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SHIRLEY.

Chapter xir.
A SUMMER NIGHT.

HE hour was now that of dusk. A clear air
favoured the kindling of the stars.

“ There will be just light enough to show me
the way home,” said Miss Keeldar, as she prepared to
take leave of Caroline at the Rectory garden-door.

“You must not go alone, Shirley. Fanny shall
accompany you.”

¢ That she shall not. Of what need I be afraid in
my own parish? I would walk from Fieldhead to the
church any fine midsummer night, three hours later
than this, for the mere pleasure of seeing the stars, and
the chance of meeting a fairy.”

“ But just wait till the crowd is cleared away.”

«“ Agreed. There are the five Misses Armitage
streaming by. Here comes Mrs Sykes’s phaeton, Mr
Wynne’s close carnage, Mrs Birtwhistle’s car : I don’t
wish to go through the ceremony of bidding them all
good-bye, so we will step into the garden and take shelter
amongst the laburnums for an instant.”

"The rectors, their curates and their churchwardens,
now issued from the church-porch. There was a great
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6 SHIRLEY.

confabulation, shaking of hands, congratulation on
speeches, recommendation to be careful of the night
air, &c. By degrees the throng dispersed ; the
carriages drove off Miss Keeldar was just emerging
from her flowery refuge, when Mr Helstone entered
the garden and met her.

“Oh! I want you!” he said: * I was afraid you
were already gone. Caroline, come here ! ”’

Caroline came, expecting, as Shirley did, a lecture
on not having been wvisible at church. Other subjects,
however, occupied the Rector’s mind.

“ I shall not sleep at home to-night,” he continued.
I have just met with an old friend, and promised to
accompany him. I shall return probably about noon
to-morrow. ‘Thomas, the clerk, is engaged, and I
cannot get him to sleep in the house, as I usually do
when I am absent for a night ; now’

“Now,” interrupted Shirley, *you want me as a
gentleman——the first gentleman in Briarfield, in short,
to supply “your place, be master of the Rectory, and
guardian of your niece and maids while you are away?*’

« Exactly, Captain: I thought the post would suit
you. Will you favour Caroline so far as to be her
guest for one night? Will you stay here instead of
going back to Fieldhead ? *’

« And what will Mrs Pryor do? She expects me
home.”

“I will send her word. Come, make up your mind
to stay. It grows late; the dew falls heavily: you
and Carolme will enjoy each other’s society, I doubt
not.”’

“I promise you then to stay with Caroline,’” replied
Shirley. <« As you say, we shall enjoy each other’s
society : welwill not be separated to-night. Now,
rejoin your old friend, and fear nothing for us.”

¢ If there should chance to be any disturbance in the
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night, Captain—if you should hear the picking of a lock,
the cutting out of a pane of glass, a stealthy tread of
steps about the house (and I need not fear to tell you,
who bear a well-tempered, mettlesome heart under your
girl’s ribbon-sash, that such little incidents are very
possible in the present time), what would you do ?”

“ Don’t know—faint, perhaps—fall down, and have
to be picked up again. But, doctor, if you assign me
the post of honour, you must give me arms. What
weapons are there in your stronghold ?

“You could not wield a sword ?

“ No ; I could manage the carving-knife better.”

“ You will find a good one in the dining-room side-
board: a lady’s knife, light to handle, and as sharp-
pointed as a poignard.”

¢ It will suit Caroline ; but you must give me a brace
of pistols: I know you have pistols.”

“] have two pairs; one pair I can place at your
disposal. You will find them suspended over the
mantelpiece of my study in cloth cases.”

« Loaded ?”’

“ Yes, but not on the cock. Cock them before you
go to bed. Itispaying you a great compliment, Captain,
to lend you these ; were you one of the awkward squad
you should not have them.”

I will take care. You need delay no longer, Mr
Helstone : you may go now. He is gracious to me to
lend me his pistols,’”” she remarked, as the rector passed
out at the garden-gate. ¢ But come, Lina,”’ she con-
tinued ; ¢ let us go in and have some supper : I was too
much vexed at tea with the vicinage of Mr Sam Wynne
to be able to eat, and now I am really hungry.”

Entering the house, they repaired to the darkened
dining-room, through the open windows of which apart-
ment stole the evening air, bearing the perfume of
flowers from the garden, the very distant sound of far-
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retreating steps from the road, and a soft vague murmur,
whose origin Caroline explained by the remark, uttered
as she stood listening at the casement—¢¢ Shlrley, I hear
the beck in the Hollow.”

Then she rung the bell, asked for a candle and some
bread and milk—Miss Keeldar’s usual supper and her
own. Fanny, when she brought in the tray, would
have closed the windows and the shutters, but was re-
quested to desist for the present: the twilight was too
calm, its breath too balmy to be yet excluded. They
took their meal in silence : Caroline rose once, to remove
to the window-sill a glass of flowers which stood on the
side-board ; the exhalation from the blossoms being
somewhat too powerful for the sultry room: in return-
ing, she half opened a drawer, and took from it something
that glittered clear and keen in her hand.

“ You assigned this to me, then, Shirley—did you?
It is bright, keen-edged, finely-tapered : it is dangerous-
looking, I never yet felt the impulse which could move
me to direct this against a fellow-creature. It is difficult
to fancy what circumstances could nerve my arm to
strike home with this long knife.”

“I should hate to do it,” replied Shirley ; “but I
think I could do it, if goaded by certain exigencies
which' I can imagine.”” And Miss Keeldar quietly
sipped her glass of new milk, looking somewhat thought-
ful, and a little pale : though, indeed, when did she not
look pale? She was never florid.

The milk sipped and the bread eaten, Fanny was
again summoned : she and Eliza were recommended to
go to bed, which they were quite willing to do, being
weary of the day’s exertions, of much cutting of currant-
buns, and filling of urns and teapots, and running back-
wards and forwards with trays. Erelong the maids’
chamber-door was heard to close; Caroline took a
candle, and went quietly all over the house, seeing that
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every window was fast and every door barred.  She did
not even evade the haunted back-kitchen, nor the vault-
like cellars. 'These visited, she returned.

“ There is neither spirit nor flesh in the house at
present,”’ she said, * which should not be there. It is
now near eleven o’clock, fully bed-time, yet I would
rather sit up a little longer, if you do not object, Shirley.
Here,”” she continued, “I have brought the brace of
pistols from my uncle’s study : you may examine them
at your leisure.”

She placed them on the table before her friend.

« Why would you rather sit up longer ?** asked Miss
Keeldar, taking up the firearms, examining them, and
again laying them down.

“ Because I have a strange excited feeling in my
heart.”

¢ So have 1.”
“« Is this state of sleeplessness and restlessness caused

by something electrical in the air, I wonder?”

“No': the sky is clear, the stars numberless : it is a
fine night.”

“ But very still. I hear the water fret over its stony
bed in Hollow’s Copse as distinctly as if it ran below
the churchyard wall.”’

«“] am glad it is so still a night: a moaning wind or
rushing rain would vex me to fever just now.

“ Why, Shirley ?”’

“ Because it would baffle my efforts to listen.”

“ Do you listen towards the Hollow ?”’

“Yes; it is the only quarter whence we can hear a
sound just now.’’

“'The only one, Shirley.”

They both sat near the window, and both leaned
their arms on the sill, and both inclined their heads
towards the open lattice. They saw each other’s young
faces by the starlight, and that dim June twilight which
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does not wholly fade from the west till dawn begins to
break in the east.

« Mr Helstone thinks we have no idea which way
he is gone,” murmured Miss Keeldar, “nor on what
errand, nor with what expectations, nor how prepared ;
but I guess much—do not you?”’

“ I guess something.”

“ All those gentlemen—your cousin Moore included
—think that you and I are now asleep in our beds,
unconscious.’’

« Caring nothing about them—hoping and fearing
nothing for them,’’ added Caroline.

Both kept silence for full half-an-hour. The night
was silent, too; only the church-clock measured its
course by quarters. Some words were interchanged
about the chill of the air: they wrapped their scarves
closer round them, resumed their bonnets which they
had removed, and again watched.

Towards midnight the teasing, monotonous bark of
the house-dog disturbed the quietude of their vigil.
Caroline rose, and made her way noiselessly through the
dark passages to the kitchen, intending to appease him
with a piece of bread: she succeeded. On returning
to the dining-room, she found it all dark, Miss Keeldar
having extinguished the candle : the outline of her shape
was visible near the still open window, leaning out.
Miss Helstone asked no questions: she stole to her
side. The dog recommenced barking furiously ; sud-
denly he stopped, and seemed to listen. The occupants
of the dining-room listened too, and not merely now to
the flow of the mill-stream : there was a nearer, though
a muffled sound on the road below the churchyard; a
measured, beating, approaching sound ; a dull tramp of
marching feet. :

It drew near. Those who listened by degrees com-
prehended its extent. It was not the tread of two, nor
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of a dozen, nor of a score of men : it was the tread of
hundreds. They could see nothing: the high shrubs
of the garden formed a leafy screen between them and
the road. To hear, however, was not enough ; and
this they felt as the troop trod forwards, and seemed
actually passing the Rectory. They felt it more when
a human voice—though that voice spoke but one word
—broke the hush of the night.

¢ Halt.” '

A halt followed: the march was arrested. Then
came a low conference, of which no word was distin-
guishable from the dining-room.

«“ We must hear this,” said Shirley.

She turned, took her pistols from the table, silently
passed out through the middle window of the dining-
room, which was, in fact, a glass door, stole down the
walk to the garden wall, and stood listening under the
lilacs. Caroline would not have quitted the house had
she been alone, but where Shirley went she would go.
She glanced at the weapon on the side-board, but left
it behind her, and presently stood at her friend’s side.
They dared not look over the wall, for fear of being
seen: they were obliged to crouch behind it: they
heard these words—

¢ It looks a rambling old building. Who lives in it
besides the damned parson ? ”’

¢ Only three women : his niece and two servants.”

“ Do you know where they sleep ? ”’

« The lasses behind : the niece in a front room.”

« And Helstone ?”

“ Yonder is his chamber. He uses burning a light:
but I see none now.”

« Where would you get in? ”’

« If I were ordered to do his job—and he desarves
it—I’d try yond’ long window: it opens to the dining-
room: I could grope my way upstatrs, and I know his
chamber.”
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« How would you manage about the women-folk ? ’

“ Let ’em alone except they shrieked, and then I’d
soon quieten ’em. I could wish to find the old chap
asleep : if he waked, h’d be dangerous.”

« Has he arms ?”’

¢ Fire-arms, allus—and allus loadened.”

% Then you’re]a fool to stop us here ; a shot would
give the alarm : Moore would be on us before we could
turn round. We should miss our main object.”

“ You might go on, I tell you. I’d engage Helstone
alone.”

A pause. One of the party dropped some weapon,
which rang on the stone causeway: at this sound the
Rectory dog barked again furiqusly—fiercely.

 That spoils all ! > said the voice; ¢ he’ll awake :
a noise like that might rouse the dead. You did not
say there was a dog. Damn you! Forward!”

Forward they went,—tramp, tramp,—with mustering
manifold, slow-filing tread. 'They were gone.

Shirley stood erect ; looked over the wall, along the
road.

“ Not a soul remains,”’ she said.

She stood and mused. ¢ Thank God!” was the
next observation.

Caroline repeated the ejaculation, not in so steady a
tone : she was trembling much ; her heart was beating
fast and thick : her face was cold ; her forehead damp.

¢ Thank God for us!”’ she reiterated ; *but what
will happen elsewhere? They have passed us by that
they may make sure of others.”

% They have done well,”” returned Shirley with com-
posure : * the others will defend themselves,—they can
do it,—they are prepared for them : with us it is other-
wise. My finger was on the trigger of this pistol. I
was quite ready to give that man, if he had entered,
such a greeting as he little calculated on; but behind
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him followed three hundred: I had neither three
hundred hands nor three hundred weapons. I could
not have effectually protected either you, myself, or the
two poor women asleep under that roof? therefore I
again earnestly thank God for insult and peril escaped.”

After a second pause, she continued—¢ What is it
my duty and wisdom to do next? Not to stay here
inactive, I am glad to say, but of course to walk over to
the Hollow.”

“To the Hollow, Shirley ? *’

“To the Hollow. Will you go with me?”

« Where those men are gone ?”’

¢ They have taken the highway : we should not en-
counter them : the road over the fields is as safe, silent,
and solitary as a path through the air would be. Will
you go?”’

“ Yes,” was the answer, given mechanically, not
because the speaker wished, or was prepared to go ; or,
indeed, was otherwise than scared at the prospect of
going, but because she felt she could not abandon
Shirley.

¢ Then Wwe must fasten up these windows, and leave
all as secure as we can behind us. Do you know what
we are going for, Cary?”’

¢Y es—no—because you wish it.”

“Is that all? And you are so obedient to a mere
caprice of mine? What a docile wife you would make
to a stern husband. The moon’s face is not whiter
than yours at this moment ; and the asgen at the gate
does not tremble more than your busy fingers; and so
tractable and terror-struck, and dismayed and devoted,
you would follow me into the thick of real danger!
Cary, let me give your fidelity a motive : we are going
for Moore’s sake ; to see if we can be of use to him :
to make an effort to warn him of what is coming.”

“To be sure! T am a blind, weak fool, and you



14 SHIRLEY.

are acute and sensible, Shirley! I will go with you!
I will gladly go with you!”

“I do not doubt it. You would die blindly and
meekly for me, but you would intelligently and gladly
die for Moore ; but in truth there is no question of
death to-night,—we run no risk at all.”’

Caroline rapidly closed shutter and lattice. ¢ Do
not fear that I shall not have breath to run as fast as
you can possibly run, Shirley. Take my hand : let us
go straight across the fields.”

« But you cannot climb walls ? ”’

¢ To-night I can.”

“ You are afraid of hedges, and the beck which we
shall be forced to cross.”

“] can cross it.”’

They started : they ran. Many a wall checked but
did not baffle them. Shirley was sure-footed and agile :
she could spring like a deer when she chose. Caroline,
more timid, and less dexterous, fell once or twice, and
bruised herself; but she rose again directly, saying she
was not hurt. A quickset hedge bounded the last
field : they lost time in seeking a gap in it: the aper-
ture, when found, was narrow, but they worked their
way through : the long hair, the tender skin, the silks
and the muslins suffered ; but what was chiefly regretted
was the impediment this difficulty had caused to speed.
On the other side they met the beck, flowing deep in a
rough bed: at this point a narrow plank formed the
only bridge across it. Shirley had trodden the plank
successfully and fearlessly many a time before : Caroline
had never yet dared to risk the transit.

“« I will carry you across,’” said Miss Keeldar: ¢ you
are light, and I am not weak : let me try.”

«Jf I fall in you may fish me out,”” was the answer,
as a grateful squeeze compressed her hand. Caroline,
without pausing, trod forward on the trembling plank as
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if it were a continuation of the firm turf : Shirley, who
followed, did not cross it more resolutely or safely.
In their present humour, on their present errand, a
strong and foaming channel would have been a barrier
to neither. At the moment they were above the con-
trol either of fire or water: all Stilbro’ Moor, alight
and alow with bonfires, would not have stopped them,
nor would Calder or Aire thundering in flood. Yet
one sound made them pause. Scarce had they set foot
on the solid opposite bank, when a shot split the air from
the north. One second elapsed. Further off, burst a
like note in the south. Within the space of three
minutes, similar signals boomed in the east and west.

«“] thought we were dead at the first explosion,”
observed Shirley, drawing a long breath. <« 1 felt
myself hit in the temples, and I concluded your heart
was pierced ; but the reiterated voice was an explana-
tion : those are signals—it is their way—the attack
must be near. We should have had wings: our feet
have not borne us swiftly enough.”

A portion of the copse was now to clear : when they
emerged from it, the mill lay just below them: they
could look down upon the buildings, the yard ; they
could see the road beyond. And the first glance in
that direction told Shirley she was right in her conjec-
ture : they were already too late to give warning : it had
taken more time than they calculated on to overcome
the various obstacles which embarrassed the short cut
across the fields.

The road, which should have been white, was dark
with a moving mass : the rioters were assembled in front
of the closed yard gates, and a single figure stood with-
in, apparently addressing them: the mill itself was
perfectly black and still ; there was neither life, light,
nor motion around it.

 Surely he is prepared: surely that is not Moore
meeting them alone ? ”” whispered Shirley.

Digitized
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¢ 1t is—we must go to him! I i/l go to him.”

« That you will not.”

«“ Why did I come then? I came only for him. I
shall join him.”

¢ Fortunately, it is out of your power: there is no
entrance to the yard.”

¢ There s a small entrance at the back, besides the
gates in front: it opens by a secret method which I
know—I will try it.”’

¢ Not with my leave.”

Miss Keeldar clasped her round the waist with both
arms and held her back. ¢ Not one step shall you stir,”
she went on authoritatively. ¢ At this moment, Moore
would be both shocked and embarrassed, if he saw
either you or me. Men never want women near them
in time of real danger.”

“] would not trouble—I would help him,’” was the

ly.
l-eP“yHow? By inspiring him with heroism? Pooh!
These are not the days of chivalry : it is not a tilt at a
tournament we are going to behold, but a struggle about
money, and food, and life.”’

« It is natural that I should be at his side.”

¢ As queen of his heart? His mill is his lady-love,
Cary! ‘}Backed by his factory and his frames, he has
all the encouragement he wants or can know. It is not
for love or beauty, but for ledger and broadcloth, he is
going to break a spear. Don’t be sentimental ; Robert
is not so.”’

“I could help him—I awill seek him.”

¢« Off then—I let you go—seek Moore: you’ll not
find him.”

She loosened her hold. Caroline sped like levelled
shaft from bent bow ; after her rang a jesting, gibing
laugh. ¢ Look well there is no mistake !’ was the
warning given.
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But there was a mistake. Miss Helstone paused,
hesitated, gazed. The figure had suddenly retreated
ﬁ'(l)lxln the gate, and was running back hastily to the
m

« Make haste, Lina!”’ cried Shirley: ¢ meet him
before he enters.’

¢ Caroline slowly returned. It is not Robert,” she
said : “ it has neither his height, form, nor bearing.”

“ I saw it was not Robert when I let you go. How
could you imagine it ? It is a shabby little figure of a
private soldier : they have posted him as sentinel. He
18 safe in the mill now : I saw the door open and admit
him. My mind grows easier ; Robert is prepared : our
warning would have been superfluous, and now I am
thankful we came too late to give it: it has saved us
the trouble of a scene. How fine to have entered the
counting-house ¢ toute éperdue,’ and to have found one-
self in presence of Messrs Armitage and Ramsden
smoking, Malone swaggering, your uncle sneering, Mr
Sykes sipping a cordial, and Moore himself in his cold
man-of-business vein: I am glad we missed it all.”

“ I wonder if there are many in the mill, Shirley!

¢ Plenty to defend it. The soldiers we have twice
seen to-day were going there no doubt, and the group
we noticed surrounding your cousin in the fields will be
with him.”

« What are they doing now, Shirley ? What is that
noise ? *’

¢« Hatchets and crowbars against the yard-gates : they
are forcing them. Are you afraid ?

“ No ; but my heart throbs fast ; I have a difficulty
in standing : I will sit down. Do you feel unmoved ?

¢« Hardly that—but I am glad I came : we shall see
what transpn‘es with our own eyes: we are here on the

t, and none know it. Instead of amazing the curate,
the clothier, and the corn-dealer with a romantic rush

4 8 B



18 SHIRLEY.

on the stage, we stand alone with the friendly night, its
mute stars, and these whispering trees, whose report our
friends will not come to gather.”

¢ Shirley—Shirley, the gates are down! That crash
was like the felling of great trees. Now they are pour-
ing through. They will break down the mill doors as
they have broken the gate : what can Robert do.against
so many? Would to God I were a little nearer him—
could hear him speak—could speak to him! With my
will—my longing to serve him—1I could not be a use-
less burden in his way: I could be turned to some
account.”

¢ They come on !’ cried Shirley. ¢ How steadily
they march in! There is discipline in their ranks—I
will not say there is courage : hundreds against tens are
no proof of that quality ; but > (she dropped her voice)
“there is suffering and desperation enough amongst
them—these goads will urge them forwards.”

“ Forwards against Robert—and they hate him.
Shirley, is there much danger they will win the day ?

« We shall see. Moore and Helstone are of ¢ earth’s
first blood >—no bunglers—no cravens ”’

A crash—smash—shiver—stopped their whispers.
A simultaneously-hurled volley of stones had saluted
the broad front of the mill, with all its windows; and
now every pane of every lattice lay in shattered and
pounded fragments. A yell followed this demonstra-
tion—a rioters’ yell—a North-of-England—a York-
gshire — a West-Riding — a West-Riding-clothing-
district-of-Yorkshire rioters’ yell. You never heard
that sound, perhaps, reader? So much the better for
your ears—perhaps for your heart; since, if it rends
the air in hate to yourself, or to the men or principles

ou approve, the interests to which you wish well,

%’rath wakens to the cry of Hate: the Lion shakes
his mane, and rises to the howl of the Hyena: Caste
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stands up, ireful against Caste; and the indignant,
wronged spirit of the Middle Rank bears down in zeal
and scorn on the famished and furious mass of the
Operative class. It is difficult to be tolerant—difficult
to be just—in such moments.

Caroline rose, Shirley put her arm round her: they
stood together as still as the straight stems of two trees.
That yell was a long one, and when it ceased, the night
was yet full of the swaying and murmuring of a crowd.

« What next?’’ was the question of the listeners.
Nothing came yet. The mill remained mute as a
mausoleum.

¢ He cannot be alone ! > whispered Caroline.

¢ I would stake all I have, that he 1s as little alone
as he is alarmed,” responded Shirley.

Shots were discharged by the rioters. Had the de-
fenders waited for this signal! It seemed so. The
hitherto inert and passive mill woke : fire flashed from
its empty window-frames ; a volley of musketry pealed
sharp through the Hollow.

« Moore speaks at last!’’ said Shirley, “and he
seems to have the gift of tongues; that was not a single
voice.”’

¢ He has been forbearing ; no one can accuse him
of rashness,” alleged Caroline : ¢ their discharge pre-
ceded his : they broke his gates and his windows ; they
fired at his garrison before he repelled them.”

What was going on now? It seemed difficult, in
the darkness, to distinguish, but something terrible, a
still-renewing tumult, was obvious: fierce attacks, des-
perate repulses; the mill-yard, the mill itself, was full
of battle movement : there was scarcely any cessation
now of the discharge of firearms; and there was
struggling, rushing, trampling, and shouting between.
The aim of the assailants seemed to be to enter the
mill, that of the defendants to beat them off. They
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heard the rebel leader cry, «To the back, lads!”
They heard a voice retort, *“Come round, we will
meet you!”

