
dow faced a wall, and only when looking in one direction,
could a distant peep of the hills be discovered, which closed
round the village of Laneton. Madeline had chosen this
closet for her own; it had a charm for her. Perhaps it
was the charm of independence and solitude ; perhaps there
was something in bygone associations—the remembrance
of that first prayer, the germ of unfading happiness, which
had been offered in the midst of the turmoil and distrac-
tion of school, in the little dressing-room at Mrs. Carter’s
house. The closet was known by the name of Madeline’s
niding-place ; and many were the laughs raised at her ex-
pense, for the ingenuity with which she had managed to
pile up boxes, and chests, and stow away all the useless
treasures of many years, and still leave room for a habita-
tion, or, as Ruth called it, a settlement for herself. A little
round table, and an old chair ; a shelf to hold about half-a-
dozen books; and the ledge of the window for any et
ceteras ; these were all Madeline’s accommodations for com-
fort. And they were all she needed. The half-hours spent
in her hiding-place were seasons when earthly luxuries were
forgotten ;—they were half-hours of that peace which the
world can neither give nor take away.

Madeline was in her closet now; the lattice window was
open, and she was seated by it. Her face bore the traces
of tears, for she .was looking upon the sky and thinking of
Alice. Before many days—possibly before many hours
had gone by, the secrets of that invisible world, upon the
outskirts of which she was gazing, might be revealed to her.
What were those secrets? 'What would that state be upon
which the friend with whom she had lived, played, talked,
eaten, and drank, and shared both sorrow and joy, would
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then enter? Where lay the home of the departed ? What
were their hopes and fears? What fbrmed their happiness
or their misery? And how could Alice bear the change ?
To go alone! unaided by human love; to begin a new ex-
istence, and that existence fixed—most blessed or most
wretched forever. Madeline trembled and grew pale.
Another thought, a more terrible one, followed—a remem-
brance of Justine. Madeline’s last recollection of her was
the sound of her voice in the hall of Mrs. Carter’s house on
the morning of the discovery of her fault. It was the last
that she had seen or heard of her. How little she imagined
then, that it would be the last! How little she realized the
possibility that they might never meet again until the fate
of each should be decided for eternity! It seemed as if
she herself had been brought nearer to death-—nearer to
judgment. The vast sky grew awful in its immensity ; the
radiance of.the declining sun, sinking slowly behind the
hill, became overpowering as the symbol of that.eternal
light, from which no secrets of the heart can be hid. Jus-
tine ! where was she ? Madeline could bear the thought no
longer, and she sank upon her knees in prayer.

There is peace to be found in repentance after grievous
sin ; in the turning of the heart to God amidst the harass-
ing cares of middle life; in the self-dedication of the eleventh
hour ; but there is no peace promised, and none bestowed,
so perfect, so holy, so deep and unspeakable, as the peace
vouchsafed to such as “ remember their Creator in the days
of their youth.” It was the blessing now granted to Mad-
eline in her hour of darkness and trial.

Justine was gone beyond the reach of example, or warn-
ing, or prayer. That was a thought without comfort, save
in the sympathy of Him who wept over Jerusalem, because
it knew not the “ time of its visitation.” Alice was in daw.
ger, but Madeline could give vent to her anxious affectar
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in earnest supplication ; and trust that if the petition for
life should not be granted, it would be denied only to be
bestowed more fully in heaven.

Ruth had erred and Madeline was disappointed ; but the
love which was the real source of every joy, and the per-
fection which satisfied all her wishes, could never fail—
could never change ; the very thought of it was rest.

Yet more,—the prospect of death was awful, and the
idea of venturing an unknown existence appalling. But
more than fifteen years before, there had entered upon this
lower world a little infant,—feeble, helpless,—the inheritor
of sin and the child of wrath; it had no claim upon mercy,
it had no right to look for happiness; it was born in the
midst of suffering, exposed to ten thousand accidents of the
body, liable to ten thousand evils of the soul ; destruction
and misery were its birthright. That little child was wel-
comed as a precious gift from heaven ; friends were waiting
for it, angels were watching over it. It was tended with
an unceasing love, guarded in its little cradle night and day,
every want supplied, every pain soothed, every privation
for its sake borne cheerfully and thankfully.

Since that hour a mighty change had passed over it ; from
the child of wrath it had been made the child of God ; from
the heir of shame, the inheritor of Heaven. And from the
time of that change it had grown in grace as it grew in
years. It had become more gentle, more humble, more
trusting, loving, and earnest; weak, indeed, still ;—bearing
the taint of its first nature,—but conscious even to itself
of desires which could never by nature be its own, and a
love which could find a resting-place only in the bosom of
its Saviour.

When the immortal spirit of that ‘child, freed from the
body of sin, should enter upon the shadowy world lying
between earth and heaven, could it have cause to fear?
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Would the love which had been so provident for its sup-
port when it was the heir of evil, be less careful for its hap-
piness when it was the destined inhabitant of glory ?

Madeline could no longer doubt. Whilst she thought of
the mercy which had already been vouchsafed to her, and
told her fears and griefs in the ear of Him who loved her
so truly, the heaviness of her heart changed into calm rest
and her forebodings for the future into cheerful hope.

“Thou shalt keep him in perfect peace whose mind is
stayed on Thee, because he trusteth in Thee.”

CHAPTER XXXIII.

Ir is at times appointed in the providence of God that we
should be brought face to face with some severe trial, forced
to contemplate its every feature, taught to bend ourselves in
submission to endure it ; and at length when, after. a long
struggle, we are enabled to pray from our hearts that
“God’s will may be done,” suddenly and unexpectedly
comes relief.

Perkaps among the many seasons of refreshment granted
us in the course of our earthly pilgrimage, there are none
more perfect in enjoyment than these; foretastes, as they
assuredly are, of the unspeakable rest which awaits us,
when “ our warfare shall be accomplished, and our iniquity
pardoned,” and in the Paradise of the blest we shall be
preparing to receive at the Lord’s hand “ double for all our
Sl!ls.”

Peace of conscience is then added to the escape from
suffering ; and such was the happiness enjoyed by Lady
Catharine Hyde, when, after two more days of alternate
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hope and fear, Alice was pronounced to be out of danger.
The relief which she felt showed her for the first time all
she had endured whilst believing herself not only resigned,
but unutterably thankful for the softened tone of Alice’s mind.