“ To the counting-house ! >’ was the order again.

« Welcome !—We shall have you there!’’ was the
response. And accordingly, the fiercest blaze that had
yet glowed, the loudest rattle that had yet been heard,
burst from the counting-house front, when the mass of
rioters rushed up to it.

The voice that had spoken was Moore’s own voice.
They could tell by its tones that his soul was now warm
with the conflict: they could guess that the fighting
animal was roused in every one of those men there
struggling together, and was for the time quite para-
mount above the rational human being.

Both the girls felt their faces glow and their pulses
throb: both knew they would do no good by rushing
down into the mélée : they desired neither to deal nor
to receive blows ; but they could not have run away—
Caroline no more than Shirley; they could not have
fainted ; they could not have taken their eyes from the
dim, ternble scene—from the mass of cloud, of smoke
—the musket-lightning—for the world.

“ How and when would it end?”’ was the demand
throbbing in their throbbing pulses. ¢ Would a
juncture arise in which they could be useful ?’’ was
what they waited to see; for, though Shirley put off
their too-late arrival with a jest, and was ever ready to
satirise her own or any other person’s enthusiasm, she
would have given a farm of her best land for a chance
of rendering good service.

The chance was not vouchsafed her; the looked-for
juncture never came: it was not likely. Moore had
expected this attack for days, perhaps weeks: he was
prepared for it at every point. He had fortified and
garrisoned his mill, which in itself was a strong build-
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ing: he was a cool, brave man: he stood to the de-
fence with unflinching firmness ; those who were with
him caught his spirit, and copied his demeanour. The
rioters had never been so met before. At other mills
they had attacked, they had found no resistance ; an
orgaunised, resolute defence was what they never dreamed
of encountering. When their leaders saw the steady
fire kept up from the mill, witnessed the composure and
determination of its owner, heard themselves cooll
defied and invited on to death, and beheld their men
falling wounded round them, they felt that nothing was
to be done here. In haste, they mustered their forces,
drew them away from the building: a roll was called
over, in which the men answered to figures instead of
names : they dispersed wide over the fields, leaving
silence and ruin behind them. The attack, from its
commencement to its termination, had not occupied an
hour.

Day was by this time approaching: the west was
dim, the east beginning to gleam. It would have
seemed that the girls who had watched this conflict
would now wish to hasten to the victors, on whose side
all their interest had been enlisted ; but they only very
cautiously approached the now battered mill, and, when
suddenly a number of soldiers and gentlemen appeared
at the great door opening into the yard, they quickly
stepped aside into a shed, the deposit of old iron and
timber, whence they could see without being seen.

It was no cheering spectacle: these premises were
now a mere blot of desolation on the fresh front of the
summer-dawn. All the copse up the Hollow was
shady and dewy, the hill at its head was green; but
just here in the centre of the sweet glen, Discord,
broken loose in the night from control, had beaten the
ground with his stamping hoofs, and ‘left it waste and
pulverised. The mill yawned all ruinous with unglazed
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frames ; the yard was thickly bestrewn with stones and
brickbats, and, close under the mill, with the glittering
fragments of the shattered windows, muskets and other
weapons lay here and there ; more than one deep crimson
stain was visible on the gravel ; a human body lay quiet
on its face near the gates; and five or six wounded men
writhed and moaned in the bloody dust.

Miss Keeldar’s countenance changed at this view : it
was the after-taste of the battle, death and pain replac-
ing excitement and exertion : it was the blackness the
bright fire leaves when its blaze is sunk, its warmth
failed, and its glow faded.

¢ That is what [ wished to prevent,’’ she said, in a
voice whose cadence betrayed the altered impulse of her
heart.

“ But you could not prevent it; you did your best ;
it was in vain,” said Caroline comfortingly. ¢ Don’t
grieve, Shirley.”

41 am sorry for those poor fellows,” was the answer,
while the spark in her glance dissolved to dew. ¢ Are
any within the mill hurt, I wonder? Is that your
uncle ?”’

“It is, and there is Mr Malone, and, O Shirley !
there is Robert ! ”’

« Well,” (resuming her former tone,) ¢ don’t squeeze
your fingers quite into my hand : I see, there is nothing
wonderful in that. We knew he, at least, was here,
whoever might be absent.”

« He is coming here towards us, Shirley !

«Towards the pump, that is to say, for the purpose
of washing his hands and his forehead, which has got a
scratch, I perceive.”

¢ He bleeds, Shirley : don’t hold me ; I must go.”

“Not a step.”

« He is hurt, Shirley ! *’

« Fiddlestick ! ”’
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“ But I must go to him: I wish to go so much: I
cannot bear to be restrained.”

« What for?”’

“To speak to him, to ask how he is, and what I can
do for him?”’

“To teaze and annoy him ; to make a spectacle of
yourself and him before those soldiers, Mr Malone, your
uncle, et cetera. Would he like it, think you? Would
you like to remember it a week hence ? .

“Am I always to be curbed and kept down?”’
demanded Caroline, a little passionately.

“ For his sake, yes. And still more for your own.
I tell you, if you showed yourself now, you would repent
it an hour hence, and so would Robert.”

“You think he would not like it, Shirley?*

“ Far less than he would like our stopping him to
say good-night, which you were so sore about.”

“ But that was all play ; there was no danger.”

¢ And this is serious work : he must be unmolested.”

I only wish to go to him because he is my cousin
—you understand ? *’

¢ ] quite understand. But now, watch him. He
has bathed his forehead, and the blood has ceased trick-
ling ; his hurt is really a mere graze: I can see it from
hence : he is going to look after the wounded men.”

Accordingly Mr Moore and Mr Helstone went round
the yard, examining each prostrate form. They then
gave directions to have the wounded taken up and
carried into the mill. This duty being performed, Joe
Scott was ordered to saddle his master’s horse and Mr
Helstone’s pony, and the two gentlemen rode away full
gallop, to seek surgical aid in different directions.

Caroline was not yet pacified.

« Shirley, Shirley, I should have liked to speak one
word to him before he went,”” she murmured, while the
tears gathered glittering in her eyes.
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“ Why do you cry, Lina?”’ asked Miss Keeldar a
little sternly. ¢ You ought to be glad instead of sorry.
Robert has escaped any serious harm ; he is victorious ;
he has been coor and brave in combat; he 1s now con-
siderate in triumph : is this a time—are these causes for
weeping ? ”’

“You do not knew what I have in my heart,”
pleaded the other: ¢ what pain, what distraction ; nor
whence it arises. I can understand that you should
exult in Robert’s greatness and goodness; so do I, in
one sense, but, in another, I feel so miserable. I am
too far removed from him: I used to be nearer. Let
me alone, Shirley: do let me cry a few minutes; it
relieves me.”’

Miss Keeldar, feeling her tremble in every limb,
ceased to expostulate with her: she went out of the
shed, and left her to weep in peace. It was th: best
plan: in a few minutes Caroline rejoined her, much
calmer: she said with her natural, docile, gentle manner

—< Come, Shirley, we will go home now. I promise
not to try to see Robert again till he asks for me. I
never will try to push myself on him. I thank you for
restraining me just now.’

«“I did it with a good intention,” returned Miss
Keeldar.

¢ Now, dear Lina,”’ she continued, let us turn our
faces to the cool morning breeze, and walk very quietly
back to the Rectory. We will steal in as we stole out ;
none shall know where we have been, or what we have
seen to-night: neither taunt nor misconstruction can
consequently molest us. To-morrow, we will see
Robert, and be of good cheer ; but I will say ne more,
lest I should begin to cry too. I seem hard towards
you, but I am not so.”
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Chapter rr.
TO-MORROW.

HE two girls met no living soul on their way back
to the Rectory: they let themselves in noise-
lessly ; they stole upstairs unheard : the breaking

morning gave them what light they needed. Shirley
sought her couch immediately ; and, though the room
was strange—for she had never slept at the Rectory
before—and though the recent scene was one unparal-
leled for excitement and terror by any it had hitherto
been her lot to witness, yet, scarce was her head laid on
the pillow, ere a deep, refreshing sleep closed her eyes,
and calmed her senses.

Perfect health was Shirley’s enviable portion ; though
warmhearted and sympathetic, she was not nervous:
powerful emotions could rouse and sway, without ex-
hausting her spirit : the tempest troubled and shook her
while it lasted ; but it left her elasticity unbent, and her
freshness quite unblighted. ~As every day brought her
stimulating emotion, so every night yielded her recreat-
ing rest. Caroline now watched her sleeping, and read
the serenity of her mind in the beauty of her happy
countenance. |

For herself, being of a different temperament, she
could not sleep. The commonplace excitement of the
tea-drinking and school-gathering, would alone have
sufficed to make her restless all night : the effect of the
terrible drama which had just been enacted before her
eyes was not likely to quit her for days. It was vain
even to try to retain a recumbent posture: she sat up
by Shirley’s side, counting the slow minutes, and watch-
ing the June sun mount the heavens.

Life wastes fast in such vigils as Caroline had of late
but too often kept; vigils during which the mind—
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having no pleasant food to nourish it—no manna of
hope—no hived-honey of joyous memories—tries to
live on the meagre diet of wishes, and failing to derive
thence either delight or support, and feeling itself ready
to perish with craving want, turns to philosophy, to
resolution, to resignation; calls on all these gods for
aid, calls vainly—is unheard, unhelped, and languishes.

Caroline was a Christian ; therefore in trouble she
framed many a prayer after the Christian creed ; pre-
ferred it with deep earnestness; begged for patience,
strength, relief. 'This world, however, we all know, is
the scene of trial and probation ; and, for any favourable
result her petitions had yet wrought, it seemed to her
that they were unheard and unaccepted. She believed,
sometimes, that God had turned his face from her. At
moments she was a Calvinist, and, sinking into the gulf
of religious despair, she saw darkening over her the
doom of reprobation.

Most people have had a period or periods in their
lives when they have felt thus forsaken; when, having
long hoped against hope, and still seen the day of fruition
deferred, their hearts have truly sickened within them.
This is a terrible hour, but it is often that darkest point
which precedes the rise of day ; that turn of the year
when the icy January wind carries over the waste at
once the dirge of departing winter, and the prophecy of
coming spring. The perishing birds, however, cannot
thus understand the blast before which they shiver ; and
as little can the suffering soul recognise, in the climax
of its affliction, the dawn of its deliverance. Yet, let
whoever grieves still cling fast to love and faith in
God: God will never deceive, never finally desert him.
«« Whom He loveth, He chasteneth.” These words
are true, and should not be forgotten.

The household was astir at last: the servants were
up; the shutters were opened below. Caroline, as she
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quitted the couch, which had been but a thorny one to
her, felt that revival of spirits which the return of day,
of action, gives to all but the wholly despairing or actu- -
ally dying : she dressed herself, as usual, carefully, trying
so to arrange her hair and attire that nothing of the
forlornness she felt at heart should be visible externally :
she looked as fresh as Shirley when both were dressed,
only that Miss Keeldar’s eyes were lively, and Miss
Helstone’s languid.

“To-day I shall have much to say to Moore,” were
Shirley’s first words; and you could see in her face
that life was full of interest, expectation, and occupatlon
for her. « He will have to undergo cross-examination,”’
she added : ¢ I daresay he thinks he has outwitted me
cleverly. And this is the way men deal with women ;
still concealing danger from them : thinking, I suppose,
to spare them pain. They imagined we little knew
where they were to-night : we £now they little conjec-
tured where we were. Men, I believe, fancy women’s
minds somethmg like those of children. Now, that is
a mistake.”

This was said as she stood at the glass, training her
naturally waved hair into curls, by twining it round her
fingers. She took up the theme again five minutes
after, as Caroline fastened her dress and clasped her
girdle.

“ If men could see us as we really are, they would be
a little amazed ; but the cleverest, the acutest men are
often under an illusion about women : they do not read
them in a true light : they misapprehend them, both for

good and evil : their good woman is a queer thing,
half doll, half angel ; their bad woman almost always
a fiend. Then to hear them fall into ecstacies with
each other’s creations, worshipping the heroine of such
a poem—novel—drama, thinking it fine—divine !
Fine and divine it may be, but often quite artificial —
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false as the rose in my best bonnet there. If I spoke
all I think on this point ; if I gave my real opinion of
some first-rate female characters in first-rate works,
where should I be? Dead under a cairn of avenging
stones in half-an-hour.”

“ Shirley, you chatter 8o, I can’t fasten you : be still.
And after all, authors’ heroines are almost as good as
authoress’s heroes.”

“ Not at all : women read men more truly than men
read women. I’ll prove that in a magazine paper some
day when I’ve time ; only it will never be inserted : it
will be ¢declined with thanks,” and left for me at the
publisher’s.”

“To be sure : you could not write cleverly enough ;
you don’t know enough ; you are not learned, Shirley.”

“ God knows, I can’t contradict you, Cary: I’m as
ignorant as a stone. There’s one comfort, however,
you are not much better.”

They descended to breakfast.

] wonder how Mrs Pryor and Hortense Moore
have passed the night,’” said Caroline, as she made the
. coffee. < Selfish being that I am! I never thought of
either of them till just now : they will have heard all
the tumult, Fieldhead and the Cottage are 8o near ; and
Hortense is timid in such matters : so no doubt is Mrs
Pryor.”

«Take my word for it, Lina, Moore will have
contrived to get his sister out of the way: she went
home with Miss Mann ; he will have quartered her
there for the night. Asto Mrs Pryor, ] own I am
uneasy about her ; but in another half-hour we will be
with her.”

By this time the news of what had happened at the
Hollow was spread all over the neighbourhood.
Fanny, who had been to Fieldhead to fetch the milk,
returned in panting haste, with tidings that there had
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been a battle in the night at Mr Moore’s mill, and that
some said twenty men were Kkilled. Eliza, during
Fanny’s absence, had been apprised by the butcher’s
boy that the mill was burnt to the ground. Both
women rushed into the parlour to announce these terrible
facts to the ladies, terminating their clear and accurate
narrative by the assertion that they were sure master
must have been in it all. He and Thomas, the clerk,
they were confident, must have gone last night to join
Mr Moore and the soldiers: Mr Malone, too, had not
been heard of at his lodgings since yesterday afternoon ;
and Joe Scott’s wife and family were in the greatest
distress, wondering what had become of their head.

Scarcely was this information imparted when a knock
at the kitchen-door announced the Fieldhead errand-
boy, arrived in hot haste, bearing a billet from Mrs
Pryor. It was hurriedly written, and urged Miss
Keeldar to return directly, as the neighbourhood and
the house seemed likely to be all in confusion, and
orders would have to be given which the mistress of the
hall alone could regulate. In a postscript it was en-
treated that Miss Helstone might not be left alone at
the Rectory: she had better, it was suggested, accom-
pany Miss Keeldar.

 There are not two opinions on that head,” said
Shirley, as she tied on her own bonnet, and then ran to
fetch Caroline’s.

“ But what will Fanny and Eliza do? And if my
uncle returns ? ”’

¢ Your uncle will not return yet; he has other fish
to fry ; he will be galloping backwards and forwards
from Briarfield to Stilbro’ all day, rousing the magis-
trates in the court-house, and the officers at the
barracks; and Fanny and Eliza can have in Joe
Scott’s and the clerk’s wives to bear them company.
Besides, of course, there is no real danger to be
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apprehended now : weeks will elapse before the rioters
can again rally, or plan any other attempt ; and I am
much mistaken if Moore and Mr Helstone will not
take advantage of last night’s outbreak to quell them
altogether : they will frighten the authorities of Stilbro’
into energetic measures. I only hope they will not be
too severe—not pursue the discomfited too relentlessly.”

¢ Robert will not be cruel : we saw that last night,”
said Caroline.

“ But he will be hard,”” retorted Shirley; ¢“and so
will your uncle.”

As they hurried along the meadow and plantation-
path to Fieldhead, they saw the distant highway already
alive with an unwonted flow of equestrians and
pedestrians, tending in the direction of the usually
solitary Hollow. On reaching the hall, they found the
back-yard gates open, and the court and kitchen seemed
crowded with excited milk-fetchers—men, women, and
children, whom Mrs Gill, the housekeeper, appeared
vainly persuading to take their milk-cans and depart.

It is, or awas, by-the-bye, the custom in the north of
England for the cottagers on a country squire’s estate to
receive their supplies of milk and butter from the dairy
of the Manor-House, on whose pastures a herd of milch
kine was usually fed for the convenience of the
neighbourhood. Miss Keeldar owned such a herd—
all deep-dewlapped, Craven cows, reared on the sweet
herbage and clear waters of bonnie Airedale ; and very
proud she was of their sleek aspect and high condition. )
Seeing now the state of matters, and that it was
desirable to effect a clearance of the premises, Shirley
stepped in amongst the gossiping groups.  She bade
them good-morning with a certain frank, tranquil ease
—-the natural characteristic of her manner when she
addressed numbers ; especially if those numbers belonged

to the working-class; she was cooler amongst her
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equals, and rather proud to those above her. She then
asked them if they had all got their milk measured out,
and understanding that they had, she further observed
that she ¢ wondered what they were waiting for, then.”

«“ We’re just talking a bit over this battle there has
been at your mill, Mistress,” replied a man.

«Talking a bit! Just like you! >’ said Shirley. < It
is a queer thing all the world is so fond of talking over
events: you falt if anybody dies suddenly; you
talt if a fire breaks out ; you falt if a mill-owner fails ;
you talt if he’s murdered. What good does your
talking do ?

There is nothing the lower orders like better than a
little downright good-humoured rating. Flattery they
scorn very much : honest abuse they enjoy. They call
it speaking plainly, and take a sincere delight in being
the objects thereof. The homely harshness of Miss
Keeldar’s saluation won her the ear of the whole throng
in a second.

¢« We’re no war nor some ’at is aboon us ; are we ? ”’
asked a man smiling.

‘¢ Nor a whit better: you that should be models of
industry are just as gossip-loving as the idle. Fine,
rich people that have nothing to do, may be partly
excused for trifling their time away: you who have to
arn your bread with the sweat of your brow are quite
inexcuseable.”’

 That’s queer, Mistress: suld we never have a
holiday because we work hard ?”’

« Newer,”” was the prompt answer ; “unless,” added
the ¢ mistress,” with a smile that half-belied the severity
of her speech, ¢ unless you knew how to make a better
use of it than to get together over rum and tea, if you
are women—or over beer and pipes, if you are men,
and falk scandal at your neighbours’ expense. Come,
friends,”’ she added, changing at once from bluntness to



32 SHIRLEY.

courtesy, ¢ oblige me by taking your cans and going
home. I expect several persons to call to-day, and it
will be inconvenient to have the avenues to the house
crowded.”

Yorkshire people are as yielding to persuasion as they
are stubborn against compulsion : the yard was cledr in
five minutes.

“ Thank you, and good-bye to you, friends,” said
Shirley, as she closed -the gates on a quiet court.

Now, let me hear the most refined of Cockneys
presume to find fault with Yorkshire manners! Taken
as they ought to be, the majority of the lads and lasses
of the West-Riding are gentlemen and ladies, every inch
of them : it is only against the weak affectation and futile -
pomposity of a would-be aristocrat they turn mutinous.

Entering by the back-way, the young ladies passed
through the kitchen S)[r house, as the inner kitchen is
called) to the hall. Mrs Pryor came running down the
oak staircase to meet them. She was all unnerved : her
naturally sanguine complexion was pale; her usually
placid, though timid, blue eye was wandering, unsettled,
alarmed. She did not, however, break out into any
exclamations, or hurried narrative of what had happened.
Her predominant feeling had been in the course of the
night, and was now this morning, a sense of dissatis-
faction with herself that she could not feel firmer,
cooler, more equal to the demands of the occasion.

“ You are aware,”” she began with a trembling voice,
and yet the most conscientious anxiety to avoid exag-
geration in what she was about to say,—that a body
of rioters has attacked Mr Moore’s mill to-night: we
heard the firing and confusion very plainly here; we
none of us slept : it was a sad night : the house has been
in great bustle all the morning with people coming and
going : the servants have applied to me for orders and
directions, which I really did not feel warranted in
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giving.  Mr Moore has, I believe, sent up for refresh-
ments for the soldiers and others engaged in the defence ;
for some conveniences also for the wounded. I could
not undertake the responsibility of giving orders or tak-
ing measures. I fear delay may have been injurious in
some instances ; but this 18 not my house: you were
absent, my dear Miss Keeldar—what could I do?”

“ Were no refreshments sent?’” asked Shirley, while
her countenance, hitherto so clear, propitious, and quiet,
even while she was rating the mifk-fetchers, suddenly
turned dark and warm.

« I think not, my dear.”

¢« And nothing for the wounded ? no linen—no wine
—no bedding ?

«“] think not. I cannot tell what Mrs Gill did:
but it seemed impossible to me, at the moment, to ven-
ture to dispose of your property by sending supplies to
soldiers—provisions for a company of soldiers sounds
formidable : how many there are I did not ask ; but I
could not think of allowing them to pillage the house,
as it were. I intended to do what was right; yet I
did not see the case quite clearly, I own.”

«“Jt lies in a nutshell, notwithstanding.  These
soldiers have risked their lives in defence of my property
—1I suppose they have a right to my gratitude : the
wounded are our fellow-creatures—1I suppose we should
aid them. Mrs Gill!”

She turned, and called in a voice more clear than
soft. It rung through the thick oak of the hall and
kitchen doors more effectually than a bell’s summons.
Mrs Gill, who was deep in bread-making, came with
hands and apron in culinary case, not having dared to
stop to rub the dough from the one, or to shake the
flour from the other. Her mistress had never called a
servant in that voice, save once before, and that was
when she had seen from the window Tartar in full tug

I1. C
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with two carriers’ dogs, each of them a match for him
in size, if not in courage, and their masters standing by,
encouraging their animals, while hers was unbefriended :
then, indeed, she had summoned John as if the Day of
Judgment were at hand : nor had she waited for the
said John’s coming, but had walked out into the lane
bonnetless; and after informing the carriers that she
held them far less of men than the three brutes whirling
and worrying in the dust before them, had put her hands
round the thick neck of the largest of the curs and
given her whole strength to the essay of choking it from
Tartar’s torn and bleeding eye, just above and below
which organ the vengeful fangs were inserted. Five or
six men were presently on the spot to help her, but she
never thanked one of them: - “they might have come
before, if their will had been good,’’ she said. She had
not a word for anybody during the rest of the day ; but
sat near the hall fire till evening watching and tending
Tartar, who lay all gory, stiff, and swelled on a mat at
her feet. She wept furtively over him sometimes, and
murmured the softest words of pity and endearment,
in tones whose music the old, scarred, canine warrior
acknowledged by licking her hand or her sandal alter-
nately with his own red wounds. As to John, his
lady tumed a cold shoulder on him for a week
afterwards.

Mrs Gill, remembermg this little episode, came « all
of a tremble, as she said herself. In a firm, brief
voice, Miss Keeldar proceeded to put questions and give
orders. That at such a time F ieldh&d should have
evinced the inhospitality of a miser’s hovel, stung her
haughty spirit to the quick ; and the revolt of its pride
was seen in the heaving of her heart ; stirred stormily
under the lace and silk which veiled it.

« How long is it since that message came from the

mill 2’
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? answered the house-

“Not an hour yet, ma’am,’
keeper soothingly.

“ Not an hour! You might almost as well have
said not a day. They will have applied elsewhere by
this time. Send a man instantly down to tell them
that everything this house contains is at Mr Moore’s,
Mr Helstone’s, and the soldiers’ service. Do that
first !

While the order was being executed, Shirley moved
away from her friends, and stood at the hall-window,
silent, unapproachable. When Mrs Gill came back,
she turned : the purple flush which painful excitement
kindles on a pale cheek, glowed on hers: the spark
which displeasure lights in a dark eye fired her glance.

¢ Let the contents of the larder and the wine-cellar
be brought up, put into the hay-carts, and driven down
to the Hollow. If there does not happen to be much
bread or much meat in the house, go to the butcher and
baker, and desire them to send what they have: but I
will see for myself.”

She moved off.

¢ All will be right soon : she will get over it in an
hour,”” whispered Caroline to Mrs Pryor. “Go up-
stairs, dear madam,’’ she added affectionately, “ and try
to be as calm and easy as you can. The truth is,
Shirley will blame herself more than you before the day
is over.”’

By dint of a few more gentle assurances and persua-
sions, Miss Helstone contrived to soothe the agitated
lady. Having accompanied her to her apartment, and
promised to rejoin her there when things were settled,
Caroline left her to see, as she said, “if she could be
useful.’”” She presently found that she could be very
useful ; for the retinue of servants at Fieldhead was by
DO means numerous, and just now their mistress found
plenty of occupation for all the hands at her command,
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and for her own also. The delicate good-nature and
dexterous activity which Caroline brought to the aid of
the housekeeper and maids,—all somewhat scared by
their lady’s unwonted mood—did a world of good at
once : it helped the assistants and appeased the direct-
ress. A chance glance and smile from Caroline moved
Shirley to an answering smile directly. The former
was carrying a heavy basket up the cellar-stairs.

¢ This is a shame,”” cried Shirley, running to her.
« It will strain your arm.”

She took it from her, and herself bore it out into the
yard. The cloud of temper was dispelled when she
came back ; the flash in her eye was melted ; the shade
on her forehead vanished : she resumed her usual cheer-
ful and cordial manner to those about her, tempering
her revived spirits with a little of the softness of shame
at her previous unjust anger.

She was still superintending the lading of the cart,
when a gentleman entered the yard and approached her
ere she was aware of his presence.

“T hope I see Miss Keeldar well this morning?”’
he said, examining with rather significant scrutiny her
still flushed face.

She gave him a look, and then again bent to her em-
ployment, without reply. A pleasant enough smile
played on her lips, but she hid it. The gentleman
repeated his salutation, stooping, that it might reach her
ear with more facility.

«“ Well enough, if she be good enough,” was the
answer; “and so is Mr Moore too, I dare say. To
speak truth, I am not anxious about him ; some slight
mischance would be only his just due: his conduct has
been—we will say strange, just now, till we have time
to characterise it by a more exact epithet. Meantime,
may I ask what brings him here ? ”

« Mr Helstone and I have just received your message,
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that everything at Fieldhead was at our service. We
judged, by the unlimited wording of the gracious intima-
tion, that you would be giving yourself too much
trouble : I perceive our conjecture was correct. We
are not a regiment, remember : only about half-a-dozen
soldiers, and as many civilians. Allow me to retrench
something from these too abundant supplies.”

Miss Keeldar blushed, while she laughed at her own
over-eager generosity, and most disproportionate calcu-
lations. Moore laughed too—very quietly, though ;
and as quietly, he ordered basket after basket to be
taken from the cart, and remanded vessel after vessel to
the cellar.

«The Rector must hear of this,”” he said: “he will
make a good story of it. What an excellent army
contractor Miss Keeldar would have been!”’ again he
laughed, adding—¢ It is precisely as I conjectured.”

‘¢ You ought to be thankful,’’ said Shirley, ¢ and not
mock me. What could I do? How could I gauge
your appetites, or number your band? For aught I
knew, their might have been fifty of you at least to
victual. You told me nothing; and then, an applica-
tion to provision soldiers naturally suggests large
ideas.”’

« It appears so,”’ remarked Moore, levelling another
of his keen, quiet glances at the discomfited Shirley.
“ Now,”’ he continued, addressing the carter, ¢ I think
you may take what remains to the Hollow. Your load
will be somewhat lighter than the one Miss Keeldar
destined you to carry.”

As the vehicle rumbled out of the yard, Shirley,
rallying her spirits, demanded what had become of the
wounded.

“ There was not a single man hurt on our side,”” was
the answer.

“ You were hurt yourself, on the temples,” interposed
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a quick, low voice—that of Caroline, who, having"
withdrawn within the shade of the door, and behind the
large person of Mrs Gill, had till now escaped Moore’s
notice : when she spoke, his eye searched the obscurity
of her retreat. :

“ Are you much hurt ? >’ she inquired.

“ As you might scratch your finger with a needle in
sewing.”’

“ Lift your hair, and let us see.”

He took his hat off, and did as he was bid, disclos-
ing only a narrow slip of court-plaster. Caroline indi-
cated, by a slight movement of the head, that she was
satisfied, and disappeared within the clear obscure of the
interior.

« How did she know I was hurt ?*’ asked Moore.

“ By rumour, no doubt. But it is too good in her
to trouble herself about you. For my part, it was of
your victims I was thinking when I inquired after the
wounded : what damage have your opponents sustained ?*

“ One of the rioters, or victims, as you call them, was
killed, and six were hurt.”

« What have you done with them ?”’

“ What you will perfectlylapprove. Medical aid was
procured immediately ; and as soon as we can get a
couple of covered waggons, and some clean straw, they
will be removed to Stilbro’.”’

“ Straw ! you must have beds and bedding. 1 wall
send my waggon directly, properly furnished ; and Mr
Yorke, I am sure, will send his.”

“You guess correctly : he has volunteered already ;
and Mrs Yorke—who, like you, seems disposed to re-
gard the rioters as martyrs, and me, and especially Mr
Helstone, as murderers—is at this moment, I believe,
most assiduously engaged in fitting it up with feather-
beds, pillows, bolsters, blankets, &c. The wvictims lack
no attentions—I promise you. Mr Hall—your favourite
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parson—has been with them ever since six o’clock, ex-
horting them, praying with them, and even waiting on
them like any nurse ; and Caroline’s good friend, Miss
Ainley, that very plain old maid, sent in a stock of lint
and linen, something in the proportion of another lady’s
allowance of beef and wine.”

« That will do. 'Where is your sister?”’

«“ Well cared for. I had her securely domiciled
with Miss Mann. This very morning, the two set out
for Wormwood Wells (a noted watering-place), and
will stay there some weeks.’’

«“ So Mr Helstone domiciled me at the Rectory!
Mighty clever you gentlemen think you are! I make
you heartily welcome to the idea, and hope its savour,
as you chew the cud of reflection upon it, gives you
pleasure Acute and astute, why are you not also omni-
scient? How is itjthat events transpire, under your
very noses, of which you have no suspicion ? It should
be 80, otherwise the exquisite gratification of out-man-
ceuvring you would be unknown. Ah! friend, you
may search my countenance, but you cannot read it.

Moore, indeed, looked as if he could not.

“You think me a dangerous specimen of my sex.
Don’t you, now ?”’

¢ A peculiar one, at least.”

¢ But Caroline—is she peculiar?”’

¢ In her way—yes.”

« Her way! What is her way ?”

““ You know her as well as I do.”

¢ And knowing her I assert that she is neither

eccentric nor difficult of control : 1s she ? ”’

¢ That depends ”’——

¢« However, there is nothing masculine about ber ?

« Why lay such emphasis on ber 7 Do you consider
her a contrast, in that respect, to yourself ? ’

¢ You do, no doubt: but that does not signify.
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Caroline is neither masculine, nor of what they call the
spirited order of women.”

¢ I have seen her flash out.”

“So have I—but not with manly fire: it was a
short, vivid, trembling glow, that shot up, shone,
vanished ”’

“ And left her scared at her own daring. You
describe others besides Caroline.”

“The point I wish to establish is, that Miss Hel-
stone, though gentle, tractable, and candid enough, is
still perfectly capable of defying even Mr Moore’s
penetration.”

“ What have you and she been doing?”’ asked
Moore suddenly.

¢« Have you had any breakfast ? ”’

« What is your mutual mystery ?”’

« If you are hungry, Mrs Gill will give you some-
thing to eat here. Step into the oak-parlour, and ring
the bell—you will be served as if at an inn ; or, if you
like better, go back to the Hollow.”

¢ The alternative is not open to me : I must go back.
Good-moming : the first leisure I have, I will see you
again.” -

Chapter rrj.
MRS PRYOR.

HILE Shirley was talking with Moore, Caro-
line rejoined Mrs Pryor upstairs.  She found
that lady deeply depressed. She would not

say that Miss Keeldar’s hastiness had hurt her feelings ;
but it was evident an inward wound galled her. To
any but a congenial nature, she would have seemed in-
sensible to the quiet, tender attentions by which Miss
Helstone sought to impart solace; but Caroline knew
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that, unmoved or slightly moved as she looked, she
felt, valued, and was healed by them.

“ I am deficient in self-confidence and decision,”’ she
said at last. I always have been deficient in those
qualities : yet I think Miss Keeldar should have known
my character well enough by this time, to be aware that
I always feel an even painful solicitude to do right, to
act for the best. The unusual nature of the demand on
my judgment puzzled me, especially following the
alarms of the night. I could not venture to act
promptly for another : but I trust no serious harm will
result from my lapse of firmness.”

A gentle knock was here heard at the door: it was
half-opened.

¢« Caroline, come here,”’ said a low voice.

Miss Helstone went out : there stood Shirley in the
gallery, looking contrite, ashamed, sorry as any repentant
child.

“ How is Mrs Pryor ?”’ she asked.

« Rather out of spirits,”” said Caroline.

¢ I have behaved very shamefully, very ungenerously,
very ungratefully to her,”” said Shirley. ¢ How insolent
in me to turn on her thus, for what after all was no
fault, only an excess of conscientiousness on her part.
But I regret my error most sincerely : tell her so, and
ask if she will forgive me.”

Caroline discharged the errand with heartfelt pleasure.
Mrs Pryor rose, came to the door: she did not like
scenes ; she dreaded them as all timid people do : she
said falteringly—¢ Come in, my dear.”

Shirley did come in with some impetuosity : she threw
her arms round her governess, and while she kissed her
heartily, she said—¢ You know you must forgive me,
Mrs Pryor. I could not get on at all if there was a
misunderstanding between you and me.”

¢¢ I have nothing to forgive,”” was the reply. «“We
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will pass it over now if you please. The final result of
the incident is, that it proves more plainly than ever how
unequal I am to certain crises.”

And that was the painful feeling which would re-
main on Mrs Pryor’s mind: no effort of Shirley’s or
Caroline’s could efface it thence : she could forgive her
offending pupil, not her innocent self.

Miss Keeldar, doomed to be in constant request
during the morning, was presently summoned downstairs
again. The Rector called first: a lively welcome and
livelier reprimand were at his service; he expected
both, and, being in high spirits, took them in equally
good part,

In the course of his brief visit, he quite forgot to ask
after his niece : the riot, the rioters, the mill, the magis-
trates, the heiress, absorbed all his thoughts to the
exclusion of family ties. ~He alluded to the part
himself and curate had taken in the defence of the
Hollow.

¢ The vials of pharisaical wrath will be emptied on
our heads, for our share in this business,”” he said;
“but I defy every calumniator. I was there only to
support the law, to play my part as a man and a Briton ;
which characters I deem quite compatible with those of
the priest and Levite, in their highest sense. Your
- tenant, Moore,”” he went on, ¢ has won my approba-
tion. A cooler commander I would not wish to see,
nor a more determined. Besides, the man has shown
sound judgment and good sense; first, in being
thoroughly prepared for the event which has taken
place, and subsequently, when his well-concerted plans
had secured him success, in knowing how to use with-
out abusing his victory. Some of the magistrates are
now well frightened, and, like all cowards, show a
tendency to be cruel ; Moore restrains them with ad-
mirable prudence. He has hitherto been very unpopular
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in the neighbourhood ; but, mark my words, the tide of
opinion will now take a turn in his favour: people will
find out that they have not appreciated him, and will
hasten to remedy their error ; and he, when he perceives
the public disposed to acknowledge his merits, will show
a more gracious mien than that with which he has
hitherto favoured us.”’

Mr Helstone was. about to add to this speech some
half-jesting, half-serious warnings to Miss Keeldar, on
the subject of her rumoured partiality for her talented
tenant, when a ring at the door, announcing another
caller, checked his raillery; and as that other caller
appeared in the form of a white-haired, elderly gentle-
man, with a rather truculent countenance and disdainful
eye—in short, our old acquaintance, and the Rector’s
old enemy, Mr Yorke—the priest and Levite seized
his hat, and with the briefest of adieux to Miss
Keeldar, and the sternest of nods to her guest, took an
abrupt leave.

Mr Yorke was in no mild mood, and in no measured
terms did he express his opinion on the transaction of
the night: Moore, the magistrates, the soldiers, the
mob-leaders, each and all came in for a share of his in-
vectives ; but he reserved his strongest epithets—and
real racy Yorkshire Doric adjectives they were—for the -
benefit of the fighting parsons, the ¢ sanguinary, de-
moniac *’ rector and curate. According to him, the
cup of ecclesiastical guilt was now full indeed.

“ The Church,” he said, “was in a bonnie pickle
now : it was time it came down when parsons took to
swaggering amang soldiers, blazing away wi’ bullet and
gunpowder, taking the lives of far honester men than
themselves.”

«“ What would Moore have done, if nobody had
helped him ?>* asked Shirley.

“ Drunk as he’d brewed—eaten as he’d baked.”

Y
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« Which means, you would have left him by himself
to face that mob. Good. He has plenty of courage ;
but the greatest amount of gallantry that ever garrisoned
one human breast could scarce avail against two
hundred.”

¢« He had the soldiers ; those poor slaves who hire
out their own blood and spill other folk’s for money.”

“ You abuse soldiers almost as much as you abuse
clergymen. All who wear red coats are national refuse
in your eyes, and all who wear black are national
swindlers. Mr Moore, according to you, did wrong to
get military aid, and he did still worse to accept of any
other aid. Your way of talking amounts to this:—
he should have abandoned his mill and his life to the
rage of a set of misguided madmen, and Mr Helstone
and every other gentleman in the parish should have
looked on, and seen the building razed and its owner
slaughtered, and never stirred a finger to save either.”

¢« If Moore had behaved to his men from the begin-
ning as a master ought to behave, they never would have
entertained their present feelings towards him.”

« Easy for you to talk,” exclaimed Miss Keeldar,
who was beginning to wax warm in her tenant’s cause :
“you, whose family have lived at Briarmans for six
generations, to whose person the people have been ac-
customed for fifty years, who know all their ways,
prejudices, and preferences. Easy, indeed, for you to
act 8o as to avoid offending them ; but Mr Moore came
a stranger into the district: he came here poor and
frniendless, with nothing but his own energies to back
him ; nothing but his honour, his talent, and his in-
dustry to make his way for him. A monstrous crime
indeed that, under such circumstances, he could not
popularise his naturally grave, quiet manners, all at
once : could not be jocular, and free, and cordial with
a strange peasantry, as you are with your fellow-towns-
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men! An unpardonable transgression, that when he
introduced improvements he did not go about the busi-
ness in quite the most politic way ; did not graduate his
changes as delicately as a rich capitalist might have
done! For errors of this sort is he to be the victim of
mob-outrage? Is he to be denied even the privilege of
defending himself ! Are those who have the hearts of
men in their breasts (and Mr Helstone—say what you
will of him—has such a heart) to be reviled like male-
factors because they stand by him—because they ven-
ture to espouse the cause of one against two hundred?”’

« Come—come now—be cool,”” said Mr Yorke,
smiling at the earnestness with which Shirley multiplied
her rapid questions.

«Cool! Must I listen coolly to downright nonsense
—to dangerous nonsense? No. I like you very well,
Mr Yorke, as you know ; but I thoroughly dislike some
of your principles. All that cant—excuse me, but I
repeat the word—all that cant about soldiers and par-
sons is most offensive in my ears. All ridiculous,
irrational crying up of one class, whether the same be
aristocrat or democrat—all howling down of another
class, whether clerical or military—all exacting injustice
to individuals, whether monarch or mendicant—is really
sickening to me : all arraying of ranks against ranks, all
party hatreds, all tyrannies disguised as liberties, I reject
and wash my hands of. 2o« think you are a philanthro-
pist ; you think you are an advocate of liberty; but I
will tell you this—Mr Hall, the parson of Nunnely, is
a better friend both of man and freedom than Hiram
Yorke, the Reformer of Briarfield.”

From a man, Mr Yorke would not have borne this
language very patiently, nor would he have endured it
from some women; but he accounted Shirley both
honest and pretty, and her rlain-spoken ire amused him:
besides, he took a secret pleasure in hearing her defend
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her tenant, for we have already intimated he had Robert
Moore’s interest very much at heart: moreover, if he
wished to avenge himself for her severity, he knew the
means lay in his power: a word, he believed, would
suffice to tame and silence her, to cover her frank fore-
head with the rosy shadow of shame, and veil the glow
of her eye under down-drooped lid and lash.

¢ What more hast thou to say ?”’ he inquired, as she
paused, rather it appeared to take breath, than because
her subject or her zeal was exhausted.

. Say, Mr Yorke!” was the answer, the speaker
meantime walking fast from wall to wall of the oak-
parlour. ¢ Sa{ ? T have a great deal to say, if I could
get it out in lucid order, which I never can do. I
have to say that your views, and those of most extreme
polmcnans, are such as none but men in an u'reaponslble
position can advocate ; that they are purely opposition
views, meant only to be talked about, and never in-
tended to be acted on. Make you Prime Minister of
England to-morrow, and you would have to abandon
them. You abuse Moore for defending his mill : had
you been in Moore’s place you could not with honour
or sense have acted otherwise than he acted. You
abuse Mr Helstone for everything he does: Mr Hel-
stone has his faults: he sometimes does wrong, but
oftener right. Were you ordained vicar of Bnarfield,
you would find it no easy task to sustain all the active
schemes for the benefit of the parish planned and perse-
vered in by your predecessor. I wonder people cannot
judge more fairly of each other and themselves. When
I hear Messrs Malone and Donne chatter about the
authority of the Church, the dignity and claims of the
priesthood, the deference due to them as clergymen ;
when I hear the outbreaks of their small spite against
Dissenters ; when I witness their silly narrow jealousies
and assumpuons ; when their palaver about forms, and
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traditions, and superstitions, is sounding in my ear;
when I behold their insolent carriage to the poor, their
often base servility to the rich, I think the Establish-
ment is indeed in a poor way, and both she and her
sons appear in the utmost need of reformation. Turn-
ing away distressed from minster-tower and village-
spire—ay, as distressed as a churchwarden who feels the
exigence of whitewash, and has not wherewithal to pur-
chase lime—I recall your senseless sarcasms on the
¢ fat bishops,” the ¢pampered parsons,’ ¢old mother
church,” &c. I remember your strictures on all who
differ from you, your sweeping condemnation of classes
and individuals, without the slightest allowance made
for circumstances or temptations ; and then, Mr Yorke,
doubt clutches my inmost heart as to whether men
exist clement, reasonable, and just enough to be entrusted
with the task of reform. I don’t believe you are of the
number.”’

“ You have an ill opinion of me, Miss Shirley: you
never told me so much of your mind before.”

¢ I never had an opening; but I have sat on Jessy’s
stool by your chair in the back-parlour at Briarmains,
for evenings together, listening excitedly to your talk,
half-admiring what you said, and half-rebelling against
it I think you a fine old Yorkshireman, sir: I am
proud to have been born in the same county and parish
as yourself—truthful, upright, independent you are, as a
rock based below seas; but also you are harsh, rude,
narrow, and merciless.”’

“ Not to the poor, lass—nor to the meek of the earth
—only to the proud and high-minded.”

« And what right have you, sir, to make such dis-
tinctions? A prouder—a higher-minded man than
yourself does not exist. You find it easy to speak
comfortably to your inferiors—you are too haughty, too
ambitious, too jealous to be civil to those above you.
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But you are all alike. Helstone also is proud and pre-
judiced. Moore, though juster and more considerate
than either you or the Rector, is still haughty, stern,
and in a public sense, selfish. It is well there are such
men as Lgr Hall to be found occasionally : men of large
and kind hearts, who can love their whole race, who
can forgive others for being richer, more prosperous, or
more powerful than they are. Such men may have less
originality, less force of character than you, but they
are better friends to mankind.”

“ And when is it to be?’’ said Mr Yorke, now
rsing.

« When is what to be ? ”’

“ The wedding.”

« Whose wedding ? ”’

“Only that of Robert Gérard Moore, Esq., of
Hollow’s Cottage, with Miss Keeldar, daughter and
heiress of the late Charles Cave Keeldar of Fieldhead
Hall.”

Shirley gazed at the questioner with rising colour;
but the light in her eye was not faltering : it shone
steadily—yes—it burned deeply.

“ That is your revenge,’ she said slowly: then
added ; «“Would it be a bad match, unworthy of the
late Charles Cave Keeldar’s representative ?

« My lass, Moore is a gentleman : his blood is pure
and ancient as mine or thine.”

«“ And we too set store by ancient blood? We
have family Pride, though one of us at least is a
Republican ?’

Yorke bowed as he stood before her. His lips were
mute, but his eye confessed the impeachment. Yes—
he had family pride—you saw it in his whole bearing.

«« Moore 15 a gentleman,”” echoed Shirley, lifting her
head with glad grace. She checked herself—words
seemed crowding to her tongue, she would not give
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them utterance; but her look spoke much at f‘the
moment : what Yorke tried to read, but could not
—the language was there visible, but untranslatable
—a poem—a fervid lyric in an unknown tongue. It
was not a plain story, however—no simple gush of feel-
ing—no ordinary love-confession—that was obvious ; it
was something other, deeper, more intricate than he
guessed at: he felt his revenge had not struck home ;
he felt that Shirley triumphed—she held him at fault,
baffled, puzzled ; she enjoyed the moment—not be.