Alice was nursed now with even more devoted tender-
ness than before, and a tenderness which brought a full re-
ward both to herself and Lady Catharine. The sense of
having her love appreciated was all that Lady Catharine re-
quired, to bring out the feelings which- sorrow and natural
reserve had long chilled. And Alice began to understand
what had before often perplexed her—her mother’s extreme
affection for Lady Catharine. The difference between the
kindness shown her after her accident, and that which she
experienced now, was most striking. Before, every thing
had been provided for her with a restrained, melancholy
care, with what appeared to be the sadness of ¢ thoughts
which do often lie too deep for tears.” It was an unap-
proachable affection ; so sensitive that it shrank from the
least touch, and was disturbed by every passing shadow.
Whether Alice smiled or sighed, whether she read or work-
ed, whether she spoke abruptly or leisurely, were differences
then always marked, and very frequently commented upon ;
and when commented upon, of course increasing restraint,
and so augmenting the evil. The love that seeks and is
doubtful of return, is a jealous, anxious, wearying spirit
preying upon itself. The love that knows itself beloved, is
open, cheerful, confiding, and hardy enough to bend to the
storms and rebuffs of daily life, and spring up in vigor when
they have passed. Alice was not sufficiently accustomed to
examine the workings of her mind, to comprehend from
whence the change arose, though she felt it hourly.

Yet the belief in mutual affection would not alone have
sufficed to work the change for her happiness. It is very
good for us all occasionally to have our habits broken in
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upon, and to be obliged to look upon life under a new as-
pect. It prevents our ideas from corroding, we become
more alive to the feelings of others, and see ourselves and
them in a more true light. Sudden events are much more
useful in effecting this change than any reasoning.

The illness, which had completely interrupted Lady Cath-
arine’s ordinary train of thought, proved more efficacious
than even Mr. Clifford’s words, in teaching her how Alice
was to be treated. When <he could no longer direct her
every action, and find fault with her for breaking rules, she
lost in a degree the desire of doing so. Alice was often left
to herself, in order to be quiet ; then she began to find her
own ways of amusement, and Lady Catharine was too glad
to see her contented, to inquire particularly what she had
been doing. Alice liked the feeling of independence more
a great deal than she cared for the practice ; and when she
discovered that she might choose her own work, and read
or write as it suited her, and employ her day very much as
she fancied, she was pleased rather than not to exercise a
little self-discipline, by conforming to what she knew was
Lady Catharine’s wish. It is not agreeable, whatever we
may sometimes think, to be able to do always exactly as we
like ; and when persons are set free from restraint, they
either form a new rule for themselves, or become restless
and unhappy. True liberty is to be found in the spirit
which wills what it must and ought to do; even as the most
complete happiness is that service of God which is « perfect
freedom.”

But above and beyond all, the change which was now
beginning to brighten Alice’s life was to be found in her
own heart. This was the real good, the blessing which
would have supported her, even if outward circumstances
had continued as untoward as before. Not that her natural
disposition was altered, and that she had suddenly over-
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come the desire to follow her own way ; or that she was not
often impatient and fretful; still oftener weary when read-
ing the Bible, and distracted when praying. Alice was
Alice still. But the struggle was begun; it was no longer
the inconstant effort of a heart clinging to this world, whilst
feebly desiring heaven, but the steady determination that,
cost what it might,—be the labor of conquering her natural
faults ever so arduous,—she would devote herself to it in
faith, and be, through God’s assistance, His child in devoted
obedience, as she was by the privileges of her baptism.
Alice had gazed upon death, and she could not forget it.
She had looked into Eternity, believing herself about to
enter it, and she knew that the same Eternity still lay be-
fore her. She was blessed in her resolution, and yet, more
blessed are they who require no such shock to startle them
into consistency.

The steady, mmple plety of Madeline Clifford was surely
more valuable in the sight even of men, than the sincere,
but irregular, unequal efforts of Alice. Alice herself felt
Madeline’s superiority ; and Ruth now acknowledged it also,
~few could have guessed how heartily. Ruth was a per-
son to give but few external signs of feeling ; or, at least, of

those feelings which are peculiarly dur own, those which’

lie open but to the eye of God. All with her now was
quiet, orderly, and silent: there perhaps lay the great al-
teration. Ruth said much less than she had been wont to
do; she was not, as before, the first to offer an opinion, or
to suggest plans. What was proposed she followed out
diligently, whether it was a walk, or an extra attendance at
the school, or any little scheme for the day; but she had
no schemes of her own. Madeline often found her partly
dressed and reading, when she awoke early in the morning ;
and instead of working in the garden in the evening, Ruth
was generally known to be sitting by herself, through the
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moonlight, and even in darkness, till summoned to tea.
When Alice and Ruth were together there was not much®
conversation between them. Ruth generally preferred read
ing aloud, It was from Madeline that Alice learned the
news which interested her, for it was from her that she
heard of Mrs. De Lacy, and Florence, and Agnes; that °
Florence had returned home according to a wish of her own,
finding no pleasure in travelling after the shock she had re-
-ceived ; and that Mrs. De Lacy had given up all idea of
engaging a foreign governess, and had joined some friends
who were going to Switzerland for a short time. These
subjects were extremely painful to Ruth, most especially,
as besides reminding her of her own faults, they had brought
pain and annoyance to her mother. Letters had passed
between Mrs. Clifford and Mrs. De Lacy, explanatory of
Ruth’s share in the deception practised ; and Ruth had read
these letters, and watched the expression of her mother’s
face when she had to answer them, and she knew that it
was shame for her which made her mamma so uneasy at
the sight of the foreign postmark and paper. All this was
very humbling ; and in those hours of solitude Ruth thought
deeply upon the conduct which had caused it ; her mistakes
of principle, her false judgment, her hidden pride. Solemn
duties lay before her ; solemn vows were to be renewed ; a
most holy privilege was soon to be vouchsafed to her. And
 now, at last, the veil was drawn aside, and she saw herself
in her true light; unequal to the duties, not fully realizing
the vows, and unworthy,—oh ! how miserably unworthy,—
of the privilege. It was not strange that Ruth should be
silent, and move with a quieter step, and sit engrossed in
her own ‘thoughts. Stillness and self-recollection were but
the necessary accompaniments of that strict preparation
which was required of one who had deceived herself and
deceived others.
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And stillness and self-recolloction are essential for us all,
but in different degrees. Madeline’s laugh was heard at
the Parsonage, thrilling as merrily as ever on the ear ; Mad-
eline’s blue eyes glanced as brightly as before; her step
was still bounding and free with health and happiness, and
her sweet voice sounded as the clear whisper of a minister-
ing spirit to the weary heart of Alice, when sometimes dis-
pirited at a failure in a fresh endeavor to be good, or, worn
with the weakness of sickmess, she lay exhausted on the
sofa, too tired for reading, and but little disposed for con-
versation. It was the voice of one who spoke of religion
from the knowledge of its blessedness, and not the con-
sciousness of its terrors,

«It will be so very, very nice, Alice dear, by-and-by,”
she said one day, as she was sitting by the side of Alice’s
sofa, “ when we can all go to church together again. There
always seems a want now you are away, as if we were not
a whole family.”