~ ¢« And if Moore is a gentleman, you can be only a
lady, therefore ”’

% Therefore there would be no inequality in our
union ¢ »’

“ None.”

“ Thank you for your approbation. Will you give
me away when I relinquish the name of Keeldar for
that of Moore ?”’

Mr Yorke, instead of replying, gazed at her much
puzzled. He could not divine what her look signified ;
whether she spoke in earnest or in jest: there was
purpose and feeling, banter and scoff, playing, mingled,
on her mobile lineaments.

1 don’t understand thee,”’ he said, turning away.

She laughed : “‘Take courage, sir; you are not
singular in your ignorance: but I suppose if Moore
understands me, that will do—will it not ?”’

¢ Moore may settle his own matters henceforward
for me; I’ll neither meddle nor make with them
further.”

A new thought crossed her : her countenance changed
magically ; with a sudden darkening of the eye, and
austere fixing of the features, she demanded—¢ Have
you been asked to interfere. Are you questioning me
as another’s proxy?”

«“The Lord save us! Whoever weds thee must

I1I. D
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look about him! Keep all your questions for Robert ;
I’ll answer no more on ’em. Good-day, lassie !

The day being fine, or at least fair—for soft clouds
curtained the sun, and a dim but not chill or waterish
haze slept blue on the hills—Caroline, while Shirley
was engaged with her callers, had persuaded Mrs Pryor
to assume her bonnet and summer shawl, and to take a
walk with her up towards the narrow end of the Hollow.

Here, the opg:sing sides of the glen approaching
each other, and becoming clothed with brushwood and
stunted oaks, formed a wooded ravine; at the bottom
of which ran the mill-stream, in broken unquiet course,
struggling with many stones, chafing against rugged
banks, fretting with gnarled tree-roots, foaming, gurgling,
battling as it went. Here, when you had wandered
half-a-mile from the mill, you found a sense of deep
solitude : found it in the shade of unmolested trees ;
received it in the singing of many birds, for which that
shade made a home. This was no trodden way: the fresh-
ness of the woodflowers attested that foot of man seldom
pressed them : abounding wild-roses looked as if they
budded, bloomed, and faded under the watch of solitude,
as in a Sultan’s harem. Here you saw the sweet azure of
blue-bells, and recognised in pearl-white blossoms, spang-
ling the grass, an humble type of some star-lit spot in space.

Mrs Pryor liked a quiet walk: she ever shunned
highroads, and sought byways and lonely lanes: one
companion she preferred to total solitude, f’c')r in solitude
she was nervous ; a vague fear of annoying encounters
broke the enjoyment of quite lonely rambles ; but she
feared nothing with Caroline : when once she got away
from human habitations, and entered the still demesne
of nature accompanied by this one youthful friend, a
propitious change seem to steal over her mind and beam
in her countenance. When with Caroline—and Caro-
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line only—her heart, you would have said, shook off a
burden, her brow put aside a veil, her spirits too escaped
from a restraint : with her she was cheerful ; with her,
at times, she was tender: to her she would impart her
knowledge, reveal glimpses of her experience, give her
opportunities for guessing what life she had lived, what
cultivation her mind had received, of what calibre was
her intelligence, how and where her feelings were
vulnerable.

To-day, for instance, as they walked along, Mrs
Pryor talked to her companion about the various birds
singing in the trees, discniminated their species, and said
something about their habits and peculiarities. English
natural history seemed familiar to her. All the wild
flowers round their path were recognised by her: tiny
plants springing near stones and peeping out of chinks in
old walls—plants such as Caroline had scarcely noticed
before—received a name and an intimation of their pro-
perties : it appeared that she had minutely studied the
botany of English fields and woods. Having reached
the head of the ravine, they sat down together on a
ledge of grey and mossy rock jutting from the base of a
steep green hill, which towered above them : she looked
round her, and spoke of the neighbourhood as she had
once before seen it long ago. She alluded to its changes,
and compared its aspect with that of other parts of
England ; revealing in quiet, unconscious touches of
description, a sense of the picturesque, an appreciation
of the beautiful or commonplace, a power of comparing
the wild with the cultured, the grand with the tame,
that gave to her discourse a graphic charm as pleasant as
it was unpretending.

The sort of reverent pleasure with which Caroline
listened—so sincere, so quiet, yet so evident, stirred the
elder lady’s faculties to a gentle animation. Rarely,
probably, had she, with her chill, repellent outside—her
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diffident mien and incommunicative habits, known what
it was to excite in one whom she herself could love,
feelings of earnest affection and admiring esteem. De-
lightful, doubtless, was the consciousness that a young
girl towards whom it seemed—judging by the moved
expression of her eyes and features—her heart turned
with almost a fond impulse, looked up to her as an in-
structor, and clung to her as a friend. With a some-
what more marked accent of interest than she often
permitted herself to use, she said, as she bent towards
her youthful companion, and put aside from her forehead
a pale brown curl which had strayed from the confining
comb—¢ 1 do hope this sweet air blowing from the hill
will do you good, my dear Caroline: I wish T could
see something more of colour in these cheeks—but
perhaps you were never florid ?

“] had red cheeks once,” returned Miss Helstone,
smiling. I remember a year—two years ago, when I
used to look in the glass, I saw a different face there to
what I see now—rounder and rosier. But when we
are young,’’ added the girl of eighteen, ¢ our minds are
careless and our lives easy.”

“ Do you”’—continued Mrs Pryor, mastering by an
effort that tyrant timidity which made it difficult for her,
even under present circumstances, to attempt the scrutiny
of another’s heart—¢ Do you, at your age, fret yourself
with cares for the future? Believe me, you had better

ot: let the morrow take thought for the things of
itself.”’

¢ True, dear madam: it is not over the future I
pine. The evil of the day is someumes oppressive—+oo
oppressive, and 1 long to escape it.”

¢ That is—the evil of the day—that is—your uucle
perhaps is not—you | find it dlﬂicult to understand—he
does not appreciate ”’

Mrs Pryor could not complete her broken sentences :
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she could not manage to put the question whether Mr
Helstone was too harsh with his niece, but Caroline
comprehended.

¢¢ Oh, that is nothing,” she replied ; “my uncle and
I get on very well : we never quarrel—I don’t call him
harsh—he never scolds me. Sometimes I wish some-
body in the world loved me; but I cannot say that I
particularly wish him to have more affection for me than
he has. As a child, I should perhaps have felt the
want of attention, only the servants were very kind to
me ; but when people are long indifferent to us, we
grow indifferent to their indifference. It is my uncle’s
way not to care for women and girls—unless they be
ladies that he meets in company: he could not alter,
and I have no wish that he should alter, as far as I am
concerned. I believe it would merely annoy and frighten
me were he to be affectionate towards me now. But
you know, Mrs Pryor, it is scarcely /iving to measure
time as I do at the Rectory. The hours pass, and I
get them over somehow, but I do not Ave. I endure
existence, but I rarely enjoy it. Since Miss Keeldar
and you came, I have been—I was going to say—
happier, but that would be untrue.”” She paused.

«“ How, untrue? You are fond of Mlss Keeldar, are
you not, my dear?”’

“Very fond of Shirley: I both like and admire her :
but I am painfully circumstanced : for a reason I can-
not explain, I want to go away from this place, and to
forget 1t.”’

“ You told me before you wished to be a governess ;
but, my dear, if you remember, I did not encourage the
idea. I have been a governess myself great part of my
life. In Miss Keeldar’s acquaintance, I esteem myself
most fortunate : her talents and her really sweet disposi-
tion have rendered my office easy to me; but when I
was young, before I married, my trials were severe,
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poignant. I should not like a
you to endure similar ones. It was my lot to enter a
family of considerable pretensions to good birth and
mental superiority, and the members of which also
believed that ¢on them was perceptible’ an usual en-
dowment of the ¢ Christian graces ; ’ that all their hearts
were regenerate, and their spirits in a peculiar state of
discipline. I was early given to understand that ¢as I
was not their equal,” so I could not expect ¢to have
their sympathy.” It was in no sort concealed from me
that I was held a ¢burden and a restraint in society.’
The gentlemen, I found, regarded me as a ¢tabooed
woman,’ to whom ¢they were interdicted from granting
the usual privileges of the sex,’ and yet who ¢ annoyed
them by fll)‘equently crossing their path.” ‘The ladies
too made it plain that they thought me ¢a bore.” The
servants, it was signified, ¢ detested me ; * awhy, I could
never clearly comprehend. My pupils, I was told,
¢ however much they might love me, and how deep so-
ever the interest I might take in them, could not be my
friends.” It was intimated that I must ¢live alone, and
never transgress the invisible but rigid line which estab-
lished the difference between me and my employers.’
My life in this house was sedentary, solitary, constrained,
joyless, toilsome. The dreadful crushing of the animal
spirits, the ever-prevailing sense of friendlessness and
homelessness consequent on this state of things, began
ere long to produce mortal effects on my constitution—
I sickened. The lady of the house told me coolly I
was the victim of ¢ wounded vanity.” She hinted, that
if I did not make an effort to quell my ¢ungodly dis-
content,’ to cease ‘murmuring against God’s appointment,’
and to cultivate the profound humility befitting my
station, my mind would very likely ¢ go to pieces’ on
the rock that wrecked most of my sisterhoocr—morbid
self-esteem ; and that I should die an inmate of a
lunatic asylum.

I should not like

|
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“] said nothing to Mrs Hardman ; it would have
been useless: but to her eldest daughter I one day
dro a few observations, which were answered thus:
—There were hardships, she allowed, in the position of
a governess: ¢doubtless they had their trials: but,’
she averred, with a manner it makes me smile now to
recall—¢but it must be so. She (Miss H.) had neither
view, hope, nor awish to see these things remedied : for,
in the inherent constitution of English habits, feelings,
and prejudices, there was no possibility that they should
be. Governesses,’ she observed, ¢ must ever be kept in
a sort of isolation : it is the only means of maintaining
that distance which the reserve of English manners and
the decorum of English families exact.’

¢ I remember I sighed as Miss Hardman quitted my
bedside : she caught the sound, and turning, said
severely—¢I fear, Miss Grey, you have inherited in
fullest measure the worst sin of our fallen nature—the
sin of pride. You are proud, and therefore you are un-
grateful too. Mamma pays you a handsome salary;
and, if you had average sense, you would thankfully put
up with much that is fatiguing to do and irksome to
bear, since it is so well made worth your while.’

¢¢ Miss Hardman, my love, was a very strong-minded
young lady, of most distinguished talents: the aristo-
cracy are decidedly a very superior class, you know—both
physically, and morally, and mentally—as a high Tory
I acknowledge that ;—I céuld not describe the dignity
of her voice and mien as she addressed me thus : still, I
fear, she was selfish, my dear. I would never wish to
speak ill of my superiors in rank ; but I think she was
a little selfish.”

¢ ] remember,”’ continued Mrs Pryor, after a pause,
¢ another of Miss H.’s observations, which she would
utter with quite a grand air. ¢ WE, she would say,—
‘W need the imprudences, extravagances, mistakes,
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and crimes of a certain number of fathers to sow the
seed from which we reap the harvest of governesses.
The daughters of tradespeople, however well-educated,
must necessarily be underbred, and as such unfit to be
‘inmates of our dwellings, or guardians of our children’s
minds and persons. We shall ever prefer to place
those about our offspring, who have been born and
bred with somewhat of the same refinement as
OURSELVES.” ”’ -

¢ Miss Hardman must have thought herself some-
thing better than her fellow-creatures, ma’am, since she
held that their calamities, and even crimes, were
necessary to minister to her convenience. You say she
was religious : her religion must have been that of the
Pharisee, who thanked God that he was not as other
men are, nor even as that publican.”

“ My dear, we will not discuss the point: I should
be the last person to wish to instil into your mind any
feeling of dissatisfaction with your lot in life, or any
sentiment of envy or insubordination towards your
superiors. Implicit submission to authorities, scrupulous
deference to our betters (under which term I, of course,
include the higher classes of society) are, in my opinion,
indispensable to the well-being of every community.
All I mean to say, my dear, is, that you had better not
attempt to be a governess, as the duties of the position
would be too severe for your constitution. Not one
word of disrespect would I breathe towards either Mrs
or Miss Hardman ; only, recalling my own experience,
I cannot but feel that, were you to fall under auspices
such as theirs, you would contend a while courageously
with your doom : then you would pine and grow too
weak for your work ; you would come home—if you
still had a home—broken down. Those languishing
years would follow, of which none but the invalid and
her immediate friends feel the heart-sickness and know
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the burden: consumption or decline would close the
chapter. Such is the history of many a life: I would
not have it yours. My dear, we will now walk about
a little, if you please.”

They both rose, and slowly paced a green natural
terrace bordering the chasm.

¢« My dear,” erelong again began Mrs Pryor, a sort
of timid, embarrassed abruptness marking her manner as
she spoke, ¢ the young, especially those to whom nature
has been favourable—often—frequently—anticipate—
look forward to—to marriage as the end, the goal of
their hopes.”

And she stopped. Caroline came to her relief with
promptitude, showing a great deal more self-possession
and courage than herself on the formidable topic now
broached.

“'They do; and naturally,” she replied, with a calm
emphasis that startled Mrs Pryor. ¢ They look for-
ward to marriage with some one they love ‘as the
brightest,—the only bright destiny that can await them.
Are they wrong?”’ .

« Oh, my dear!” exclaimed Mrs Pryor, clasping
her hands: and again she paused. Caroline turned a
searching, an eager eye on the face of her friend:
that face was much agitated. ¢ My dear,”” she mur-
mured, “ Life is an illusion.”

« But not love! Love is real : the most real, the
most lasting,—the sweetest and yet the bitterest thing
we know.”

«“ My dear—it is very bitter. It is said to be strong
—strong as death! Most of the cheats of existence
are strong. As to their sweetness—nothing is so trans-
itory : its date is 2 moment,—the twinkling of an eye:
the sting remains for ever : it may perish with the dawn

of eternity, but it tortures through time into its deepest
night.”’
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“Yes, it tortures through time,” agreed Caroline,

" excl:sf;t when it is mutual love.”’
utual love! My dear, romances are pernicious.
You do not read them, I hope ?*’

¢« Sometimes—whenever I can get them, indeed ;
but romance-writers might know nothmg of love, judg-
ing by the way in which they treat of it.”’

2 Nothing whatever, my dear ! *’ assented Mrs Pryor
eagerly ; “nor of marriage ; and the false pictures they
give of those subjects cannot be too strongly condemned.
They are not like reality : they show you only the
green tempting surface of the marsh, and give not one
faithful or truthful hint of the slough underneath.”

“But it is not always slough,” objected Caroline :
“there are happy marriages. ~Where affection is
recnprocal and sincere, and minds are harmonious,
marriage must be happy.”

« It is never wholly happy. Two people can never
literally be as one: there is, perhaps, a possibility
of content under peculiar circumstances, such as are
seldom combined ;. but it is as well not to run the risk :
you may make fatal mistakes. Be satisfied, my dear:
let all the single be satisfied with their freedom.”

“ You echo my uncle’s words! >’ exclaimed Caroline,
in a tone of dismay: “you speak like Mrs Yorke, in
her most gloomy moments ;—Ilike Miss Mann, when
she 18 most sourly aud hypochondriacally disposed.
This is terrible ! ”’

“ No, it is only true. Oh, child! you have only
lived the pleasant morning time of life : the hot, weary
noon, the sad evening, the sunless night, are yet to come
for you! Mr Helstone, you say, talks as I talk ; and
I wonder how Mrs Matthewson Helstone would have
talked had she been living. She died! She died ! ”

“And, alas! my own mother and father . . .
exclaimed Caroline struck by a sombre recollection.

3
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¢ What of them?”

¢ Did I never tell you that they were separated ? ”’

¢ I have heard it.”’

¢ They must then have been very miserable.”

“You see all facts go to prove what I say.”

“In this case there ought to be no such thing as
marriage.”’

¢ There ought, my dear, were it only to prove that
this life i8 a mere state of probation, wherein neither
rest nor recompense i8 to be vouchsafed.”

But your own marriage, Mrs Pryor?

Mrs Pryor shrunk and shuddered as if a rude finger
had pressed a naked nerve : Caroline felt she had touched
" what would not bear the slightest contact.

« My marriage was unhappy,’’ said the lady, summon-
ing courage at last; ¢ but yet she hesitated.

“ But yet,” suggested Caroline, “not immitigably
wretched ?”’

“ Not in its results, at least. No,’’ she added, in a
softer tone ; * God mingles something of the balm of
mercy even in vials of the most corrosive woe. He
can so turn events, that from the very same blind, rash
act whence sprang the curse of half our life, may flow
the blessing of the remainder. Then, I am of a peculiar
dnsposmon, I own that: far from facile, without address,
in some points eccentric. I ought never to have married:
mine is not the nature easily to find a duplicate, or likely
to assimilate with a contrast. I was quite aware of my
own ineligibility ; and if I had not been so miserable
as a_governess, I never should have married; and
then ”

Caroline’s eyes asked her to proceed : they entreated
her to break the thick cloud of despair which her previous
words had seemed to spread over life.

¢« And then, my dear, Mr that is, the gentleman
I married, was, perhaps, rather an exceptional than an
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average character. I hope, at least, the experieace of
few has been such as mine was, or that few have felt
their sufferings as I felt mine. They nearly shook my
mind : relief was so hopeless, redress so unattainable :
but, my dear, I do not wish to dishearten, I only wish
to warn you, and to prove that the single should not be
too anxious to change their state, as they may change
for the worse.’

“ Thank you, my dear madam, I quite understand
your kind intentions ; but there is no fear of my falling
into the error to which you allude. I, at least, have
no thoughts of marriage, and, for that reason, I want to
make myself a position by some other means.”

% My dear, listen to me. On what I am going to
say, I have carefully deliberated ; having, indeed, re-
volved the subject in my thoughts ever since you first
mentioned your wish to obtain a situation. You know
I at present reside with Miss Keeldar in the capacity of
companion : should she marry (and that she e/ marry
ere long, many circumstances induce me to conclude),
I shall cease to be necessary to her in that capacity. I
must tell you that I possess a small independency,
arising partly from my own savings, and partly from a
legacy left me some years since; whenever I leave
Fieldhead, I shall take a house of my own : I could not
endure to live in solitude : I have no relations whom I
care to invite to close intimacy ; for, as you must have
observed, and as I have already avowed, my habits and
tastes have their peculiarities: to you, my dear, I need
not say I am attached ; with you I am happier than I
have ever been with any living thing” (this was said
with marked emphasis). ¢ Your society I should
esteem a very dear privilege—an inestimable privilege,
a comfort, a blessing. You shall come to me then.
Caroline, do you refuse me? I hope you can love
me ?”’
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And. with these two abrupt questions she stopped.

¢ Indeed, I do love you,”” was the reply. <1 should
like to live with you : but you are too kind.”

« All I have,” went on Mrs Pryor, ¢« I would leave
to you : you should be provided for, but never again say
I am too kind. You pierce my heart, child ! ”

“ But, my dear madam—this generosity—I have no
claim ”’

“ Hush ! you must not talk about it: there are some
things we cannot bear to hear. Oh! it is late to begin,
but I may yet live a few years: I can never wipe out
the past, but perhaps a brief space in the future may yet
be mine !’

Mrs Pryor seemed deeply agitated : large tears
trembled in her eyes and rolled down her cheeks.
Caroline kissed her, in her gentle caressing way, saying
softly—¢¢ I love you dearly. Don’t cry.”

But the lady’s whole frame seemed shaken : she sat
down, bent her head to her knee, and wept aloud.
Nothing could console her till the inward storm had
had its way. At last the agony subsided of itself.

“¢ Poor thing ! ”” she murmured, returning Caroline’s
kiss : ¢ poor lonely lamb! But come,” she added
abruptly: ¢ come, we must go home.”

For a short distance Mrs Pryor walked very fast :
by degrees, however, she calmed down to her wonted
manner, fell into her usual characteristic pace—a peculiar
one, like all her movements—and by the time they
reached Fieldhead, she had re-entered into herself : the
outside was, as usual, still and shy.

HARVARD
PP OTO Ao T Y ey
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Chapter rrij,
TWO LIVES.

NLY half of Moore’s activity and resolution had
been seen in his defence of the mill : he showed
the other half (and a terrible half it was) in the

indefatigable, the relentless assiduity with which he
pursued the leaders of the riot. The mob, the mere
followers, he let alone: perhaps an innate sense of
justice told him that men misled by false counsel,
goaded by privations, are not fit objects of vengeance,
and that he who would visit an even violent act on the
bent head of suffering, is a tyrant, not a judge. At all
events, though he knew many of the number, having
recognised them during the latter part of the attack
when day began to dawn, he let them daily pass him on
street and road without notice or threat.

The leaders he did not know. They were strangers :
emissaries from the large towns. Most of these were
not members of the operative class: they were chiefly
 downdraughts,” bankrupts, men always in debt and
often in drink—men who had nothing to lose, and
much—in the way of character, cash, and cleanliness—
to gain. These persons Moore hunted like any sleuth-
hound ; and well he liked the occupation: its excite-
ment was of a kind pleasant to his nature: he liked it
better than making cfoth.

His horse must have hated these times, for it was
ridden both hard and often: he almost lived on the
road, and the fresh air was as welcome to his lungs as
the policeman’s quest to his mood : he preferred it to
the steam of dye-houses. 'The magistrates of the
district must have dreaded him : they were slow, timid
men ; he liked both to frighten and to rouse them. He
liked to force them to betray a certain fear, which made
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them alike falter in resolve and recoil in action—the
fear, simply, of assassination. This, indeed, was the
dread which had hitherto hampered every manufacturer
—and almost every public man in the district. Helstone
alone had ever repelled it. The old Cossack knew well
he might be shot: he knew there was risk ; but such a
death had for his nerves no terrors: it would have been
his chosen—might he have had a choice.

Moore likewise knew his danger: the result was an
unquenchable scorn of the quarter whence such danger
was to be apprehended. The consciousness that he
hunted assassins was the spur in his high-mettled
temper’s flank. As for fear, he was too proud—too
harcl-natured——(lf you will)—too phlegmatic a man to
fear. Many a time he rode belated over moors, moonlit
or moonless as the case might be, with feelings far more
elate, faculties far better refreshed, than when safety and
stagnation environed him in the counting-house. Four
was the number of the leaders to be accounted for : two,
in the course of a fortnight, were brought to bay near
Stilbro’ ; the remaining two it was necessary to seek
further off: their haunts were supposed to lie near
Birmingham.

Meantime the clothier did not neglect his battered
mill : its reparation was esteemed a light task ; carpenters’
and glaziers’ work alone being needed. The rioters not
having succeeded in effecting an entrance, his grim,
metal darlings—the machines—had escaped damage.

Whether, during this busy life—whether, while stern
justice and exacting busmess claimed his energies and
harassed his thoughts —he now and then gave one
moment, dedicated one effort, to keep alive gentler fires
than those which smoulder in the fP ne of Nemesis, it
was not easy to discover. He seldom went near Field-
head ; if he did, his visits were brief: if he called at
the Rectory, it was only to hold conferences with the
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Rector in his study. He maintained his rigid course
very steadily. Meantime the history of the year con-
tinued troubled ; there was no lull in the tempest of
war; her long hurricane still swept the Continent.
There was not the faintest sign of serene weather: no
opening amid ¢ the clouds of battle-dust and smoke ;’
no fall of pure dews genial to the olive ; no cessation of
the red rain which nourishes the baleful and glorous
laurel. Meantime, Ruin had her sappers and miners at
work under Moore’s feet, and whether he rode or
walked—whether he only crossed his counting-house
hearth, or galloped over sullen Rushedge—he was
aware of a hollow echo, and felt the ground shake to
his tread.

While the summer thus passed with Moore, how did
it lapse with Shirley and Caroline? Let us first visit
the heiress. How does she look? Like a love-lorn
maiden, pale and pining for a neglectful swain? Does
she sit the day long bent over some sedentary task?
Has she for ever a book in her hand, or sewing on her
knee, and eyes only for that, and words for nothing,
and thoughts unspoken ?

By no means. Shirley is all right. If her wistful
cast of physiognomy is not gone, no more is her careless
smile. She keeps her dark old manor-house light and
bright with her cheery presence: the gallery, and the
low-ceiled chambers that open into it, have learned
lively echoes from her voice: the dim entrance-hall,
with its one window, has grown pleasantly accustomed
to the frequent rustle of a silk dress, as its wearer sweeps
across from room to room, now carrying flowers to the
barbarous peach-bloom salon, now entering the dining-
room to open its casements and let in the scent of
mignonette and sweet-briar, anon bringing plants from
the staircase-window to place in the sun at the open
porch-door.
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She takes her sewing occasionally: but, by some
fatality, she is doomed never to sit steadily at it for
above five minutes at a time : her thimble is scarcely fitted
on, her needle scarce threaded, when a sudden thought
calls her upstairs : perhaps she goes to seek some just-
then-remembered old ivory-backed needle-book, or
older china-topped workbox, quite unneeded, but which
seems at the moment indispensable ; perhaps. to arrange
her hair, or a drawer which she recollects to have seen
that morning in a state of curious confusion ; perhaps
only to take a peep from a particular window at a
particular view, whence Briarfield Church and Rectory
are vigible, pleasantly bowered in trees. = She has
scarcely returned, and again taken up the sli%‘of cambric,
or square of half-wrought canvas, when Tartar’s bold
scrape and strangled whistle are heard at the porch-door,
and she must run to open it for him; it is a hot day;
he comes in panting; she must convoy him to the
kitchen, and see with her own eyes that his water-bowl
is replenished. Through the open kitchen-door the
court i8 visible, all sunny and gay, and peopled with
turkeys and their poults, peahens and their chicks,
pearl-flecked Guinea fowls, and a bright variety of pure
white, and purple-necked, and blue and cinnamon-
plumed pigeons. Irresistible spectacle to Shirley! She
runs to the pantry for a roll, and she stands on the
door-stes; scattering crumbs: around her throng her
eager, plump, happy, feathered vassals. John is about
the stables, and John must be talked to, and her mare
looked at. She is still petting and patting it, when the
cows come in to be milked : this is important : Shirley
must stay and take a review of them all. There are
perhaps some little calves, some little new-yeaned lambs
—it may be twins, whose mothers have rejected them :
Miss Keeldar must be introduced to them by John—
must permit herself the treat of feeding them with her

1. E =
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own hand, under the direction of her careful foreman.
Meantime, John moots doubtful questions about the
farming of certain ¢ crofts,”’ and ¢ ings,”’ and ¢ holms,”
and his mistress is necessitated to fetch her garden-hat
—a gipsy-straw—and accompany him, over stile and
along hedgerow, to hear the conclusion of the whole
agricultural matter on the spot, and with the said
“crofts,”” “ings,”’ and ¢“holms’ under her eye.
Bright afternoon thus wears into soft evening, and she
comes home to a late tea, and after tea she never sews.

After tea Shirley reads, and she is just about as
tenacious of her book as she is lax of her needle. Her
study is the rug, her seat a footstool, or perhaps only
the carpet at Mrs Pryor’s feet—there she always learned
her lessons when a child, and old habits have a strong

wer over her. The tawny and lion-like bulk of

artar is ever stretched beside her; his negro muzzle
laid on his fore-paws, straight, strong, and shapely as
the limbs of an Alpine wolf. One hand of the mistress
generally reposes on the loving serfs rude head,
because if she takes it away he groans and is discon-
tented. Shirley’s mind is given to her book ; she lifts
not her eyes; she neither stirs nor speaks; unless,
indeed, it ge to return a brief respectful answer to Mrs
Pryor, who addresses deprecatory phrases to her now
and then.

My dear, you had better not have that great dog so
near you : he 18 crushing the border of your dress.”

“Oh, it is only muslin: I can put a clean one on
to-morrow.”’

“ My dear, I wish you could acquire the habit of
sitting to a table when you read.”

“I will try, ma’am, some time ; but it is so com-
fortable to do as one has always been accustomed to do.”

« My dear, let me beg of you to put that book down :
you are trying your eyes by the doubtful firelight.”
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~ % No, ma’am, not at all : my eyes are never tired.”

At last, however, a pale light falls on the page from
the window : she looks, the ' moon is up ; she closes the
volume, rises, and walks through the room. Her book
has perhaps been a good one; it has refreshed, refilled,
rewarmed her heart ; it has set her brain astir, furnished
her mind with pictures. The satill parlour, the clean
hearth, the wind‘:iw opening on the twilight sky, and
showing its * sweet regent,”” new throned and glorious,
suffice to make earth an Eden, life a poem, for Shirley.
A still, deep, inborn delight glows in her young veins ;
unmingled—untroubled, not to be reached or ravished
by human agency, because by no human agency be-
stowed : the pure gift of God to His creature, the free
dower of Nature to her child. This joy gives her ex-
perience of a genii-life. Buoyant, by green steps, by
glad hills, all verdure and light, she reaches a station
scarcely lower than that whence angels looked down on
the dreamer of Bethel, and her eye seeks, and her soul
possesses, the vision of life as she wishes it. No—not
as she wishes it ; she has not time to wish : the swift
glory spreads out, sweeping and kindling, and multi-
plies its splendour faster than Thought can effect his
combinations, faster than Aspiration can utter her
longings. Shirley says nothing while the trance is upon
her—she is quite mute ; but if Mrs Pryor speaks to her
now, she goes out quietly, and continues her walk up-
stairs in the dim gallery.

If Shirley were not an indolent, a reckless, an
ignorant being, she would take a pen at such moments ;
or at least while the recollection of such moments was
yet fresh on her spirit : she would seize, she would fix
the apparition, tell the vision revealed. Had she a little
more of the organ of acquisitiveness in her head—a little
more-of the love of property in her nature, she would
take a good-sized sheet of paper and write plainly out,

v
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in her own queer but clear and legible hand, the story
that has been narrated, the song that has been sung to
her, and thus possess what she was enabled to create.
But indolent she 1is, reckless she is, and most ignorant,
for she does not knoy her dreams are rare—her feelings
seculiar : she does not know, has never known, and
will die without knowing, the full value of that spring
whose bright fresh bubbling in her heart keeps it green.

Shirley takes life easily : is not that fact written in
her eye? In her good-tempered moments, is it not as
full of lazy softness as in her brief fits of anger it is
fulgent with quick-flashing fire ? Her nature is in her
eye: so long as she is calm, indolence, indulgence,
humour, and tenderness possess that large grey sphere :
incense her,—a red ray pierces the dew,—it quickens
instantly to flame,

Ere the month of July was passed, Miss Keeldar
would probably have started with Caroline on that
northern tour they had planned ; but just at that epoch
an invasion befell Fieldhead: a genteel foraging party
besieged Shirley in her castle, and compelled her to
surrender at discretion. An uncle, an aunt, and two
cousins from the south, a Mr, Mrs, and two Misses
Sympson, of Sympson Grove, ——shire, came down
upon her in state. The laws of hospitality obliged her to
give in, which she did with a facility which somewhat
surprised Caroline, who knew her to be prompt in
action and fertile in expedient, where a victory was to
be gained for her will. Miss Helstone even asked her
how it was she submitted so readily ?—she answered,
old feelings had their gower—ehe had passed two years
of her early youth at Sympson Grove.

« How did she like her relatives ?*

She had nothing in common with them, she replied :
little Harry Sympson, indeed, the sole son of the family,
was very unlike his sisters, and of him she had former{y '
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been fond ; but he was not coming to Yorkshire: at
least, not yet.

The next Sunday the Fieldhead pew in Briarfield
Church appeared peopled with a prim, trim, fidgety,
elderly gentleman, who shifted his spectacles and
changed his position every three minutes; a patient,
placid-looking elderly lady, in brown satin, and two
pattern young ladies, in pattern attire, with pattern
deportment.  Shirley had the air of a black swan, or a
white crow, in the midst of this party ; and very forlorn
was her aspect. Having brought her into respectable
society, we will leave her there a while, and look after
Miss Helstone.

Separated from Miss Keeldar for the present, as she
could not seek her in the midst of her fine relatives;
scared away from Fieldhead by the visiting commotion
which the new arrivals occasioned in the neighbourhood,
Caroline was limited once more to the grey Rectory ;
the solitary morning walk in remote by-paths ; the long,
lonely afternoon sitting in a quiet parlour which the sun
forsook at noon, or in the garden alcove where it shone
bright, yet sad, on the ripening red currants trained over
the trellis, and on the fair monthly roses entwined be-
tween, and through them fell chequered on Caroline
siting in her white summer dress, still as a garden
statue. There she read old books, taken from her
uncle’s library : the Greek and Latin were of no use to
her; and its collection of light literature was chiefly
contained on a shelf which had belonged to her aunt
Mary: some venerable Lady’s Magazines, that had
once performed a sea voyage with their owner, and
undergone a storm, and whose pages were stained
with salt water ; some mad Methodist Magazines, full
of miracles and apparitions, of preternatural warnings,
ominous dreams, and frenzied fanaticism; the equally
mad Letters of Mrs Elizabeth Rowe from the Dead to
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the Living; a tew old English Classics :—from these
faded flowers Caroline had in her childhood extracted
the honey,—they were tasteless to her now. By way
of change, and also of doing good, she would sew :
make garments for the poor, according to good Miss
Ainley’s direction. Sometimes, as she felt and saw her
tears fall slowly on her work, she would wonder how
the excellent woman who had cut it out and arranged
it for her, managed to be so equably serene in her
solitude.

“I never find Miss Ainley oppressed with despond-
ency, or lost in grief,”’ she thought; yet her cottage
is a still, dim little place, and she is without a bright
hope or near friend in the world. I remember, though,
she told me once, she had tutored her thoughts to tend
upwards to Heaven. She allowed there was, and ever
had been, little enjoyment in this world for her, and she
looks, I suppose, to the bliss of the world to come. So
do nuns—with their close cell, their iron lamp, their robe
straight as a shroud, their bed narrow as a coffin. She
says, often, she has no fear of death—no dread of the
grave : no more, doubtless, had St Simeon Stylites,
lifted up terrible on his wild column in the wilderness:
no more has the Hindoo votary stretched on his couch
of iron spikes. Both these having violated nature, their
natural likings and antipathies are reversed : they grow
altogether morbid. I do fear death as yet, but I believe
it is because I am young: poor Miss Ainley would
cling closer to life, if life had more charms for her.
God surely did not create us, and cause us to live, with
the sole end of wishing always to die. I belicvz, in my
heart, we were intended to prize life and enjoy it, so
long as we retain it. Existence never was originally
meant to be that useless, blank, pale, slow-trailing thing
it often becomes to many, and is becoming to me, among
the rest.
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“ Nobody,”” she went on—* nobody in particular is
to blame, that I can see, for the state in which things
are: and I cannot tell, however much I puzzle over it,
how they are to be altered for the better; but I feel
there is something wrong somewhere. I believe single
women should have more to do—better chances of in-
teresting and profitable occupation than they possess now.
And when I speak thus, I have no impression that I
displease God by my words; that I am either impious
or impatient, irreligious or sacnleglous My consola-
tion is, indeed, that God hears many a groan, and com-
passionates much gnef which man stops his ears against,
or frowns on with impotent contempt. I say impotent,
for I observe that to such grievances as society cannot
readily cure, it usually forbids utterance, on pan of its
scorn : this scorn being only a sort of tinselled cloak to
its deformed weakness. People hate to be reminded of
ills they are unable or unwilling to remedy: such re-
minder, in forcing on them a sense of their own incapa-
city, or a more painful sense of an obligation to make
some unpleasant effort, troubles their ease and shakes
their self-complacency. Old maids, like the houseless
and unemployed poor, should not ask for a place and an
occupation in the world : the demand disturbs the happy
and rich: it disturbs parents. Look at the numerous
families of girls in this neighbourhood : the Armitages,
the Birtwhistles, the Sykes. The brothers of these girls
are every one in business or in professions ; they have
something to do : their sisters have no_earthly employ-
ment, but household work and sewing; no earthly
pleasure, but an unprofitable visiting ; and no hope, in
all their life to come, of anything better. This stagnant
state of things makes them decline in health: they are
never well; and their minds and views shrink to
wondrous narrowness. The great wish—the sole aim
of every one of them is to be married, but the majority
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will never marry : they will die as they now live. They
scheme, they plot, they dress to ensnare husbands. The
gentlemen turn them, into ridicule: they don’t want
them ; they hold them very cheap: they say—Il have
heard them say it with sneering laughs many a time—
the matrimonial market is overstocked. Fathers say so
likewise, and are angry with their daughters when they
observe their manceuvres: they order them to stay at
home. What do they expect them to do at home?
If you ask,—they would answer, sew and cook. They
expect them to do this, and this only, contentedly, regu-
larly, uncomplainingly all their lives long, as if they had
no germs of faculties for anything else: a doctrine as
reasonable to hold, as it would be that the fathers have
no faculties but for eating what their daughters cook, or
for wearing what they sew. Could men live so them-
selves? Would they not be very weary? And, when
there came no relief to their weariness, but only re

proaches at its slightest manifestation, would not thelr
weariness ferment in time to frenzy? Lucretia, spin-
ning at midnight in the midst of her maidens, and
Solomon’s virtuous woman, are often quoted as patterns
of what ¢ the sex’ (as they say) ought to be. I don’t
know : Lucretia, I dare say, was a most worthy sort of
person, much like my cousin Hortense Moore ; but she
kept her servants up very late. I should not have liked
to be amongst the number of the maidens. Hortense
would just work me and Sarah in that fashion, if she
could, and neither of us would bear it. The ¢ virtuous
woman,’ again, had her household up in the very middle
of the night ; she ¢ got breakfast over’ (as Mrs Sykes
says) before one o’clock a.M.; but she had something
more to do than spin and give out portions: she was
a manufacturer—she made fine linen and sold it: she
was an agriculturist—she bought estates and planted
vineyards. 7'hat woman was a manager : she was what
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the matrons hereabouts call ¢a clever woman.” On the
whole, I like her a good deal better than Lucretia;
but I don’t believe either Mr Armitage or Mr Sykes
could have got the advantage of her in a bargain: yet,
I like her. ¢ Strength and honour were her clothing :
the heart of her husband safely trusted in her. She
opened her mouth with wisdom ; in her tongue was the
law of kindness: her children rose up and called her
blessed ; her husband also praised her.” King of Israel !
your model of a woman is 2 worthy model! But are
we, in these days, brought up to be like her? Men of
Yorkshire ! do your daughters reach this royal standard ?
Can they reach it? Can you help them to reach it?
Can you give them a field in which their faculties may
be exercised and grow? Men of England! look at
your poor girls, many of them fading around you, drop-
ping off in consumption or decline ; or, what is worse,
degenerating to sour old malds,—envmus, backbiting,
wretched, because life is a desert to them: or, what is
worst of all, reduced to strive, by scarce modest coquetry
and debasing artifice, to gain that position and consider-
ation by marriage, which to celibacy is denied. Fathers!
cannot you alter these things? Perhaps not all at once ;
but consider the matter well when it is brought before
you, receive it as a theme worthy of thought: do not
dismiss it with an idle jest or an uomanly insult. You
would wish to be proud of your daughters and not to
blush for them—-then seek for them an interest and an
occupation which shall raise them above the flirt, the
manceuverer, the mischief-making tale-bearer. Keep
your girls’ minds narrow and fettered—they will still be
a plague and a care, sometimes a disgrace to you: culti-
vate them—give them scope and work—they will be
your gayest companions in health ; your tenderest nurses
in sickness ; your most faithful prop in age.”
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Chapter rxriij,
AN EVENING OUT.

NE fine summer day that Caroline had spent
entirely alone (her uncle being at Whinbury),
and whose long, bright, noxseless, breezeless,

cloudless hours (how many they seemed since sunrise !)
had been to her as desolate as if they had gone over her
head in the shadowless and trackless wastes of Zahara,
instead of in the blooming garden of an English home,
she was sitting in the alcove,—her task of work on her
knee, her fingers assiduously plying the needle, her eyes
following and regulating their movements, her brain
working restlessly,—when Fanny came to the door,
looked round over the lawn and borders, and not seeing
her whom she sought, called out—¢ Miss Caroline !

A low voice answered— Fanny ! > It issued from
the alcove, and thither Fanny hastened—a note in her
hand, which she delivered to fingers that hardly seemed
to have nerve to hold it. Miss Helstone did not ask
whence it came, and she did not look at it: she let it
drop amongst the folds of her work.

«Joe Scott’s son, Harry, brought it,”’ said Fanny.

The girl was no enchantress, and knew no magic-
spell, yet what she said took almost magical effect on
her young mistress : she lifted her head with the quick
motion of revived sensation ; she shot—not a languid,
but a lifelike, questioning glance at Fanny.

“ Harry Scott! Who sent him?”

« He came from the Hollow.”

The dropped note was snatched up eagerly—the seal
was broken : it was read in two seconds. An affec-
tionate billet from Hortense, informing her young cousin
that she was returned from Wormwood Wells ; that she
was alone to-day, as Robert was gone to Whinbury
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market ; that nothing would give her greater pleasure
than to have Caroline’s company to tea ; and—the good
lady added—she was sure such a change would be most
acceptable and beneficial to Caroline, who must be sadly
at a loss both for safe guidance and improving society
since the misunderstanding between Robert and Mr
Helstone had occasioned a separation from her ¢ meil-
leure amie, Hortense Gérard Moore.”” In a postscript,
she was urged to put on her bonnet and run down
directly.

Caroline did not need the injunction: glad was she
to lay by the child’s brown holland slip she was trimming
with braid for the Jew’s basket, to hasten upstairs, cover
her curls with her straw bonnet, and throw round her
shoulders the black silk scarf, whose simple drapery
suited as well her shape as its dark hue set off the
purity of her dress and the fairness of her face ; glad

was she to escape for a few hours the solitude, the sadness,

the nightmare of her life; glad to ruo down the green lane
sloping to the ‘Hollow, to scent the fragrance of hedge-
flowers sweeter than the perfume of moss-rose or lily.
True, she knew Robert was not at the cottage ; but it
was delight to go where he had lately been : so long, 30
totally separated from him, merely to see his home, to
enter the room where he had that morning sat, felt like
a reunion. As such it revived her; and then Illusion
was again following her in Perimask : the soft agitation
of wings caressed her cheek, and the air, breathing from
the blue summer sky, bore a voice which whispered—
“ Robert may come home while you are in his house ;
and then, at least, you may look in his face,—at least
you may give him your hand : perhaps, for a minute,
you may sit beside him.”

“ Silence ! > was her austere response : but she loved
the comforter and the consolation.

Miss Moore probably caught from the window the
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gleam and flutter of Caroline’s white attire through the
branchy garden-shrubs, for she advanced from the
cottage porch to meet her. Straight, unbending, phleg-
matic as usual, she came on: no haste or ecstacy was
ever perrmtted to disorder the dignity of her move-
ments ; but she smiled, well pleased to mark the delight
of her pupil, to feel "her kiss, and the gentle, genial
strain of her embrace. She led her tenderly in—half
deceived and wholly flattered. Half decelved' had it
not been so, she would in all probability have put her
to the wicket, and shut her out. Had she known
clearly to whose account the chief share of this child-
like joy was to be placed, Hortense would most likely
have felt both shocked and incensed. Sisters do not
like young ladies to fall in love with their brothers : it
seems, if not presumptuous, silly, weak, a delusion, an
absurd mistake. 7hey do not love these gentlemen—
whatever sisterly affection they may cherish towards
them—and that others should, repels them with a sense
of crude romance. The first movement, in short,
excited by such discovery (as with many parents on
finding their children to be in love), is one of mixed
impatience and contempt. Reason—if they be rational
people—corrects the false feeling in time ; but if they
be irrational, it is never corrected, and the daughter or
sister-in~-law 18 disliked to the end.

¢ You would expect to find me alone, from what I
said in my note,”” observed Miss Moore, as she con-
ducted Caroline towards the parlour; “but it was
written this morning : since dinner, company has come

ln ”»

And, opening the door, she made visible an ample
spread of crimson skirts overflowing the elbow-chair at
the fireside, and above them, presiding with dignity, a
cap more awful than a crown. That cap had never
come to the cottage under a bonnet; no, it had been



AN EVENING OUT.  §7 4

brought, in a vast bag, or rather a middle-sized balloon
of black silk, held wide with whalebone. The screed,
or frill of the cap, stood a quarter of a yard broad
round the face of the wearer : the ribbon, flourishing in
puffs and bows about the head, was of the sort called
love ribbon : there was a good deal of it,—I may say,
a very great deal. Mrs Yorke wore the cap—it
became her : she wore the gown also—it suited her no
less.

That great lady was come in a friendly way to take
tea with Miss Moore. It was almost as great and as
rare a favour as if the Queen were to go uninvited to
share pot-luck with one of her subjects: a higher mark
of distinction she could not show,—she who, in general,
scorned visiting and tea-drinking, and held cheap, and
stigmatised as ¢ gossips >’ every maid and matron of the
vicinage.