“ You ought not to feel it,” said Alice, “because you
must have been accustomed to it by this time. I have not
been to church for a great many Sundays.”

“But we are not accustomed to it,” replied Madeline ;
“and we always think of you. Ruth and I made an agree-
ment that we would remember you in the prayer for sick
persons, till yéu could come to church yourself.”

“ One family,” said Alice, ina musing tone. “No, Mad-
dy, we shall not be that for a long time to come.”

“Why not ? What—" a sudden thought struck Made-
line, and she paused.

“Next Wednesday is the Confirmation,” said Alice,
“and the Sunday after—"

Madeline’s eyes were dimmed in an instant. ¢ Oh, Al-
ice!” she exclaimed; “I would give any thing—yes, any
thing in the world to have you with us there.”

A R e . N PR
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“ 8o would I,” said Alice, in a very low voice ; adding
directly, “so would L, at least, if I were fit.”

“ You might be wrapped up very carefully and taken in
the carriage,” said Madeline. .
“T do not think Lady Catharine would consent,” replied
Alice. “And there is your papa, too; he has not said
any thing about it, and he cannot have a better opinion of

me now than he had.”

“But I will ask him,” exclaimed Madeline eagerly, «I
will go to him directly.”

“No, Madeline; no, indeed: I will not have a word
said. I could not bear him to refuse, and he cannot see
any reason for it mow more than there was before; and
there is so little time left. No, I will wait.”

¢ Wait "’ said Madeline ; “and perhaps be ill again.”

“Yes, perhaps,” answered Alice, despondingly; “but it
cannot be helped, it has been all my own fault.”

« But here is Ruth,” said Madeline, as her sister appeared
at the door; “just talk to her; ask her whether she does
not think it possible.”

<« She cannot tell,” replied Alice, “and she knows more
about me than other people do; she knows I am not fit.”

As Ruth drew near, her quick perception caught the
meaning of the conversation in an instant. “ Alice may not
be well enough to go to the Confirmation,” she said.

There was something of coldness in her manner, and
Alice looked hurt, and observed, “I hoped, Ruth, you
would have cared about it.”

Ruth made no reply. She stooped to fasten the sandal
of her shoe, and Madeline saw that she could not manage it
well. She offered to do it for her; but Ruth would not be
helped. She kept her head bent down, and when she
raised it again, began to unfasten her bonnet-strings in the
same nervous manner. Alice lay back on the sofa, seeming-
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ly very tired. She was playing with a rose; but her eyes
were fixed upon her hands, which bore the stamp of illness
almost as much as her face.

“They will not grow strong, like mine, by next Wednes-
day, I am afraid,” said Madeline, guessing what she was
thinking,

“And it would be no good if they could,” said Alice.
«T had better not think about it.”

Madeline was going to appeal to Ruth again for her
opinion; but a glance showed her that she had better not
take any notice of her. I shall go into the garden,” she
said, “and gather some more flowers for your stand ; these
are quite shabby.”’

Alice begged her to wait; but Madeline looked again at
Ruth, and repeated her intention.

“There is a beautiful moss-rose in the middle-walk,” re-
marked Ruth, quietly, and Madeline took the hint and was
gone directly. Then Ruth rose, and kneeling by Alice,
said, in a husky voice, ¢ Alice, I cannot be confirmed if you
are not.”

“Ruth, you !—not confirmed !”’ exclaimed Alice.

“No, Alice, I cannot; I must wait.”

“But I thought you did not care. I am not well
enougli—they will not let me be,” said Alice.

“They will let you. If they do not, I cannot go,” said
Ruth. “I could not bear it without you. _Alice, I have
. been more wrong; I am much worse than you are; it was
I who made you do things—I who encouraged it all. 1
could not go and for you to be shut out. Even if I were
confirmed, I could not go to the service afterwards on Sun-
day. I have said so to papa.” ,

“Have you ?” exclaimed Alice, in surprise.

“Yes, and he understood. I spoke to him last night. I
have thought and thought, until I could not bear thinking ;
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and at last I went to him. He seemed to know what 1
felt; but he was not sure about you. He said the time
was very short, and that you had not expressed any wish.
He cduld not quite make out what you felt about it; and
then he spoke of your not being well enough.”

“Yes, there is the difficulty,” said Alice.

“ But it is not the real difficulty. I went to mamma this
morning and asked her, and she does not think there would
be much risk. She is nearly sure that Lady Catharine
would be persuaded. Ob, Alice! If I might only tell
papa that you wish it !”

“To be confirmed ? Yes—indeed, I wishit; but I don’t
know afterwards—I have not thought about it all as I

“ought ; it frightens me.”

“But, Alice, I am frightened, and I have more cause to
be than you have. It seems now as if I should never know
again when I was doing right. Yet papa will let me go.
Say yes, for my sake.”

“No, not for your sake,” said Alice, quickly. “That
must not be the reason.’

“Then for your own sake ; because it is right.”

«Is it right ?”’ asked Alice, .

“Yes, I suppose it is—it must be. Alice, indeed, in-
deed, I could not bear it if you were not there,”

“« One must be very good afterwards,” said Alice.

Ruth was silent.

“Very much in earnest,” continued Alice.

Still Ruth kept her hands clasped together, and remained
without speaking till Madeline came back with the flowers,
Ruth looked round and beckoned to her. ¢Tell her she
must be confirmed,” she said, laying her hand upon Alice’s,
and looking entreatingly at Madeline.