There was no mistake, however ; Miss Moore was a
favourite with her : she had evinced the fact more than
once ; evinced it by stopping to speak to her in the
churchyard on Sundays ; by inviting her, almost hospi-
tably, to come to Briarmains ; evinced it to-day by the
grand condescension of a personal visit. Her reasons
for the preference, as assigned by herself, were, that
Miss Moore was a woman of steady deportment, with-
out the least levity of conversation or carriage; also,
that, being a foreigner, she must feel the want of a
friend to countenance her. She might have added,
that her plain aspect, homely precise dress, and phleg-
matic unattractive manner were to her so many addi-
tional recommendations. It is certain, at least, that
ladies, remarkable for the opposite qualities of beauty,
lively bearing, and elegant taste in attire, were not often
favoured with her approbation. Whatever gentlemen
are apt to admire in women, Mrs Yorke condemned ;
and what they overlook or despise, she patronised.
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Caroline advanced to the mighty matron with some
sense of diffidence : she knew little of Mrs Yorke ; and,
as a parson’s niece, was doubtful what sort of a recep-
tion she might get. She got a very cool one, and was
glad to hide her discomfiture by turning away to
take off her bonnet. Nor, upon sitting down, was she
displeased to be immediately accosted by a little person-
age in a blue frock and sash, who started up like some
fairy from the side of the great dame’s chair, where she
had been sitting on a footstool, screened from view by
the folds of the wide red gown, and running to Miss
Helstone, unceremoniously threw her arms round her
neck and demanded a kiss.

« My mother is not civil to you,’” said the petitioner,
as she received and repaid a smiling salute ; “and Rose,
there, takes no notice of you : it is their way. If, in-
stead of you, a white angel, with a crown of stars, had
come into the room, mother would nod stiffly, and Rose
never lift her head at all : but I will be your friend : I
have always liked you ! ”’

« Jessy, curb that tongue of yours, and repress your
forwardness ! *’ said Mrs Yorke.

« But, mother, you are so frozen!” expostulated
Jessy. ¢ Miss Helstone has never done you any harm :
why can’t you be kind to her? You sit so stiff, and
look so cold, and speak so dry—what for? That’s
just the fashion in which you treat Miss Shirley Keel-
dar, and every other young lady who comes to our
house. And Rose, there, is such an aut—aut——1I
have forgotten the word, but it means a machine in the
shape of a human being. However, between you, you
will drive every soul away from Briarmains—Martin
often says so ! ’

«] am an automaton? Good! Let me alone
then,”” said Rosge, speaking from a corner where she was
sitting on the carpet at the foot of a bookcase, with a
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volume spread open on her knee. ¢ Miss Helstone—
how do you do ?”’ she added, directing a brief glance
to the person addressed, and then again casting down
her grey, remarkable eyes on the book, and returning to
the study of its pages.

Caroline stole a quiet gaze towards her, dwelling on
her young, absorbed countenance, and observing a cer-
tain unconscious movement of the mouth as she read—
a movement full of character. Caroline had tact, and
she had fine instinct: she felt that Rose Yorke was a
peculiar child—one of the unique; she knew how to
treat her. Approaching quietly, she knelt on the c
at her side, and looked over her little shoulder at her
book. It was a romance of Mrs Radcliffe’s—¢ The
Italian.”

Caroline read on with her, making no remark : pre-
sently Rose showed her the attention of asking, ere she
turned a leaf—¢ Are you ready ? ”’

Caroline only nodded.

¢ Do you like it ?*’ inquired Rose, ere long.

« Long since, when I read it as a child, I was
wonderfully taken with it.”’

«“ Why?”

¢¢ It seemed to open with such promise—such fore-
boding of a most strange tale to be unfolded.”

¢¢ And in reading it, you feel as if you were far away
from England—really in Italy—under another sort of
sky—that blue sky of the south which travellers
describe.”

¢ You are sensible of that, Rose ?”’

¢ It makes me long to travel, Miss Helstone.”

“ When you are a woman, perhaps, you may be able
to gratify your wish.”

¢ I mean to make a way to do so, if one is not made
for me. I cannot live always in Briarfield. The
whole world is not very large compared with creation :
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I must see the outside of our own round planet at
least.”

« How much of its outside ?

“ First this hemisphere where we live ; then the
other. I am resolved that my life shall be a life : not
a black trance like the toad’s, buried in marble; nor a
long, slow death like yours in Briarfield Rectory.”

“ Like mine! What can you mean, child?”

« Might you not as well be tediously dying, as for ever
shut up in that glebe-house—a place that, when I pass
it, always reminds me of a windowed grave? I never
see any movement about the door: I never hear a
sound from the wall : I believe smoke never issues from
the chimneys. What do you do there?

«] sew, I read, I learn lessons.”

¢ Are you happy?”’

“ Should I be happier wandering alone in strange
countries as you wish to do?”’

« Much happier, even if you did nothing but wander.
Remember, however, that I shall have an object in view:
but if you only went on and on, like some enchanted
lady in a fairy tale, you might be happier than now. In
a day’s wandering, you would pass many a hill, wood,
and watercourse, each perpetually altering in aspect as
the sun shone out or was overcast ; as the weather was
wet or fair, dark or bright. Nothing changes in Briar-
field Rectory : the plaster of the parlour-ceilings, the
paper on the walls, the curtains, carpets, chairs, are still
the same.”’

« Is change necessary to happiness?”’

“ Yes.”

« I3 it synonymous with it ?”’

“ I don’t know; but I feel monotony and death to
be almost the same.”

Here Jessy spoke.

¢ Isn’t she mad ?’’ she asked.
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¢ But, Rose,”” pursued Caroline, ¢ I fear a wanderer’s
life, for me at least, would end like that tale you are
rea;u!in’g—in disappointment, vanity, and vexation of

irit.

¢ Does ¢ The Italian ’ so end ?*

¢ I thought-so when I read it.”

. ¢ Better to try all things and find all empty, than to

try nothing and leave your life a blank. To do this is
to commit the sin of him who buried his talent in a
napkin—despicable sluggard ! >’

« Rose,” observed Mrs Yorke, ¢ solid satisfaction 1s
only to be realised by doing one’s duty.”

¢ Right, mother! And if my Master has given me
ten talents, my duty is to trade with them, and make
them ten talents more. Not in the dust of household
drawers shall the coin be interred. I will no# deposit
it in a broken-spouted tea-pot, and shut it up in a china-
closet among tea-things. I wall no# commit it to your
work-table to be smothered in piles of woollen hose. I
will not prison it in the linen press to find shrouds among
the sheets : and least of all, mother >—(she got up from
the floor)—*least of all will I hide it in a tureen of
cold potatoes, to be ranged with bread, butter, pastry,
and ham on the shelves of the larder.”

She stopped—then went on :—¢ Mother, the Lord
who gave each of us our talents will come home some
day, and will demand from all an account. The tea-
pot, the old stocking-foot, the linen rag, the willow-
pattern tureen, will yield up their barren deposit in
many a house : suffer your daughters, at least, to put their
money to the exchangers, that they may be enabled at
the Master’s coming to pay him his own with usury.”

¢ Rose, did you bring your sampler with you, as I
told you?”

¢ Yes, mother.”

« Sit down, and do a line of marking.”

IL F
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Rose sat down promptly, and wrought according to
orders. After a busy pause of ten minutes, her mother
asked—¢ Do you think yourself oppressed now? A
victim ? 7’

« No, mother.”

“Yet, as far as [ understood your tirade, it was a
protest against all womanly and domestic employment.”

“You misunderstood it, mother. I should be sorry
not to learn to sew : you do right to teach me, and to
make me work.”

“Even to the mending of your brothers’ stockings
and the making of sheets ?”’

“ Yes.”

¢ Where is the use of ranting and spouting about it,
then ?

“ Am I to do nothing but that? I will do that,
and then I will do more. Now, mother, I have said
my say. I am twelve years old at present, and not till
I am sixteen will I speak again about talents: for four
years, I bind myself an industrious apprentice to all you
can teach me.”

“ You see what my daughters are, Miss Helstone,”
observed Mrs Yorke: ¢how precociously wise in their
own conceits! ¢I would rather this—I prefer that ;’
such is Jessy’s cuckoo-song: while Rose utters the
bolder cry, ¢ I will, and I will not 1’

“I render a reason, mother: besides, if my cry is
bold, it is only heard once in a twelvemonth. About
each birthday, the spirit moves me to deliver one oracle
respecting my own instruction and -management: I
utter it and leave it; it is for you, mother, to listen
or not.”

- «I would advise all young ladies,” pursued Mrs
Yorke, “to study the characters of such children as
they chance to meet with before they marry, and have
any of their own; to consider well how they would
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like the responsibility of guiding the careless, the labour
of persuading the stubborn, the constant burden and task
of training the best.”

« But with love it need not be so very difficult,”
interposed Caroline. ¢ Mothers love their children most
dearly—almost better than they love themselves.”

“Fine talk! Very sentimental! There is the
rough, ?ractical part of life yet to come for you, young
Miss!’

¢ But, Mrs Yorke, if I take a little baby into my
arms—any poor woman’s infant for instance,—I feel
that I love that helpless thing quite peculiarly, though I
am not its mother. I could do almost anything for it
willingly, if it were delivered over entirely to my care
—if it were quite dependent on me.”

“You feel! Yes! yes! I daresay, now :. you are
led a great deal by your feelings, and you think yourself
a very sensitive, refined personage, no doubt. I{re you
aware that, with all these romantic ideas, you have
managed to train your features into an habitually lacka-
daisical expression, better suited to a novel-heroine than
to a woman who is to make her way in the real world
by dint of common sense ? >’

¢ No; I am not at all aware of that, Mrs Yorke.”

“ Look in the glass just behind you. Compare the
face you see there with that of any early-rising, hard-
working milkmaid.”

« My face is a pale one, but it is no# sentimental, and
most milkmaids, however red and robust they may be,
are more stupid and less practically fitted to make their
way in the world than I am. I think more and more
correctly than milkmaids in general do ; consequently,
where they would often, for want of reflection, act
weakly, I, by dint of reflection, should act judiciously.”

¢ Oh, no! you would be influenced by your feelings.
You would be guided by impulse,”
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« Of course, I should often be influenced by my feel-
ings : they were given me to that end. Whom my
feelings teach me to love, I must and shall love ; and I
hope, if ever I have a husband and children, my feel-
ings will induce me to love them. I hope, in that
case, all my impulses will be strong in compelling me to
love.”

Caroline had a pleasure in saying this with emphasis :
she had a pleasure in daring to say it in Mrs Yorke’s
presence. She did not care what unjust sarcasm might
be hurled at her in reply: she flushed, not with
anger, but excitement, when the ungenial matron
answered coolly—¢ Don’t waste your dramatic effects.
That was well said,—it was quite fine ; but it is lost on
two women—an old wife and an old maid: there
should have been a disengaged gentleman present. Is
Mr Robert nowhere hid behind the curtains, do you
think, Miss Moore ?”’

Hortense, who during the chief part of the conver-
sation had been in the kitchen superintending the pre-
parations for tea, did not yet quite comprehend the drift
of the discourse. She answered with a puzzled air,
that Robert was at Whinbury. Mrs Yorke laughed her
own geculiar short laugh.

“ Straightforward Miss Moore ! > said she patronis-
ingly. “It is like you to understand my question so
literally, and answer it so simply. 2our mind com-
prehends nothing of intrigue. Strange things might go
on around you without your being the wiser: you are
not of the class the world calls sharp-witted.”

These equivocal compliments did not seem to please
Hortense.  She drew herself up, puckered her black
eyebrows, but still looked puzzled.

“] have ever been noted for sagacity and discern-
ment from childhood,’’ she returned : for, indeed, on the
possession of these qualities she peculiarly piqued herself.
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“You never plotted to win a husband, I’ll be
bound,” pursued Mrs Yorke; “and you have not the
benefit of previous experience to aid you in discovering
when others plot.”

Caroline felt this kind language where the benevolent
speaker intended she should feel it—in her very heart.
She could not even parry the shafts: she was defence-
less for the present: to answer would have been to
avow that the cap fitted. Mrs Yorke, looking at her
as she sat with troubled downcast eyes, and cheek burn-
ing painfully, and figure expressing in its bent attitude
and unconscious tremor all the humiliation and chagrin
she experienced, felt the sufferer was fair game. The
strange woman had a natural antipathy to a shrinking,
sensitive character—a nervous temperament : nor was
a pretty, delicate, and youthful face a passport to her

ections. It was seldlom she met with all these
obnoxious qualities combined in one individual : still
more seldom she found that individual at her mercy,
under circumstances in which she could crush her well.
She happened, this afternoon, to be specially bilious and
morose : as much disposed to gore as any vicious
« mother of the herd: >’ lowering her large head, she
made a new charge.

¢ Your cousin Hortense is an excellent sister, Miss
Helstone : such ladies as come to try their life’s luck
here, at Hollow’s Cottage, may, by a very little clever
female artifice, cajole the mistress of the house, and have
the game all in their own hands. You are fond of
your cousin’s society, I daresay, Miss ? ”’

« Of which cousin’s? ”’

¢ Oh, of the lady’s, of course.”’

¢« Hortense is, and always has been, most kind to
m”

« Every sister, with an eligible single brother, is con-
sidered most kind by her spinster friends.””
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«“ Mrs Yorke,” said Carolme, lifting her eyes slowly,
their blue orbs at the same time clearing from trouble,
and shining steady and full, while the glow of shame
left her cheek, and its hue turned pale and settled :
« Mrs Yorke, may I ask what you mean ?”’

“To give you a lesson on the cultivation of rectl-
tude : to disgust you with craft and false sentiment.”

“Do I need this lesson ¢ *’

“ Most young ladies of the present day need it. You
are quite a modern young lady—morbid, delicate, pro-
fessing to like retirement; which implies, I suppose,
that you find little worthy of your sympathies in the
ordinary world. ‘The ordinary world—every-day,
honest folks—are better than you think them: much
better than any bookish, romancing chit of a girl can
be, who hardly ever puts her nose over her uncle, the
parson’s, garden wall.”

¢« Consequently, of whom you know nothing. Excuse
me,—indeed, it does not matter whether you excuse me
or not—you have attacked me without provocation: I
shall defend myself without apology. Of my relations
with my two cousins, you are ignorant: in a fit of ill-
humour you have attempted to poison them by gratui-
tous insinuations, which are far more crafty and false
than anything with which you can Justly charge me.
That I happen to be pale, and sometimes to look diffi-
dent, is no business of yours. That I am fond of
books, and indisposed for common gossip, is still less
your business. That I am a ‘romancing chit of a
girl,’ is a mere conjecture on your part: I never
romanced to you, nor to anybody you know. That I
am the parson’s niece is not a crime, though you may
be narrow-minded eénough to think it so. You dislike
me : you have no just reason for disliking me ; there-
fore keep the expression of your aversion to yourself.
If at any time, in future, you evince it annoyingly, I
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shall answer even less scrupulously than I have done
now.”’

She ceased, and sat in white and still excitement.
She had spoken in the clearest of tones, neither fast nor
loud ; but her silver accent thrilled the ear. The speed
of the current in her veins was just then as swift as it
was viewless.

Mrs Yorke was not irritated at the reproof, worded
with a severity so simple, dictated by a pride so quiet.
Turning coolly to Miss Moore, she said, nodding her
cap. approvingly—¢ She has spirit in her, after all.
Always speak as honestly as you have done just now,”
she continued, “and you’ll do.”

“] repel a recommendation so offensive,” was the
answer, delivered in the same pure key, with the same
clear look. T reject counsel poisoned by insinuation.
It is my right to speak as I think proper : nothing binds
me to converse as you dictate. So far from always
speaking as I have done just now, I shall never address
any one in a tone so stern, or in language so harsh,
unless in answer to unprovoked insult.”

¢ Mother, you have found your match,” pronounced
little Jessy, whom the scene appeared greatly to edify.
Rose had heard the whole with an unmoved face. She
now said, “No: Miss Helstone is not my mother’s
match—for she allows herself to be vexed : my mother
would wear her out in a few weeks. Shirley Keeldar
manages better. Mother, you have never hurt Miss
Keeldar’s feelings yet. She wears armour under her
silk dress that you cannot penetrate.”

Mrs Yorke often complained that her children were
mutinous. It was strange, that with all her strictness,
with all her strong-mindedness,”” she could gain no
command over them: a look from their father had
more influence with them than a lecture from her.

Miss Moore—to whom the position of witness to an

’
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altercation in which she took no part was highly dis-
pleasing, as being an unimportant secondary post—now,
rallying her dignity, prepared to utter a discourse which
was to prove both parties in the wrong, and to make it
clear to each disputant that she had reason to be
ashamed of herself, and ought to submit humbly to the
superior sense of the individual then addressing her.
Fortunately for her audience, she had not harangued
above ten minutes, when Sarah’s entrance with the tea-
tray called her attention, first, to the fact of that damsel
having a gilt comb in her hair, and a red necklace round
her throat, and secondly, and subsequently to a }:omted
remonstrance, to the duty of making tea. r the
meal, Rose restored her to good humour by bringing her
guitar and asking for a song, and afterwards engaging
her in an intelligent and sharp cross-examination about
guitar-playing and music in general.

Jessy, meantime, directed her assiduities to Caroline.
Sitting on a stool at her feet, she talked to her, first
about religion and then about politics. Jessy was .
accustomed at home to drink in a great deal of what
her father said on these subjects, and afterwards in
company to retail, with more wit and fluency than
consistency or dlscretlon, his opinions, antipathies, and
preferences. She rated Caroline soundly for being a
member of the Established Church, and for having an
uncle a clergyman. She informed her that she lived on
the country, and ought to work for her living honestly,
instead of passing a useless life, and eating the bread of
idleness in the shape of tithes. Thence Jessy passed to
a review of the Nlestry at that time in office, and a
consideration of its deserts. She made familiar mention
of the names of Lord Castlereagh and Mr Perceval.
Each of these personages she adorned with a character
that might have separately suited Moloch and Belial.
She denounced the war as wholesale murder, and Lord
Wellington as a < hired butcher.”
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Her auditress listened with exceeding edification.
Jessy had something of the genius of humour in her
nature : it was inexpressibly comic to hear her repeating
her sire’s denunciations in her nervous northern Doric ;
as hearty a little Jacobin as ever pent a free mutinous
spirit in a muslin frock and sash. Not malignant by
nature, her language was not so bitter as it was racy,
and the expressive little face gave a piquancy to every
phrase which held a beholder’s interest captive.

Caroline chid her when she abused Lord Wellington ;
but she listened delighted to a subsequent tirade against
the Prince Regent. Jessy quickly read in the sparkle
of her hearer’s eye, and the laughter hovering round her
lips, that at last she had hit on a topic that pleased.

any a time had she heard the fat ¢« Adonis of fifty ”
discussed at her father’s breakfast-table, and she now
gave Mr Yorke’s comments on the theme—genuine as
uttered by his Yorkshire lips.

But, Jessy, I will write about you no more. This
is an autumn evening, wet and wild. There is only one
cloud in the sky; but it curtains it from pole to pole.
The wind cannot rest : it hurries sobbing over hil.,:o of
sullen outline, colourless with twilight and mist. Rain
has beat all day on that church tower : it rises dark from
the stony enclosure of its graveyard: the nettles, the
long grass, and the tombs all drip with wet. This even-
ing reminds me too forcibly of another evening some
years ago : a howling, rainy autumn evening too—when
certain who had that day performed a pilgrimage to a
grave new-made in a heretic cemetery, sat near a wood-
fire on the hearth of a foreign dwelling. They were
merry and social, but they each knew that a gap, never
to be filled, had been made in their circle. They knew
they had lost something whose absence could never be
quite atoned for so long as they lived : and they knew
that heavy falling rain was soaking into the wet earth
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which covered their lost darling ; and that the sad,
sighing gale was mourning above her buried head. The-
fire warmed them; Life and Friendship yet blessed
them ; but Jessy lay cold, coffined, nohtary—only the
sod screening her from the storm.

Mrs Yorke folded up her knitting, cut short the
music-lesson and the lecture on politics, and concluded
her visit to the cottage, at an hour early enough to
ensure her return to Briarmains before the blush of sun-
set should quite have faded in heaven, or the path up
the fields have become thoroughly moist with evening
dew.

The lady and her daughters being gone, Caroline felt
that she also ought to resume her scarf, kiss her cousin’s
cheek, and trip away homeward. If she lingered much
later, dusk would draw on, and Fanny would be put
to the trouble of coming to fetch her: it was both
baking and ironing day at the Rectory, she remembered
—Fanny would be busy. Still, she could not quit her
seat at the little parlour-window. From no point of
view could the West look so lovely as from that lattice
with the garland of jessamine round it, whose white
stars and green leaves scemed now but grey pencil out-
lines—graceful in form, but colourless in tint—against
the gold incarnadined of a summer evening—against the
fire-tinged blue of an August sky, at eight o’clock p.m.

Caroline looked at the wicket-gate, beside which
holly-oaks spired up tall ; she looked at the close hedge
of privet and laurel fencing in the garden; her eyes
longed to see something more than the shrubs, before
they turned from that limited prospect: they longed to
see a human figure, of a certain mould and height, pass
the hedge and enter the gate. A human figure she at
last saw—nay, two: Frederick Murgatroyd went by,
carrying a pail of water; Joe Scott followed, dangling
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on his forefinger the keys of the mill. They were going
to lock up mill and stables for the night, and then
betake themselves home.

¢ So must I,”” thought Caroline, as she half rose and
sighed.

¢¢'This is all folly—heart-breaking folly,”” she added.
“In the first place, though I should stay till dark, there
will be no arrival ; because I feel in my heart, Fate has
written it down in to-day’s page of her eternal book,
that I am not to have the pleasure I long for. In
the second place, if he stepped in this moment, my
presence here would be a chagrin to him, and the con-
sciousness that it must be so would turn half my blood to
ice. His hand would, perhaps, be loose and chill, if I
put mine into it : his eye would be clouded if I sought
its beam. I should look up for that kindling some-
thing T have seen in past days, when my face, or my
language, or my disposition had at some happy moment
pleased him—I should discover only darkness. I had
better go home.”

She took her bonnet from the table where it lay, and
was just fastening the ribbon, when Hortense, directing
her attention to a splendid bouquet of flowers in a glass
on the same table, mentioned that Miss Keeldar had
sent them that morning from Fieldhead ; and went on
to comment on the guests that lady was at present
entertaining, on the bustling life she had lately been lead-
ing ; adding divers conjectures that she did not very
well like it, and much wonderment that a person who
was 30 fond of her own way as the heiress, did not find
some means of sooner getting rid of this cortége of
relatives.

« But they say she actually will not let Mr Sympson
and his fami{y go,” she added : ¢ they wanted much to
return to the south last week, to be ready for the
reception of the only son, who is expected home from
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a tour. She insists that her cousin Henry shall come
and join his friends here in Yorkshire. I daresay she
partly does it to oblige Robert and myself.”

“ How to oblige Robert and you?” inquired
Caroline.

“ Why, my child, you are dull. Don’t you know—
you must often have heard ”’——

¢ Please, ma’am,’” said Sarah, opening the door,
“ the preserves that you told me to boil in treacle—the
congfiters, as you caﬂ them—is all burnt to the pan.”

“« Les confitures! Elles sont brilées? Ah, quelle
négligence cou?able! Coquine de cuisiniere — fille
insupportable ! ’

And Mademoiselle, hastily taking from a drawer a
large linen apron, and tying it over her black apron,
rushed « éperdue >’ into the kitchen, whence—to speak
truth — exhaled an odour of calcined sweets rather
strong than savoury.

The mistress and maid had been in full feud the
whole day, on the subject of preserving certain black
cherries, hard as marbles, sour as sloes. Sarah held
that sugar was the only orthodox condiment to be used
in that process ; Mademoiselle maintained—and proved
it by the practice and experience of her mother, grand-
mother,and great-grandmother—that treacle, “mélasse,’’
was infinitely preferable. She had committed an im-
prudence in leaving Sarah in charge of the preserving-
pan, for her want of sympathy in the nature of its
contents had induced a degree of carelessness in watch-
ing their confection, whereof the result was—dark and
cindery ruin. Hubbub followed : high upbraiding, and
sobs rather loud than deep or real. :

Caroline, once more turning to the little mirror, was
shading her ringlets from her cheek to smooth them
under her cottage bonnet, certain that it would not only
be useless but unpleasant to stay longer; when, on the
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sudden opening of the back-door, there fell an abrupt
calm in the kitchen : the tongues were checked, pulled
up a8 with bit and bridle. ¢« Was it—was it—Robert ?
He often—almost always—entered by the kitchen-way
on his return from market. No: it was only Joe Scott,
who, having hemmed significantly thrice—every hem
being meant as a lofty rebuke to the squabbling woman-
kind—said,—*¢ Now, I thowt I heerd a crack ?”’

None answered.

“ And,” he continued pragmatically, ¢as t’ maister’s
comed, and as he’ll enter through this hoyle, I con-
sidered it desirable to step in and let ye know. A
household o’ women is nivver fit to be comed on wi’out
warning. Here he is; walk forrard, sir. They war
playing up queerly, but I think I’ve quieted ’em.”

Another person—it was now audible—entered. Joe
Scott proceeded with his rebukes.

¢ What d’ye mean by being all i’ darkness? Sarah,
thou quean, canst t’ not light a candle? It war sun-
down an hour syne. He’ll brak’ his shins agean some
o’ yer pots, and tables, and stuff. Tak’ tent o’ this
baking-bowl, sir, they’ve set it i’ yer way, fair as if

did it i’ malice.”

To Joe’s observations succeeded a confused sort of
pause, which Caroline, though she was listening with
both her ears, could not understand. It was very
brief: a cry broke it—a sound of surprise, followed
by the sound of a kiss: ejaculations, but half articulate,
succeeded.

¢“ Mon Dieu! mon Dieu! Est-ce que je m’y
attendais ?>’ were the words chiefly to be distinguished.

“Et tu te portes toujours bien, bonne sceur?”
inquired another voice—Ruobert’s, certainly.

Caroline was puzzled. Obeying an impulse, the
wisdom of which she had not time to question, she
escaped from the little parlour, by way o? leaving the
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coast clear, and running upstairs took up a position at
the head of the banisters, whence she could make
further observations ere presenting herself. It was
considerably past sunset now: dusk filled the passage,
yet not such deep dusk but that she could presently see
Robert and Hortense traverse it.

¢« Caroline! Caroline ! ” called Hortense, a moment
afterwards,  venez voir mon frére ! ”’

“ Strange ! ”” commented Miss Helstone, ¢ passing
strange! What does this unwonted excitement about
such an everyday occurrence as a return from market
portend? She has not lost her senses, has she?
Surely the burnt treacle has not crazed her?”’

She descended in a subdued flutter: yet more was
she fluttered when Hortense seized her hand at the
parlour-door, and leading her to Robert, who stood in
bodily presence, tall and dark against the one window,
presented her with a mixture of agitation and formality,
as though they had been utter strangers, and this was
their first mutual introduction.

Increasing puzzle! He bowed rather awkwardly,
and turning from her with a stranger’s embarrassment,
he met the doubtful light from a window : it fell on
his face, and the enigma of the dream (a dream it
seemed) was at its height: she saw a visage like and
unlike,—Robert, and no Robert.

¢ What is the matter?’’ said Caroline. “Is my
sight wrong? Is it my cousin?”’

¢ Certainly, it is your cousin,” asserted Hortense,

Then who was this now coming through the passage,
—now entering the room? Caroline, looking round,
met 2 new Robert,—the real Robert, as she felt at
once.

«Well,” said he, smiling at her questioning, as-
tonished face, ¢ which 1s which ?”’

«Ah! this is you />’ was the answer.
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He laughed. “I believe it is me: and do you
know who Aeis? You never saw him before ; but you
have heard of him.”

She had gathered her senses now.

“ It can be only one person: your brother, since it is
so like you : my other cousin, Louis.”

¢ Clever little GEdipus !—you would have baffled the
Sphynx !—but now, see us together. Change places.
Change again, to confuse her, Louis.—Which is the
old love now, Lina?”

¢ As if it were possible to make a mistake when you
speak! You should have told Hortense to ask. But
you are not so much alike : it is only your height, your
figure, and complexion that are so similar.”

“And I am Robert,am I not?’’ asked the new-
comer, making a first effort to overcome what seemed
his natural shyness.

Caroline shook her head gently. A soft, expressive
ray from her eye beamed on the real Robert : it said
much.

She was not permitted to quit her cousins soon:
Robert himself was peremptory in obliging her to re-
main. Glad, simple, and affable in her demeanour
(glad for this night, at least), in light, bright spirits for
the time, she was too pleasant an addition to the cottage
circle to be willingly parted with by any of them.
Louis seemed naturally rather a grave, still, retiring
man, but the Caroline of this evening, which was not
(as you know, reader) the Caroline of every day,
thawed his reserve, and cheered his gravity soon. I-%'e
sat near her, and talked to her. She already knew
his vocation was that of tuition; she leasmed now he
had for some years been the tutor of Mr Sympson’s
son; that he had been travelling with him, and had
accompanied him to the north. She inquired if he
liked his post, but got a look in reply which did not
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invite or license further question. The look woke
Caroline’s ready sympathy: she thought it a very sad
expression to pass over so sensible a face as Louis’s:
for he bad a sensible face,—though not handsome, she
considered, when seen near Robert’s. She turned to
make the comparison. Robert was leaning against the
wall, a little behind her, turning over the leaves of a
book of engravings, and probably listening, at the same
time, to the dialogue between her and Louis.

“ How could I think them alike ?”’ she asked her-
self: «I see now it is Hortense Louis resembles, not
Robert.”

. And this was in part true: he had the shorter nose

and longer upper-lip of his sister, rather than the fine
traits of his brother: he had her mould of mouth and
chin—all less decisive, accurate, and clear than those of
the young mill-owner. His air, though deliberate and
reflective, could scarcely be called prompt and acute.
You felt, in sitting near and looking up at him, that a
slower and probably a more benignant nature than that
of the elder Moore shed calm on your impressions.

Robert—perhaps aware that Caroline’s glance had
wandered towards and dwelt upon him, though he had
neither met nor answered it—put down the book of en-
gravings, and approaching, took a seat at her side. She
resumed her conversation with Louis, but, while she
talked to him, her thoughts were elsewhere: her heart
beat on the side from which her face was half-averted.
She acknowledged a steady, manly, kindly air in Louis;
but she bent before the secret power of Robert. To
be so near him—though he was silent—though he did
not touch so much as her scarf-fringe, or the white hem
of her dress—affected her like a spell. Had she been
obliged to speak to him only, it would have quelled—
but, at liberty to address another, it excited her. Her
discourse flowed freely: it was gay, playful, eloquent.
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The indulgent look and placid manner of her auditor
encouraged her to ease ; the sober pleasure expressed by
his smlle drew out all that was brilliant in her nature.
She felt that this evening she appeared to advantage, and,
as Robert was a spectator, the consciousness contented
her : had he been called away, collapse would at once
have succeeded stimulus.

But her enjoyment was not long to shine full-orbed :
a cloud soon crossed it.

Hortense, who for some time had been on the move
ordering supper, and was now clearing the little table of
some books, &c., to make room for the tray, called
Robert’s attention to the glass of flowers, the carmine,
and snow, and gold of whose petals looked radiant
indeed by candlelight.

“ They came from Fieldhead,”” she said, ¢ intended
as a gift to you, no doubt: we know who is the
favourite there—not I, I’m sure.”

It was a wonder to hear Hortense jest ; a sign that
her spirits were at high-water mark indeed.

«« We are to understand, then, that Robert is the
favourite ? ” observed Louis.

“ Mon cher,” replied Hortense, “ Robert-—c est
tout ce qu'il y a de plus précieux au monde: a coté de
lui, le reste du genre humain n’est que du rebut.
N’ai-je pas raison, mon enfant?”’ she added, appealing
to Caroline.

Caroline was obliged to reply, ¢ Yes’—and her
beacon was quenched : her star withdrew as she spoke.

« Et toi, Robert?”’ inquired Louis.

“When you shall have an opportunity, ask herself,”
was the quiet answer. Whether he reddened or paled
Caroline did not examine : she discovered it was late,
and she must go home. Home she would go: not
even Robert could detain her now.

I G
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Chapter rribd,
THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW OF DEATH.

HE future sometimes seems to sob a low warning
of the events it is bringing us, like some gather-
ing though yet remote storm, which, in tones of

the wind, in flushings of the firmament, in clouds
strangely torn, announces a blast strong to strew the
sea with wrecks; or commissioned to bring in fog the
yellow taint of pestilence, covering white Western isles
with the poisoned exhalations of the East, dimming the
lattices of English homes with the breath of Indian
plague. At other times this Future bursts suddenly, as
if a rock had rent, and in it a grave had opened, whence
issues the body of one that slept. Ere you are aware
you stand face to face with a shrouded and unthought-
of Calamity—a new Lazarus.

Caroline Helstone went home from Hollow s Cottage
in good health, as she imagined. On waking the next
morning she felt oppressed with unwonted languor: at
breakfast, at each meal of the following day, she missed
all sense of appetite: palatable food was as ashes and
sawdust to her.

¢« Am I ill 2”’ she asked, and looked at herself in the
glass. Her eyes were bright, their pupils dilated, her
cheeks seemed rosier and fuller than usual. I look
well ; why can I not eat’?”’

She felt a pulse beat fast in her temples she felt, too,
her brain in strange activity : her spirits were raised ;
hundreds of busy and broken, but brilliant thoughts en-
gaged her mind : a glow rested on them, such as tinged
her complexion.

Now followed a hot, parched, thirsty, restless
night. Towards morning one terrible dream seized

her like a tiger : when she woke, she felt and knew she
was ill.
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How she had caught the fever (fever it was), she
could not tell. Probably in her late walk home, some
sweet, poisoned breeze, redolent of honey-dew and
miasma, had passed into her lungs and veins, and finding
there already a fever of mental excitement, and a
languor of long conflict and habitual sadness, had
fanned the spark of flame, and left a well-lit fire
behind it.

It seemed, however, but a gentle fire : after two hot
days and worried nights, there was no violence in the
symptoms, and neither her uncle, nor Fanny, nor the
doctor, nor Miss Keeldar, when she called, had any
fear for her: a few days would restore her, every one
believed.

The few dyas passed, and—though it was still thought
it could not long delay—the revival had not begun.
Mrs Pryor, who had visited her daily—being present in
her chamber one morning when she had been ill a fort-
night—watched her very narrowly for some minutes :
she took her hand, and placed her finger on her wrist ;
then, quietly leaving the chamber, she went to Mr
Helstone’s study. With him she remained closeted a
long time—half the morning. On returning to her sick
young friend, she laid aside shawl and bonnet: she
stood a while at the bedside, one hand placed in the
other, gently rocking herself to and fro, in an attitude
and with a movement habitual to her. At last she
said—* I have sent Fanny to Fieldhead to fetch a few
things for me, such as I shall want during a short stay
here: it is my wish to remain with you till you are
better. Your uncle kindly permits my attendance : will
it to yourself be acceptable, Caroline ? ”’

“1 am sorry you should take such needless trouble.
I do not feel very ill, but I cannot refuse resolutely : it
will be such comfort to know you are in the house, to
see you sometimes in the room ; but don’t confine your-



100 SHIRLEY.

self on my account, dear Mrs Pryor. Fanny nurses me
very well.”’

Mrs Pryor—bending over the pale little sufferer—
was now smoothing the hair under her cap, and gently
raising her pillow. As she performed these offices,
Caroline, smiling, lifted her face to kiss her.

“Are you free from pain? Are you tolerably at
ease 2>’ was inquired in a low, earnest voice, as the self-
elected nurse yielded to the caress.

“] think I am almost happy.”

“ You wish to drink? Your lips are parched.”

She held a glass filled with some cooling beverage to
her mouth.

“ Have you eaten anything to-day, Caroline ? ”’

«I cannot eat.”

“ But soon your appetite will return : it mus¢ return :
that is, I pray God it may!”

In laying ‘her again on the couch, she encircled her
in her arms ; and while so doing, by a movement which
seemed scarcely voluntary, she drew her to her heart,
and held her close gathered an instant.

“] shall hardly wish to get well, that I may keep
you always,” said Caroline.

Mrs Pryor did not smile at this speech : over her
features ran a tremor, which for some minutes she was
absorbed in repressing.

“You are more used to Fanny than to me,”’ she
remarked, ere long. “1I should think my attendance
must seem strange, officious ?”’

“No: quite natural, and very soothing. You must
have been accustomed to wait on sick people, ma’am.
You move about the room so softly, and you speak so
quietly, and touch me so gently.”

«“] am dexterous in nothing, my dear. You will
often find me awkward, but never negligent.”

Negligent, indeed, she was not. From that hour,
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Fanny and Eliza became ciphers in the sick room:
Mrs Pryor made it her domain: she performed all its
duties ; she lived in it day and night. The patient
remonstrated—faintly, however, from the first, and not
at all ere long : loneliness and gloom were now banished
from her bedside; protection and solace sat there in-
stead. She and her nurse coalesced in wondrous union.
Caroline was usually pained to require or receive much
attendance : Mrs Pryor, under ordinary circumstances,
had neither the habit nor the art of performing little
offices of service ; but all now passed with such ease—
so naturally, that the patient was as willing to be
cherished as the nurse was bent on cherishing ; no sign
of weariness in the latter ever reminded the former that
she ought to be anxious. There was, in fact, no very
hard duty to perform; but a hireling might have found
it hard.

With all this care, it seemed strange the sick girl did
not get well ; yet such was the case: she wasted like
any snow-wreath in thaw ; she faded like any flower in
drought. Miss Keeldar, on whose thoughts danger or
death seldom intruded, had at first entertained no fears
at all for her friend ; but seeing her change and sink
from time to time when she paid her wisits, alarm
clutched her heart. She went to Mr Helstone and
expressed herself with so much energy, that that gentle-
man was at last obliged, however unwillingly, to admit
the idea that his niece was ill of something more than a
migraine; and when Mrs Pryor came and quietly
demanded a physician, he said she might send for two
if she liked. One came, but that one was an oracle:
he delivered a dark saying of which the future was to
solve the mystery, wrote some prescriptions, gave some
directions—the whole with an air of crushing authority

keted his fee, and went. Probably, he knew well
enough he could do no good ; but didn’t like to say so.
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Still, no rumour of serious illness got wind in the
neighbourhood. At Hollow’s Cottage it was thought
that Caroline had only a severe cold, she having written
a note to Hortense to that effect; and Mademoiselle
contented herself with sending two pots of currant jam,
a receipt for a tisane, and a note of advice.

Mrs Yorke being told that a physician had been
summoned, sneered at the hypochondriac fancies of the
rich and idle, who, she said, having nothing but them-
selves to think about, must needs send for a doctor if
only so much as their little finger ached.

he ¢ rich and idle,” represented in the person of
Caroline, were meantime falling fast into a condition
of prostration, whose quickly consummated debility
puzzled all who witnessed it, except one ; for that one
alone reflected how liable is the undermined structure to
sink in sudden ruin.

Sick people often have fancies inscrutable to ordinary
attendants, and Caroline had one which even her tender
nurse could not at first explain. On a certain day in
the week, at a certain hour, she would—whether worse
or better—entreat to be taken up and dressed, and
suffered to sit in her chair near the window. This
station she would retain till noon was past: whatever
degree of exhaustion or debility her wan aspect be-
trayed, she still softly put off all persuasion to seek repose
until the church-clock had duly tolled mid-day : the
twelve strokes sounded, she grew docile, and would
meekly lie down. Returned to the couch, she usuvally
buried her face deep in the pillow, and drew the cover-
lets close round her, as if to shut out the world and sun,
of which she was tired : more than once, as she thus
lay, a slight convulsion shook the sick-bed, and a faint
sob broke the silence round it. These things were not
unnoted by Mrs Pryor.

One Tuesday morning, as usual, she had asked leave
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to rise, and now she sat wrapped in her white dressing-
gown, leaning forward in the easy-chair, gazing steadily
and patiently from the lattice. Mrs Pryor was seated
a little behind, knitting as it seemed, but, in truth,
watching her. A change crossed her pale mournful
brow, animating its languor ; a light shot into her faded
eyes, reviving their lustre ; she half rose and looked
earnestly out. Mrs Pryor, drawing softly near, glanced
over her shoulder. From this window was visible the
churchyard, beyond it the road, and there, riding sharply
by, appeared a horseman. The figure was not yet too,
remote for recognition ; Mrs Pryor had long sight ; she
knew Mr Moore. Just as an intercepting rising ground
concealed him from view, the clock struck twelve.

« May I lie down again ? >’ asked Caroline.

Her nurse assisted her to bed : having laid her down
and drawn the curtain, she stood listening near. The
little couch trembled, the suppressed sob stirred the air.
A contraction as of anguish altered Mrs Pryor’s
features ; she wrung her hands; half a groan escaped
her lips. She now remembered that Tuesday was
Whinbury market-day : Mr Moore must always pass
the Rectory on his way thither, just ere noon of that
day.

)E:aroline wore continually round her neck a slender
braid of silk, attached to which was some trinket. Mrs
Pryor had seen the bit of gold glisten ; but had not yet
obtained a fair view of it. Her patient never parted
with it : when dressed it was hidden in her bosom ; as
ghe lay in bed she always held it in her hand. That
Tuesday aftemoon the transient doze — more like
lethargy than sleep—which sometimes abridged the
long days, had stolen over her: the weather was hot:
while turning in febrile restlessness, she had pushed the
coverlets a little aside ; Mrs Pryor bent to replace them ;
the small, wasted hand, lying nerveless on the sick girl’s
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breast, clasped as usual her jealously-guarded treasure :
those fingers whose attenuation it gave pain to see, were
now relaxed in sleep : Mrs Pryor gently disengaged the
braid, drawing out a tiny locket—a slight thing it was,
such as it suited her small purse to purchase : under its
crystal face appeared a curl of black hair—too short and
crisp to have been severed from a female head.

Some agitated movement occasioned a twitch of the
silken chain: the sleeper started and woke. Her
thoughts were usually now somewhat scattered on
waking ; her look generally wandering. Half-rising,
as if in terror, she exclaimed—< Don’t take it from me,
Robert! Don’t! Itismy last comfort—let me keep
it. I never tell any one whose hair it is—I never
show 1t.”

Mrs Pryor had already disappeared behind the
curtain : reclining far back in a deep arm-chair by the
bedside, she was withdrawn from wview. Caroline
looked abroad into the chamber : she thought it empty.
As her stray ideas returned slowly, each folding its
weak wings on the mind’s sad shore, like birds ex-
hausted,—beholding void, and perceiving silence round
her, she believed herself alone. Collected, she was not
yet: perhaps healthy self-possession and self-control
were to be hers no more ; perhaps that world the strong
and prosperous live in had already rolled from beneath
her fget for ever : so, at least, it often seemed to herself.
In health, she had never been accustomed to think
aloud ; but now words escaped her lips unawares.

« Oh ! T should see him once more before all is over!
Heaven might favour me thus far? >’ she cried. “ God
grant me a little comfort before I die ! >> was her humble

tition.

¢ But he will not know I am ill till I am gone ; and
he will come when they have laid me out, and I am
senseless, cold, and stiff.
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« What can my departed soul feel then? Can it see
or know what happens to the clay? Can spirits,
through any medium, communicate with living flesh ?
Can the dead at all revisit those they leave ? Can th
come in the elements ? Will wind, water, fire, lend me
a path to Moore ?

« Is it for nothing the wind sounds almost articulately
sometimes—esings as-I have lately heard it sing at night
—or passes the casement sobbing, as if for sorrow
to come? Does nothing, then, haunt it—nothing
inspire it ?

« Why, it suggested to me words one night: it
poured a strain which I could have written down, only
I was appalled, and dared not rise to seek pencil and
paper by the dim watch-light.

“ What is that electricity they speak of, whose
changes make us well or i{l; whose lack or excess
blasts ; whose even balance revives? What are all those
influences that are about us in the atmosphere, that keep
playing over our nerves like fingers on stringed instru-
ments, and call forth now a sweet note, and now a wail
—now an exultant swell, and, anon, the saddest
cadence ?

 Where is the other world? In ebhat will another
life consist? Why do I ask? Have I not cause to
think that the hour is hasting but too fast when the veil
must be rent for me? Do I not know the Grand
Mystery is likely to burst prematurely on me? Great
Spirit! in whose goodness I confide; whom, as my
Father, I have petitioned night and morning from early
infancy, help the weak creation of Thy hands ! Sustain
me through the ordeal T dread and must undergo !
Give me strength! Give me patience! Give me—
oh! give me FarTn !

She fell back on her pillpow. Mrs Pryor found
means to steal quietly from the room : she re-entered
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it soon after, apparently as composed as if she had really
not overheard this strange soliloquy.