¢ Not confirmed only,” said Alice. “I could bear that;
but afterwards.”
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Madeline kissed her, and whispered, It is like going to
a Father and a Brother ; one ought not to be so very much
afraid.”

“You did not think s0 once,” said Alice; “you were
frightened as I am.”

“I am frightened now,” rephed Madeline; “that is—
no, not frightened, it is not the word—I was frightened at
first, when I talked to papa; now it is different. It makes
my heart beat; but I think of being loved, and then I am
happy.”

“Hark| that is papa’s voice, I am sure,” exclaimed
Ruth, rising.

Mr. Clifford was inquiring of Marsham if he might see
Alice.

“He is come to talk to me,” cxclaimed Alice, becoming
much agitated.

« He said he would,” replied Ruth. ¢ Alice, pray listen
to him.”

“But if I am not well enough—if I cannot go ?”

“Papa came to the Manor with me,” said Ruth; “but I
was not to tell you. He came with mamma, too, to talk to
Lady Catharine. If she said -the Confirmation was impos-
sible, they were to have gone home without seeing you
again; so it must be settled that you may go if you will.”

Ruth took up her bonnet and went to the door.

Madeline remained behind. “You do wish it?” she
said.

Alice did not say, “Yes;” but she kept Madeline’s hand
fast in hers. “Maddy dear, I think sometimes that if you
were to'say some prayers for me, I should be better. Do
you think you could ?”

“I do very often,” said Madeline, eagerly.

“But now, particularly, would you ask that I might
have the same things you want yourself 2—that I might be
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fit? I should like some one else to ask besides myself
You won’t forget ?”

Madeline’s promise was understood by manner rather than
by words. She made Alice drink some water, smoothed
her pillows, and went out of the room, just as Mr.. Clifford
entered it.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

Mz. Crirrorp had held several conversations with Alice
since she left her sick-chamber ; but they had been general.
Alice was not cold, but she was still reserved ; she could
listen, but she could not talk, She listened now. The first
beginnings of a conversation upon any particular subject are
almost always awkward. Mr. Clifford said he had been
talking to Lady Catharine ; but no notice was taken of the
observation. He remarked that Alice was looking better,
and she said that she felt better. Then he inquired if she
had been out, and was informed that she was to go into the
garden that afternoon ; and whilst this was said, Alice dili-
gently destroyed the last remnant of the rose which she
had before been pulling to pieces. Mr. Clifford made one
or two more attempts to draw her out, and finding them
unsuccessful, said at length—

“One would imagine, Alice, that you and I were stran-
gers, instead of old friends. I wonder what we are both
thinking of.”

Alice only blushed.

«I will not try to guess your thoughts,” he continued ;
“ though I should like you to guess mine.” :

Alice looked up rather archly ; but in an instant she bo-
tame quite grave, and said she believed she knew them.
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“ Ruth has been with you,” observed Mr. Clifford ; “per-
haps she has given you some idea ?”

¢ She spoke of the Confirmation,” said Alice, shortly.

“ 1 imagined she had done so. 8he is very anxious about
it; so am I; so is Lady Catharine.”

« Lady Catharine!” repeated Alice, in a tone of surprise.

“ Yes, she is anxious in two ways ; both that you should
go and that you should not.”

«T thought she was afraid,” said Alice.

“Yes, so she is in a degree ; but I think we could over-
come her fear if—" He paused.

Alice also was silent.

« A good deal has passed since you and I had a conver-
sation upon the subject on the shore,” pnrsued Mr. Clifford.
“ Do you remember it well ?”

“Yes, perfectly,” replied Alice; but she would add
nothing besides.

Mr. Clifford looked vexed. “I had hoped your wishes
were altered,” he continued ; «if they are not, there is very
little to be said at present; but you must promise me, my
dear child, to let me talk to you more fully before long. I
think you will see the duty and necessity of taking advan-
tage of the next early opportunity, if not of this one.” He
rose as if to go. B
. Alice stopped him. ¢ Please don't,” she said, whilst her
voice faltered. « I think—I wish—I would much rather
you should not go.”

Mr. Clifford sat down again instantly.

“I could be confirmed,” exclaimed AlLise, hurriedly; «1
should like it ; but I could not—I am not good enough for
the Holy Communion ; and therefore I would rather wait
entirely. I hope you understand, and will not be angry,”
she added beseechingly.

Mr. Clifford answered in a tone of great kindness. ¢Thank
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you, my love : I like to hear your difficulties. No one could
be angry with you ; and you know you are one of my own
children. I can quite understand—"

« And agree ?” exclaimed Alice.

“ Not entirely that; but I think we shall agree after we

_have talked together a little. I am sure, Alice, now you

are in earnest.”

“ I hope so,” said Alice, humbly. .

“I am sure you are,” repeated Mr. Clifford. “I am
certain that you would like to please God.”

 Yes, very much,” replied Alice.

« Well, then, dear child, why should 'you wish not to do
the one thing which He has especially commanded ?” '
¢ Because it is so serious—so awful,” answered Alice.

““ Doubtless ; no one can really tell how much so; but it
is just as serious and awful for me as for you.”

“ Only you are so much better,” said Alice.

“ That is not the question. The blessing in itself is in-
finite, and the duty most solemn ; but it is commanded ; this
is all we have to think of.”

“ We must be fit,”” said Alice.

« How fit—in what degree ?”

Alice did not know what to reply.

¢ Not perfect,” said Mr. Clifford ; “because in that case no
human being would ever be fit. Then how good must we
be ? how many virtues must we possess, before we are per-
mitted to receive the Holy Communion ¢’

“ We must wish to have them all,” replied Alice.

« And do you not wish it ? Is there any one wrong prac-
tice which you are determined to encourage ?”’

¢ No, I hope not—I will try not,” said Alice.

“ Yet you are still afraid ?”

« Because I am not sure of being good afterwards,” re-
plied Alice. “I cannot trust myself.”
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¢ Neither can I, my love ; nor can Lady Catharine ; nor
Madeline ; nor any person that ever lived. But the Bible
tells us that however weak we may be in ourselves, yet in
our Saviour we are strong. Only, Alice, our trust must be
shown by actions. - It can be of no use to go to a physician
and say, we will do what he bids us in every case except
the one which he assures us is of the greatest importance.”

“ But wicked people are kept from the Holy Communion,”
said Alice; “and every one says it is very dangerous to go,
if we are wicked.”

¢« Unquestionably. But, Alice, you are not afraid to be
confirmed ; you do not refuse to go before God, and prom-
ise to keep the vows of your baptism.”

« Because I mean to try and do it,” said Alice.

“Then you are not wicked ; that is, not wilfully deter-
mined to do wrong. There is therefore no obstacle of that
kind.”

I only wish to be sure that I shall not go back again,”
said Alice. “But all my life I have begun things and never
finished them.”

“The certainty is in your own power much more than
you think,” answered Mr. Clifford. “ If you remember, when
we talked together upon the shore, I spoke to you a great
deal about your duties ; but I did not tell you how you could
perform them. My wish was, I own, rather to alarm you,
by showing you how many and difficult they were. I hoped
by that means to rouse your fears and your energies. Now
that you really feel how impossible it is to fulfil them of
yourself, I should like to consider what is to be done in such
8 case.”

« We must pray, I know,” said Alice.

¢ Yes, pray diligently—just mark the word—it is a very
peculiar one to use on such a subject; we should rather
bave said, I think, earnestly or fervently. The church say#
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diligently—so also our blessed Lord declares, ‘That men
ought always to pray and not to faint.’”

¢ That never struck me before,” said Alice.

“Very likely not. We are often enthusiastic and excited
when we give directions to others. Our Lord on the con-
‘rary is simple, clear, and, if one may be allcwed to use the
word without irreverence, practical. His own prayer—
what can be more quiet and yet more solemn than it is ?”

«It is very beautiful,” said Alice; “but I very often
think that I do not understand it.”

“We must be perfect to do that, because it is a per-
fect prayer. If we never were to use any other, we could
still put a meaning into those words to express all our
wants.” .

“ But we must use others,”’ said Alice.

“Yes; from the infirmity of our nature we require change
to keep up our wandering attention. Still the Lord’s
Prayer is our model; and one great peculiarity which must
strike us when we think about it, is its being so short and
so calm.”

¢ I thought people were better the longer they prayed,”
said Alice.

“To like our prayers, and to find a great deal to pray
for, is a sign of our advancement in goodness, no doubt,”
replied Mr. Clifford ; “but if we are beginners in religion,
we must take the instruction of beginners. Our Lord gave
His disciples a prayer in few words. He Himself continued
all night in prayer to God.”

¢ Then you would not have me use long prayers ?” said
Alice.

¢ Short prayers, but frequent, my love, would be my
recommendation. And this was what I wished particularly
to speak to you about when you told me just now that
you could not trust yourself, and that you could not be
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sure of going on rightly. You are, I allow, naturally very
changeable ; your moods vary almost every hour in the
day. . Now if you can bring yourself to obey a fixed rule,
quite independent of your other moods—a rule for your
prayers—I think it will go far towards giving you stability
of character.”

«I know I must pray every morning and evening,” said
Alice.

“ Yes, but that is not enough. Stated prayers in the
day, at stated hours, are essential for a person of your
character.”

“ But I am often engaged,” said Alice, « and I can never
answer for interruptions.”

“1 am aware of that; but I am sure also that nothing is
ever accomplished either in religion or in common business,
unless we put before ourselves some paramount object to
which every thing else is to yield. If keeping to your
fixed times of prayer is your object, you will attain it even
if you are called upon to live amidst the bustle of a London
life, instead of in a retired country place.”

“ But what hours 2—how can I manage ? I shall never
know how to begin,” said Alice.

“There is ‘a rule which has been practised at different
times in the Christian Church as to hours of prayer,” re-
plied Mr. Clifford ; « and it is better to keep to example
than to form plans of our own. I will give you a little
book of Bishop Cosins’, framed for the Protestant ladies
who were in exile at the court of Charles the Second, when
he was in France. It has, amongst many others, prayers
for the morning, evening, and for the third, sixth, and
ninth hours, which are memorable as connected with our
Lord’s sufferings.”

“But I could not use them all,” said Alice.

“ No, and I would not advise you to attempt it ; at least
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at first. Perhaps you might find time twice in the day;
we will say at the sixth hour, which is twelve o’clock, and
im the evening, which would be about six. The short ser-
vices would not occupy you much more than ten minutes
each. When you have attended the church services in the
week, you might alter them as you see fit, not to overburden
yourself.”

« And if interruptions come 2

«¢ Still endeavor to keep as near to the time fixed as you
can. It is order and habit which your mind wants, Alice ;
something to strengthen it.”

“ But,” said Alice, “my thoughts will never be fixed at
such strange times. I shall be thinking of my work, or
reading, or what I have just left off doing.” -

¢« A Christian,” replied Mr. Clifford, “is bound to think
upon God always; any thing, therefore, which breaks in
upon our worldly thoughts, and forces us to remember
Him, must be most valuable.”

«1 shall not keep the rule,” said Alice; “I never did
yet in my life keep any rule for more than a few days to-
gether.”

«“Well! suppose it should be so; suppose you are
tempted to break it, you can begin again. If you break it
twenty times you can recommence it as often. It is not so
much an effort of mind, dependent upon health and spirits,
which is required at the first moment ; it is an effort of the
body; to rise from your seat, and leave your employment,
and go to your own room.”

“ But,” exclaimed Alice, *merely to do that will not be
prayer.”

“No, but it will be the first step towards it ; it will be
obedience, and by degrees the habit will recur as an in-
stinct ; whatever you may be doing, even when travelling
or in company, The very striking of the clock will be a
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voice summoning you to God, and you will learn to mark it
by short prayers when you cannot do more.”

«I will try to do as you say,” replied Alice.

“ Then, my love, I cannot have the slightest doubt of
your success, and by-and-by your prayers will become a
pleasure to you.”

Alice looked up with a smile, but said that she was afraid
that would never be the case, for she always felt dissatisfied
with her prayers, as if she had not prayed for the people
and things she ought, even when she tried to do so.

“ Perhaps the examination of the Lord’s Prayer will be
a help to you,” replied Mr. Clifford. * One thing it teaches
us very clearly, that we are to think more of God than of
ourselves, We shall see this if we study it well We
begin by calling Him ¢ Our Father;’ and as children are
always interested in a Father’s honor, we pray next for
His glory; that ‘ His name may be hallowed,’ and ¢ His
kingdom come.’ Afterwards, there follow short petitions
for ourselves : our bodily wants, the forgiveness of our sins,
freedom from temptation and the snares of the evil one;
and ‘then again we resur to the thought of God’s Majesty.
This is not like our usual notion of what prayer should be,
is it Alice ?”

“ No,” answered Alice, “and it seems impossible not te
think of ourselves first.”

«The perfection of religion is love,” replied Mr. Clifford :
“and a very perfect Christian, loving His Saviour intensely,
would long that His name might be hallowed, and His
kingdom come, more than for any earthly blessing. But I
am not going to speak to you particularly about this now,
because I think you are not likely to enter into it; and of
course much of our time must be spent in confession, and
asking for help. I mentioned it chiefly to suggest what we
are apt to forget, that intercession should form a chief
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part of our prayers, because by it we promote the glory of
God.” :

“ There are such a number of persons to pray for,” said
Alice, “ I cannot remember them all, and then I grow tired
and think it very troublesome.”

“Did you ever see Bishop Andrews’ form of intercession %
There. is one for the Wednesday which might be used in
two parts, at the two short services I mentioned for twelve
and six o’clock. In the morning and evening you might
content yourself with mentioning your particular relations
and friends, and using the Lord’s Prayer for all Christians.
Only I would beg you to try and bring vividly before your
mind the persons you are praying for ; imagine them, as it
were, standing by you to be interceded for. Short and nu-
merous intercessions are apt to become a form if we do not
watch ourselves. When they. are real, they help us ex-
tremely in becoming charitable, and interested in persons
about us.”

“ But there are other things besides intercession which
are difficult,” said Alice; remembering all our faults is
one.”

“Yes, there again you require division. You have a
general idea of your chief faults; perhaps it may be an
assistance to you to take one of the most prominent, and
make it an especial point of duty to guard against it.”

« That will be having my own way,” said Alice.

“Yes, a dislike to interference and government ; this is
particularly dangerous for you, my love, because it is the
root of all your unhappiness with Lady Catharine. If you
can once bring yourself to bend your will to hers, instead of
wishing that she should bend hers to yours, your life will be
very different from what it has been.”

“ It will be extremely difficult, I am afraid,” said Alice.

“ No doubt it will ; and more so by-and-by than at pres-
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ent. Whilst you are an invalid, the object of evéry one is
to pet you; but if it please God that you should grow
strong again, you must prepare to bear the roughnesses of
life.”

“ Yes, I kmow,” said Alice, sighing.

“Then look at the case bravely, my dear child. Sub-
mission i8 your duty; thorough submission in all things,
small as well as great, and to wishes as well as commands.
Lady Catharine stands in the place of a parent. There is
no duty more imperatively commanded than that of unre-
sisting obedience to our parents.”

« 1 will try,” said Alice, but the tone, though sincere, was
doubtful.

“Try and yet make up your mind not to be disheartened
by failures. Only keep a constant watch. When you go
to your noonday prayers, for instance, look back upon what

has passed since breakfast-time, and see how often you have

been wilful; the recollection of one fault will bring back
others; and you may inquire also whether you have been
vain, idle, selfish, hasty, and so on. It will take less time
than you think, and a short general confession and petition
for help, perhaps only the verse of a Psalm, will, you may
be sure, be accepted if sincere. So again at six o’clock, the
same plan may be adopted. In that case your self-exami-
nation at night will be much easier, and you will not be in-
duced to give it up, or hurry over it, by sleep or fatigue.
You had better not give yourself more duty of the kind
than you can help at night ; rest, especially at your age, is
very essential, and sitting up late prevents early rising, and
- makes the whole day go wrong.”

« Still, I shall only, have a confused notion, I am afraid,”
said Alice.

“ Then perhaps to help you, it may not be amiss to make
& memorandum of the principal faults you have noticed in
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yourself at these times of self-examination ; only let them
be made simply and shortly, without any expressions of
feeling that may tend to vanity and self-consciousness, and
from time to time destroyed. Perhaps it would be well to
keep them for a week, and look them over every Friday,
which is the day especially appointed for confession and hu-
miliation. And, my love,” continued Mr. Clifford, «I think.
you will find these outward rules of use; but I hope I need
not urge upon you, that if you were to begin them now,
and continue them unbroken till the day of your death, they
must be worse than useless without the aid of the Spirit of
God, and the devotion of your secret heart.”

“ You have not told me about thanksgiving,” said Alice ;
¢ but I should like to be helped in that too.”

1 have said little about it,” replied Mr. Clifford, “ be-
cause it is the first part of our prayers likely to become a
_ pleasure to us; you will soon find it make you happy to re-

member, besides, the infinite blessings which are common to
us all, the little pleasures and peculiar mercies you have en-
joyed yourself in the day, and to say that you are grateful
for them. It will make you realize, perhaps more than
any thing, that God is your Friend.”

Alice sighed deeply.

“You sigh, my dear child, you distrust yourself; why
should you ? or rather why should you not trust to God ?’

“ Because I have tried, and always gone back,” said Alice.

“Then try again; pray again; above all, Alice, make up
your mind to receive the Holy Communion the very first
opportunity which is offered you: and never, except from
absolute necessity, omit it. How greatly it will be the means
of strengthening you it will be impossible for you to imagine.”

«The service is so solemn,’’ said Alice. * When I have .
practised the rules some time, perhaps I shall be more fit. I
am sure now I shall never feel as I ought.”

34
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“You make the common mistake, my love, and a very
great one it is. You measure fitness by feeling, and the
benefits of the Holy Communion by the amount of your own
goodness. God, on the contrary, sees us all unfit, all sinful.
Still He says, *Come.” Sorrow for the past, sincerity of
purpose for the future, and an honest, childlike faith, are
the wedding garments required. If I did not think you
possessed these, Alice, I should say as I did before, wait ;
but wait not ouly for the Holy Communion, but for your
confirmation. Do not go before God with a double mind.
Do not dare to make Him a promise which in your heart
you do not intend to perform.”

Alice answered humbly, «I think I intend to perform it.”

“Then, dear child, trust that intention to God. He will
kecp what you commit to Him ; and whenever you are in-
clined to be disheartened, go to Him and commit it to Him
again. I mean this literally. I could tell you, Alice, of in-
stances in which persons with most serious natural faults—
faults, perhaps, of all others the most difficult to cure, have
been placed in circumstances likely to foster them to the ut-
most,—so much so, that any one looking at the case would
say that they could not escape ; and I have known the per-
sons themselves to be actually frightened at their position,
from a sense of their own powerlessness; and yet, after
committing themselves entirely to God and asking Him to
save them, finding themselves saved, they knew not how ; not
merely enabled to battle with temptation, but in a measure
unconscious of its power.”

«I know faults can be conquered,” said Alice.

“Yes, but these faults were not conquered; they re-
mained still in the disposition, and showed themselves on
other occasions, though, of course, they were carefully
guarded against; but the strange thing is, that in the pe-
tuliar case in which the danger secmed so imminent, they




LANETON PARSONAGE. 315

ware comparatively unfelt. These instances are as plain
answers to prayer, as clear interpositions of God in our be- |
Lalf, as the curing of a physical disease would be. I men-
tion them just to show what help you have at hand at all
moments. The very instability of your disposition may be
converted into a blessing, if it should teach you to throw
yourself more fully upon God.”

Alice looked happier and more hopeful yet she could
not bring herself to say what Mr. Clifford wished. He
asked her again whether she could now agree to his propo-
sal. She would think, she said ; she would let him know.

“ But, my love, are there any more reasons? Is there
any thing you have not told me ?”

* No, nothing, except—"

« Except what ?”

“ Except that I am afraid, and that I shall not keep my
thoughts properly fixed, and that my feelings are always so
cold in church ;—every thing distracts me.”

« Very likely ; some persons do find it more difficult to
keep up their attention properly in church than in private:
these are individual peculiarities; they do not affect the
great question of our sincerity.”

¢« But it will be very wicked not to attend, then?” said
Alice.

« Not to try to attend, and not to care about it would be
very wicked,” replied Mr. Clifford ; ‘ but you must be pre-
pared to find your thoughts wander; it may be even more
than usual when you are to engage for the first time in such
a very solemn service. The sense of novelty—the uncer-
tainty as to what you are exactly to do—physical nervous
ness—all these things will tend to disturb you—perhaps to
make you quite cold ; but these are not true tests of our
condition or our acceptance. And when you are conscious
of them, do not try to work yourself up to a state of excite-
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ment; pray that you may be assisted ; and instead of think-
ing of yourself, think of your Saviour; think of those parts
of the Gospel which speak of His sufferings, and endeavor,
if you can, to realize them ; or read some of the prophetical
Psalms; go out of yourself as much as you can; try to for-
get whether you are feeling much or little; and remember,
the question for self-examination will be, how you endeavor
to prepare for your infinite privilege; to keep up the re-
membrance of it, and to struggle against your faults after-
wards. The first little act of self-denial, when you return
home, done with a special remembrance that you have been
a partaker of the Holy Communion, will, as it were, stamp
the act upon your heart.”

“And when I have to go again, I shall never think I
have prepared myself properly,” said Alice.

“You will find the preparation comparatively easy, if
you can keep steadily to the rules I mentioned just now,”
said Mr. Clifford. ¢ Self-examination will be a light task
when it is so constantly performed ; though it will be right,
at such seasons, to take a larger view of your conduct, and
see if you can discover any marked progress from one menth
to another. You may also read with attention particular
parts of the Bible, such as our Saviowr’s sermon on the
mount, St. Paul’s exhortations to the Romans, in the 12th
chapter of his Epistle; or to the Ephesians in the 4th, 5th,
and 6th chapters; or, again, the description of charity in the
13th chapter of the 1st Epistle to the Corinthians, and com-
pare your conduct with the laws laid down in them. Butl
do not advise you to add very much to your usual reading
and prayers at these times. I think you would find it bet-
ter rather to make alterations in those to which you are ac-
customed. Instead, for instance, of using the short services
exactly as they are put down in Bishop Cosin’s Devotions,
to choose other Psalms, or to fix upon other prayers more
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peculiarly suitable ; remembering that although it is most
needful to recollect our own offences, it is quite as much, if
not more so, to dwell upon the mercy purchased for us by
our Saviour’s sufferings. The more we can think of Him,
the safer and happier we shall be. I do not mean to imply
from what I have said, that special, lengthened preparation
is not good. When persons have but little leisure for devo-
tion generally, it is most necessary; but I would rather
spread your preparation over a longer space of time;—in
fact, teach you to feel that you were always prepared.”

¢ Or never prepared,” said Alice, with a faint smile.

“ Never prepared,” repeated Mr. Clifford, emphatically.
“You are right, Alice; it is ‘never prepared;’ that we
must feel more and more.—But, my love, we stand upon the
same ground there. Have you any thing else to say ?”

« Nothing ; not that I can remember, only—"

“QOnly you will consent, my own dear child; you will
not draw back again ?” Alice held out her hand in token
of assent. He took it in one of his, and laying the other
upon her head, said : % May God bless you and keep you,
my child ; and give you peace both now and evermore.”

CHAPTER XXXV.

Tue deep-toned bells of Laneton Church pealed joyfully
on the morning of the Confirmation. Early, quite early,
when the sun had but lately risen upon the earth, they
poured forth their hallowed greeting, summoning many a
young heart to wake from the dreams of earth, and prepare
for the warfare of eternity.

Ruth was among the first to rise—to remember that a
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solemn day at length was come, and to make an effort for
its proper celebration. And Madeline had no wish to linger
m indolence. The watchword for that day, and for the
whole fature of their lives, was to be—energy. “ Whatso-
ever thy heart findeth to do, do it with thy might ; for there
is no work, nor device, nor knowledge, nor wisdom, in the
grave whither thou goest.” It was a quict, silent energy
which was required now; to keep in mind the remembrance
of the vows they were about to renew; and to prevent their
thoughts from being distracted by the unusual excitement
in the village, by the arrival of the Bishop, and all the at-
tendant interest of a ceremony comparatively rare. These
are the real trials of all such occasions, and Ruth was pained
to find how much they disturbed her. But all was forgot-
en, when at length she found herself with Madeline in the
church, and no longer called upon to give heed to any thing
save the duty before her. One thought alone drew her at-
tention eccasionally aside, when her eye wandered to a dis-
tant spot, where Alice sat apart, leaning against a cushion,
and supported by Lady Catharine. °
Poor Alice! she looked very ill on that morning, but she
did not cry ; and she sat perfectly still, without once look-
ing up. She seemed scarcely to have the power to seek
herself for a blessing ; only she was humble, and penitent,
and willing to receive it. The sight of her caused Ruth a
sharp pang. All her mistakes and errors rose up before
her with renewed sclf-reproach; and when she thought of
the promise to be made, her heart misgave her with the
doubt whether it could ever be performed. Bat it was too
late then to draw back, and Rath did not really wish it.
She was learning to trust herself to a Higher Power; to
trust as simply as Madeline, whose face bore the grave but
exquisitely sweet expression of one about to be placed in a
position of new and untried responsibility, and full of reso-

o' A
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lution and hope, because loving too much to fear that she
should ever be forsaken.

Yes; it is pleasant, it is a real happiness, to bow our-
selves to the service of One to whom our hearts are given.
If there is delight in the devotion of a wife to her husband ;
if there is a proud satisfaction in loyalty, or a pure enthu-
siasm in patriotism ; surely also, there is a higher, a more
ennobling happiness in offering ourselves to our Saviour, in
pledging ourselves to be the faithful soldiers and servants
of Christ, even to our life’s end.

The service proceeded, differing but little from the usual
form. A short question was asked, a still shorter answer
given—and the act was over.

So it is often in this world; we speak for 8 moment—we
promise for eternity. Then Ruth, and Madeline, and Alice,
knelt together to be blessed. And what a blessing it was
which they received! Strengthening and inspiriting ; full
of hope for a daily increase of happiness upon earth—of
rest in the eternal kingdom of glory. Ruth’s tears fell fast,
but peacefully. The prospect of heavenly aid was the only
trust of a contrite spirit. And Alice’s hands shook as she
held by the altar rail, trying to understand where she was,
and what she was doing ; and whilst distressed at her be-
wildered feelings, still satisfied with the sense of performing
a duty ; and Madeline, self-possessed in manner and tran-
Juilly happy, forgot her own powerlessness as the eagetness
of fervent resolution melted into the quiet rest of @andoubt-
ing faith.

When the service was ended, Alice was carried back to
the Manor, watched with inexpressible tenderness by Lady
Catharine ; and Ruth and Madecline returned to the Parson- °
age, to receive that warm, fond kiss of a parent’s love, the
remembrance of which, when the reality is beyond ow
reach, we must bear with an aching longing to our grave.
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They spent the evening together at the Manor. Ruth
and Madeline were alone with Alice when the clock struck
aine. They bhad fallen into a conversation which interested
them—a recollection of school days. Ruth noticed the
hour, and Madeline said she could not have imagined it half
as late.  Alice rose instantly.

“Good-night, dears,” she said. “I must go. It is my
bedtime now, till I get well.”

“ Must you indeed ?”

“Yes; Lady Catharine wishes it.”

No one said a word more. Alice put on her shawl, and
went to find Lady Catharine. . She met her on the stairs.

“I was coming to look for you, my love. I did not like
to disturb you ; but it is best to be particular.”

«“] heard the clock strike,” said Alice, “and I knew it
would be best to go. I came to wish you good night.”

“Dear child! it seems very hard you should be inter-
rupted ; but you must grow strong again.”

“It is not so very hard,” said Alice; “and I like to
please you,”” she added, as she held up her face to be kissed.

“ And what did Ruth and Madeline say ?”’ asked Lady
Catharine, whilst she wrapped Alice’s shawl more closely
round her throat, to keep her from the draught on the stairs.

“ Nothing, when they knew it was right.”

Lady Catharine smiled, and answered, “ God bless you,
my child, and them, too!” and Alice went away.

Sunday came—bright as the day of Confirmation; but
quiet, like other Sundays. Some days and some feelings
are not to be described. Words are human and imperfect ;
feelings, the purest and the best, are the gift of the Spirit_
of God.

If sincerity and humbleness of heart are acceptable in the
sight of Heaven, then were Alice, and Ruth, and Madeline
accepted when they knelt to receive their first Communion,
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It was a moment full of deep awe—of a sense of incompre-
hensible mercy—of hopes scarcely understood—of privileges
too great to be realized ; a season, the blessedness of which
was perceived in remembrance, rather than in its reality.

Others, more advanced in their Christian course, could
better comprehend it~—at least could be more grateful for
it—most especially the parents, who then saw themselves
bound to their precious children by the most hallowed of
all ties; and she, the widow, once desolate, who read in
that solemn act the pledge that the one treasure of her life
should be hers forever in heaven.

“Except ye eat- the flesh of the Son of Man, and drink
His blood, ye have no life in you. Whoso eateth My flesh
and drinketh My blood, hath eternal life, and I will raise
him up at the last day.” .

Ruth, and Madeline, and Alice, were now fully Christians.
They were to begin life for themselves.

‘We may think that it would be well to follow them far-
ther; we may desire to know how it fared with them in
that long and dangerous journey ; we may fecel some wish
to know the period of their probation upon earth; and
where, after the toil and the conflict were ended, they were
laid to rest in their last calm sleep.

But the future is sometimes to be read by the past, not
mndeed perfectly, yet sufficiently. They who give them-
selves to God in their youth, will be protected by Him to

- their old age. We may picture Alice to ourselves as still

struggling against the inherent faults of her character;
sometimes fretted by interruption, sometimes inclined to, re-
bél against authority ; but we may be certain that the prin-

-
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ciple within mugt rise superior to all such evil ; and we may
imagine the Manor to be still occasionally dull, and Lady
Catharine inclined to be strict, but love and obedience will
by degrees melt even the most firmly fixed habits, and Lady
Catharine Hyde’s deep affection, and consciousness of her
own imperfection, might well be trusted to ensure Alice’s
happiness.

And at the Parsonage,—with Mr, and Mrs. Clifford, and
Madeline, and Ruth,—it can scarcely be difficult to prophe-
sy something of the course of after-years. We may surely
foresee the unwearying energy with which Ruth would la-
bor to correct her hidden faults ; how she would pray, and
strive, and watch ; and when overtaken by sin, repent and
strive again; and pursue the straightforward path, under
the remembrance of the time when, in bygone years, she
had wandered from it into error; and how the clear stream
of Madeline’s Christian life would flow onwards to the end,
even as it had so early begun, disturbed, it might be, for
one moment, by the pollutions of earth, but the next reflect-
ing untroubled the hues of heaven.

Such as they were in life such would they be in death.
May God in His mercy grant that the history of their early
years may not have been written in vain,

7HE END,

o
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