The next day several callers came. It had become
known that Miss Helstone was worse. ~Mr Hall and
his sister Margaret arrived : both, after they had been in
the sick-room, quitted it in tears ; they had found the
ﬁﬁent more altered than they expected. Hortense

oore came, Caroline seemed stimulated by her pre-
sence : she assured her, smiling, she was not dangerously
ill ; she talked to her in a low voice, but cheerfully :
during her stay, excitement kept up the flush of her
complexion : she looked better.

«“ How is Mr Robert?”” asked Mrs Pryor, as
Hortense was preparing to take leave.

« He was very well when he left.”

“Left! Is he gone from home?”

It was then explained that some police ‘intelligence
about the rioters of whom he was in pursuit, had, that
morning, called him away to Birmingham, and probably
a fortnight might elapse ere he returned.

“ He is not aware that Miss Helstone is very ill 2’

«Oh! no. He thought, like me, that she had only
a bad cold.”

After this visit, Mrs Pryor took care not to approach
Caroline’s couch for above an hour: she heard her
weep, and dared not look on her tears.

As evening closed in, she brought her some tea.
Caroline, opening her eyes from a moment’s slumber,
viewed her nurse with an unrecognising glance,

¢] smelt the honeysuckles in the glen this summer
morning,” she said, “as I stood at the counting-house
window.”’

Strange words like these from pallid lips pierce a
loving listener’s heart more poignantrya than steel. They
sound romantic, perhaps, in books : in real life, they are
harrowing.
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« My darling, do you know me ?>> said Mrs Pryor.

“] went in to call Robert to breakfast: I have
been with him in the garden: he asked me to go:
a heavy dew has refreshed the flowers: the peaches are
ripening.”’ '

« My darling ! my darling ! > again and again repeated
the nurse.

« ] thought it was daylight—long after sunrise: it
looks dark—is the moon now set?”

That moon, lately risen, was gazing full and mild
upon her: floating in deep blue space, it watched her
unclouded.

¢ 'Then it is not morning? I am not at the cottage ?
Who is this 2—1I see a shape at my bedside.”

“ It is myself—it is your friend—your nurse—your
Lean your head on my shoulder: collect your-
self.”” (In a lower tone.) “O God, take pity!
Give ber life, and me strength! Send me courage—
teach me words! ”’ )

Some minutes passed in silence. The patient lay
mute and passive in the trembling arms—on the throb-
bing bosom of the nurse.

“I am better now,” whispered Caroline at last,
“ much better—I feel where I am: this is Mrs Pryor
near me: [ was dreaming—I talk when I wake up
from dreams: people often do in illness. How fast
your heart beats, ma’am! Do not be afraid.”

«Jt is not fear, child ; only a little anxiety, which
will pass. I have brought you some tea, Cary; your
uncle made it himself. You know he says he can make
a better cup of tea than any housewife can. Taste it.
He is concerned to hear that you eat so little : he would
be glad if you had a better appetite.”

«I am thirsty : let me dnnk.”

She drank eagerly.

¢ What o’clock 1s it, ma’am ? >’ she asked.
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¢ Past nine.”

“ Not later? Oh! I have yet a long night before
me : but the tea has made me strong: I will sit up.”

Mrs Pryor raised her, and arranged her pillows.

«Thank Heaven! I am not always equally miser-
able, and ill, and hopeless. The afternoon has been
bad since Hortense went : perhaps the evening may be
better. It is a fine night, I think? The moon shines
clear.”

“«Very fine: a perfect summer night. The old
church-tower gleams white almost as silver.”

« And does the churchyard look peaceful ?”’

¢ Yes, and the garden also: dew glistens on the
foliage.”

« Can you see many long weeds and nettles amongst
the graves ; or do they look turfy and flowery ?

] see closed daisy-heads, gleaming like pearls on
some mounds. Thomas has mown down the dock-
leaves and rank grass, and cleared all away.”

«] always like that to be done: it soothes one’s
mind to see the place in order: and, I dare say, within
the church just now that moonlight shines as softly as in
my room. It will fall through the east window full on
the Helstone monument. When I close my eyes I
seem to see poor papa’s epitaph in black letters on white
marble. There is plenty of room for other inscriptions
underneath.”

« William Farren came to look after your flowers this
morning : he was afraid, now you cannot tend them
yourself, they would be neglected. He has taken two
of your favourite plants home to nurse for you.”

«If I were to make a will, I would leave William
all my plants; Shirley my trinkets—except one, which
must not be taken off my neck; and you, ma’am, my
books.”” (After a pause.) «Mrs %ryor, I feel a
longing wish for something.’
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¢ For what, Caroline ? ”’
“ You know I always delight to hear you sing: sing
me a hymn just now : sing that hymn which begins—

¢ ¢« Qur God, our help in ages past,—
Our hope for years to come;

Our shelter from the stormy blast ;
Our refuge, haven, home!’”

Mrs Pryor at once complied.

No wonder Caroline liked to hear her sing : her voice,
even in speaking, was sweet and silver clear; in song it
was almost divine : neither flute nor dulcimer has tones
so pure. But the tone was secondary compared to the
expression which trembled through: a tender vibration
from a feeling heart.

The servants in the kitchen, hearing the strain, stole
to the stair-foot to listen: even old Helstone, as he
walked in the garden, pondering over the unaccountable
and feeble nature of women, stood still amongst his
borders to catch the mournful melody more distinctly.
Why it reminded him of his forgotten dead wife, he
could not tell ; nor why it made him more concerned
than he had hitherto been for Caroline’s fading girlhood.
He was glad to recollect that he had promised to pay
Wynne, the magistrate, a wvisit that evening. Low
spirits and gloomy thoughts were very much his aver-
sion: when they attacked him he usually found means
to make them march in double-quick time. The hymn
followed him faintly as he crossed the fields: he
hastened his customary sharp pace, that he might get
beyond its reach.

« Thy word commands our flesh to dust,—
¢ Return, ye sons of men;’
All nations rose from earth at first,
And turn to earth again.
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A thousand ages in Thy sight
Are like an evening gone;

Short as the watch that ends the night
Before the rising sun.

Time, like an ever-rolling stream,
Bears all its sons away ;

They fly, forgotten, as a dream
Dies at the opening day.

Like flowery fields, the nations stand,
Fresh in the morning light ;

The flowers beneath the mower’s hand
Lie withering ere ’tis night.

Our God, our help in ages past,—
Our hope for years to come;

Be Thou our guard while troubles last,—
O Father, be our home ! ?

“Now sing a song—a Scottish song,”” suggested
Caroline when the hymn was over,—*¢ Ye banks and
braes o’ bonny Doon.” ”’

Again Mrs Pryor obeyed, or essayed to obey. At
the close of the first stanza she stopped : she could get
no further: her full heart flowed over.

“ You are weeping at the pathos of the air: come
here, and I will comfort you,” said Caroline, in a
pitying accent. Mrs Pryor came : she sat down on the
edge of her patient’s bed, and allowed the wasted arms
to encircle her.

“ You often soothe me, let me soothe you,” mur-
mured the young girl, kissing her cheek. ¢ I hope,”
she added, it is not for me you weep ?”’

No answer followed.

“ Do you think I shall not get better ? I do not feel
very ill—only weak.”

¢ But your mind, Caroline : your mind is crushed :
your heart is almost broken, you have been so neglected,
so repulsed, left so desolate.’
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“I believe grief is, and always has been, my worst
ailment. I sometimes think, if an abundant gush of
happiness came on me, I could revive yet.”’

“ Do you wish to live ? ”’

I have no object in life,”’ ;

“ You love me, Caroline ? ”’

“ Very much,—very truly,—inexpressibly sometimes :
just now I feel as if I could almost grow to your
heart.”

“I will return directly, dear,”” remarked Mrs Pryor,
as she laid Caroline down.

Quitting her, she glided to the door, softly turned the
key in the lock, ascertained that it was fast, and came
back. She bent over her. She threw back the curtain
to admit the moonlight more freely. She gazed intently
on her face.

¢ Then, if you love me,” said she, speaking quickly,
with an altered voice: “if you feel as if—to use your
own words—you could ¢ grow to my heart,’ it will be
neither shock nor pain for you to know that that heart
is the source whence yours was filled : that from my
veins issued the tide which flows in yours ; that you are
mine—my daughter—my own child.”

“ Mrs Pryor ”’——

“ My own child !

“ That is—that means—you have adopted me ?”’

%It means that, if I have given you nothing else, I
at least gave you life; that I bore you—nursed you;
that I am your true mother : no other woman can claim
the title—it is mine.”

“But Mrs James Helstone—but my father’s wife,
whom I do not remember ever to have seen, she is my
mother 2’

« She is your mother: James Helstone was my
husband. I say you are mine. I have proved it. I
thought perhaps you were all his, which would have
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been a cruel dispensation for me: I find it is nof so.
God permitted me to be the parent of my child’s mind :
it belongs to me: it is my property—my right. These
features are James’s own. He had a fine face when he
was young, and not altered by error.  Papa, my darling,
gave you your blue eyes and soft brown hair: he gave
you the oval of your face and the regularity of your
lineaments : the outside Ae conferred ; but the heart and
the brain are mine : the germs are from me, and they
are improved, they are developed to excellence. I
esteem and approve my child as highly as I do most
fondly love her.”

¢ Is what I hear true? Is it no dream?”’

] wish it were as true that the substance and colour
of health were restored to your cheek.”

“ My own mother! is she one I can be so fond of
as I can of you? People generally did not like her, so
I have been given to understand.”

“ They told you that? Well, your mother now tells
you, that, not having the gift to pf;ase people generally,
for their approbation she does not care: her thoughts
are centred in her child : does that child welcome or
reject her?”

“But if you are my mother, the world is all
changed to me. Surely I can live—I should like to
recover ”’——

“ You must recover. You drew life and strength
from my breast when you were a tiny, fair infant, over
whose blue eyes I used to weep, fearing I beheld in
your very beauty the sign of qualities that had entered
my heart like iron, and plerced through my soul like a
sword. Daughter! we have been long parted: I
return now to cherish you again.”

She held her to her bosom : she cradled her in her
arms: she rocked her softly, as if lulling a young child

to sleep.
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“ My mother! My own mother ! ”

The offspring nestled to the parent; that parent,
feeling the endearment and hearing the appeal, gathered
her closer still. She covered her with noiseless kisses :
she murmured love over her, like a cushat fostering its
young.

There was silence in the room for a long

while.

“ Does my uncle know? ”’

“ Your uncle knows: I told him when I first came
to stay with you here.”

“ Did you recognise me when we first met at Field-
head ?

“ How could it be otherwise? Mr and Miss
Helstone being announced, I was prepared to see my
child.”

It was that then which moved you: I saw you
disturbed.”

“ You saw nothing, Caroline, I can cover my feel-
ings. You can never tell what an age of strange
sensation I lived, during the two minutes that elapsed
between the report of your name and your entrance.

You can never tell how your look, mien, carriage,
shook me.”’

«“ Why? Were you disappointed ?

«“ What will she be like? I had asked myself;
and when I saw what you were like, I could have
dropped.”

« Mamma, why?”

¢ ] trembled in your presence. I said I will never
own her; she shall never know me.”

¢ But I said and did nothing remarkable. I felt a
little difident at the thought of an introduction to
strangers, that was all.”’

«“] soon saw you were diffident ; that was the first

II. H
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thing which reassured me: had you been rustic,
clownish, awkward, I should have been content.’ ?

«You puzzle me.”

«“I hacf reason to dread a fair outside, to mistrust
a popular bearing, to shudder before distinction, grace,
and courtesy. Beauty and affability had come in my
way when I was recluse, desolate, young, and ignorant :
a toil-worn governess perishing of uncheered labour,
breaking down before her time. These, Caroline, when
they smiled on me, I mistook for angels! I followed
them home, and when into their hands I had given
without reserve my whole chance of future happiness,
it was my lot to witness a transfiguration on the domestic
hearth : to see the white mask lifted, the bright disguise
. put away, and opposite me sat down—O God! I have
suffered ! ”’

She sank on the pillow.

“I have suffered! None saw—none knew : there
was no sympathy—no redemption—no redress' »?

¢ T'ake comfort, mother : it is over now.”

« It is over, and not fruitlessly. I tried to keep the
word of His patience : He kept me in the days of my
anguish. I was afraid with terror—I was troubled :
through great tribulation He brought me through to a
salvation revealed in this last time. My fear had
torment—He has cast it out: He has given me in its
stead perfect love. . . . But, Caroline ”’

Thus she invoked her daughter after a pause.

« Mother ! ”’

¢ I charge you, when you next look on your father’s
monument, to respect the name chiselled there. To
you he did only good. On you he conferred his whole
treasure of beauties ; nor added to them one dark defect.
All you derived from him is excellent. You owe him
gratitude. Leave, between him and me, the settlement
of our mutual account : meddle not: God is the arbiter.
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This world’s laws never came near us—never! They
were powerless as a rotten bulrush to protect me !—im-

tent as idiot babblings to restrain him! As you said,
it is all over now : the grave lies between us. There
he sleeps—in that church! ‘To his dust I say this
night, what I have never said before, ¢ James, slumber
peacefully! See! your terrible debt is cancelled !
Look! I wipe out the long, black account with my
own hand! James, your child atones: this living
likeness of you—this thing with your perfect features—
this one good gift you gave me has nestled affectionately
to my heart, and tenderly called me ¢mother.’
Husband! rest forgiven!”

¢ Dearest mother, that is right! Can papa’s spirit
hear us? Is he comforted to know that we still love
him?”’

“] said nothing of love: I spoke of forgiveness.
Mind the truth, child—I said nothing of love! On
the threshold of eternity, should he be there to see me
enter, will I maintain that.”

¢« Oh, mother? you must have suffered !

« Oh, child! the human heart can suffer. It can
hold more tears than the ocean holds waters. We
never know how deep—how wide it is, till misery
begins to unbind her clouds, and fill it with rushing
blackness.”

« Mother, forget.”

« Forget ! >’ she said, with the strangest spectre of a
laugh. ¢ The north pole will rush to the south, and the
headlands of Europe be locked into the bays of Australia
ere I forget.”

‘¢ Hush, mother ! rest !—be at peace

And the child lulled the parent, as the parent had
erst lulled the child. At last Mrs Pryor wept: she
then grew calmer. She resumed those tender cares
agitation had for a moment suspended. Replacing her

1
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daughter on the couch, she smoothed the fillow, and
spread the sheet. The soft hair whose locks were
loosened, she rearranged, the damp brow she refreshed
with a cool, fragrant essence.

« Mamma, let them bring a candle, that I may see
you ; and tell my uncle to come into this room by-and-
by: I want to hear him say that I am your daughter :
and, mamma, take your supper here; don’t leave me
for one minute to-night.”

¢ Oh, Caroline ! it is well you are gentle. You will
say to me go, and I shall go ; come, and I shall come ;
do this, and I shall do it. You inherit a certain
manner as well as certain features. It will be always
‘ mamma’ prefacing a mandate : softly spoken though
from you, thank God! Well > (she added, under her
breath_) “he spoke softly too, once,——hke a flute
breathing tenderness ; and then, when the world was not
by to listen, discords that split the nerves and curdled
the blood—sounds to inspire insanity.”

¢ It seems so natural, mamma, to ask you for this and
that. I shall want nobody but you to be near me, or
to do anything for me ; but do not let me be trouble-
some: check me, if I encroach.”

“You must not depend on me to check you: you
must keep guard over yourself. I have little moral
courage : the want of it is my bane. It is that which
has made me an unnatural parent—which has kept me

apart from my child during the ten years which have

Fapsed since my husband’s death left me at liberty to
claim her: it was that which first unnerved my arms
and permitted the infant I might have retained a whﬂe
longer, to be snatched prematurely from their embrace.”
¢ How, mamma ? ”

“I let you go as a babe, because you were pretty,
and I feared your loveliness ; deeming it the stamp of
perversity. They sent me your portrait, taken at eight
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years old ; that portrait confirmed my fears. Had it
shown me a sunburnt little rustic—a heavy, blunt-
featured, commonplace child—I should have hastened
to claim you ; but there, under the silver paper, I saw
blooming the delicacy of an aristocratic flower—¢ little
lady > was written on every trait. I had too recently
crawled from under the yoke of the fine gentleman—
escaped, galled, crushed, paralysed, dying—to dare to
encounter his still finer and most fairy-like representa-
tivee. My sweet little lady overwhelmed me with
dismay : her air of native elegance froze my very
marrow. In my experience I had not met with truth,
modesty, good principle as the concomitants of beauty.
A form so straight and fine, I argued, must conceal a
mind warped and cruel. I had littlé faith in the power
of education to rectify such a mind; or rather, I
entirely misdoubted my own ability to influence it.
Caroline, I dared not undertake to rear you: I
resolved to leave you in your uncle’s hands. Matthew-
son Helstone I knew, if an austere, was an upright
man. He and all the world thought hardly of .me for
my strange, unmotherly resolve, and I deserved to be
misjudged.”

« Mamma, why did you call yourself Mrs Pryor?”

“ It was a name in my mother’s family. I adopted
it that I might live unmolested. My married name
recalled too vividly my married life: I could not bear
it. Besides, threats were uttered of forcing me to
return to bondage : it could not be; rather a bier for a
bed—the grave for a home. My new name sheltered
me : I resumed under its screen my old occupation of
teaching., At first, it scarcely procured me the means of
sustaining life ; but how savoury was hunger when I
fasted in peace! How safe seemed the darkness and
chill of an unkindled hearth, when no lurid reflection
from terror crimsoned its desolation! How serene
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was solitude, when I feared not the irruption of violence
and vice.”

¢ But, mamma, you have been in this neighbourhood
before. How did it happen, that when you re-appeared
here with Miss Keeldar, you were not recognised ? ’

“] only paid a short visit, as a bride, twenty years
ago ; and then I was very different to what I am now—
slender, almost as slender as my daugbter is at this day :
my complexion—my very features are changed ; my
hair, my style of dress—everything is altered. You
cannot fancy me a slim young person, attired in scanty
drapery of white muslin, with bare arms, bracelets and
necklace of beads, and hair disposed in round Grecian
curls above my forehead ? *’

¢ You must, indeed, have been different. Mamma,
I heard the front door open: if it is my uncle coming
in, just ask him to :':? upstairs, and let me hear his
assurance that I am truly awake and collected, and not
dreaming or delirious.”

The Rector, of his own accord, was mounting the
stairs ; and Mrs Pryor summoned him to his niece’s
apartment.

«She’s not worse, I hope?” he inquired
hastily.

] think her better ; she is disposed to converse—
she seems stronger.”’

«“ Good! ” said he, brushing quickly into the room.
«“ Ha, Cary! how do? Did you dnnk my cup of
tea? I made it for you just as I like it myself.”

] drank it every drop, uncle: it did me good—it
has made me quite alive. I have a wish for company,
8o I begged Mrs Pryor to call you in.”

The respected ecclesiastic looked pleased, and yet
embarrassed. He was willing enough to bestow his
company on his sick niece for ten minutes, since it was
her whim to wish it; but what means to employ for
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her entertainment, he knew not: he hemmed-—he
fidgeted.

“You’ll be up in a trice,”” he observed, by way of
saying something. ¢ The little weakness will soon pass
off ; and then you must drink port-wine—a pipe, if you
can—and eat game and oysters: I’ll get them for you,
if they are to be had anywhere. Bless me! we’ll
make you as strong as. Samson before we’ve done with
you.” |

“ Who is that lady, uncle, standing beside you at the
bed-foot ?

“Good God!” he ejaculated. ¢ She’s not wander-
ing—is she, ma’am ? ”’

Mrs Pryor smiled.

“ I am wandering in a pleasant world,”” said Caro-
live, in a soft, happy voice, “and I want you to tell
me whether it is real or visionary. What lady is that ?
Give her a name, uncle ? ”’

««We must have Dr Rile again, ma’am, or better
still, MacTurk : he’s less of a humbug. Thomas must
saddle the pony, and go for him.”

“ No: F:lon ’t want a doctor ; mamma shall be my
only physician. Now, do you understand, uncle ?”’

Mr Helstone pushed up his ;pec_tacles from his nose
to his forehead, handled his snuft-box, and administered
to himself a portion of the contents. Thus fortified, he
answered briefly—<I see delight. You’'ve told her
then, ma’am ? ”’

¢ And i8 it frue ? >’ demanded Caroline, rising on her
pillow. ¢ Is she really my mother?”

« You won’t, cry, or make any scene, or turn hysteri-
cal, if I answer Yes?”

«“Cry? I’dcryif you said No. It would be terrible
to be disappointed now. But give her a name: how
do you call her?”

“I call this stout lady in a quaint black dress, who
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looks young enough to wear much smarter raiment, if
she would—I call her Agnes Helstone: she married
my brother James, and is his widow.”

« And my mother?” :

«“What a little sceptic it i8! Look at her small
face, Mrs Pryor, scarcely larger than the palm of my
hand, alive with acuteness and eagerness.”” (To Caro-
line.) ¢ She had the trouble of bringing you into the
world at any rate : mind you show your duty to her by
quickly getting well, and repairing the waste of these
cheeks. Heigho! she used to be plump: what she
has done with it all, I can’t, for the life of me,
divine.”

“ If awishing to get well will help me, I shall not be
long sick. This morning, I had no reason and no
strength to wish it.”’

Fanny here tapped at the door, and said that supper
was ready.

¢ Uncle, if you please, you may send me a little bit
of supper—anything you like, from your own plate.
That is wiser than going into hysterics,—is it not ? ”’

« It is spoken like a sage, Cary: see if I don’t cater
for you judiciously. When women are sensible—and,
above all, intelligible—I can get on with them. It is
only the vague, superfine sensations, and extremely
wire-drawn notions, that put me about. Let a woman
ask me to give her an edible or a wearable—be the
same a roc’s egg or the breastplate of Aaron, a share of
St John’s locusts and honey or the leathern girdle about
his loins—1I can, at least, understand the demand : but
when they pine for they know not what—sympathy—
sentiment—some of these indefinite abstractions—1I
can’tdo it : I don’t know it ; I haven’t got it. Madam,
accept my arm.”

Mrs Pryor signified that she should stay with her
daughter that evening, Helstone, accordingly, left them
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together. He soon returned, bringing a plate in his
own consecrated hand.

% This is chicken,”” he said ; ¢ but we’ll have partridge
to-morrow. Lift her up, and put a shawl over her.
On my word, I understand nursing. Now, here is the
very same little silver fork you used when you first came
to the Rectory: that strikes me as being what you
may call a happy thought—a delicate attention. T);ke
it, Cary, and munch away cleverly.”

Caroline did her best. Her uncle frowned to see
that her powers were so limited : he prophesied, how-
ever, great things for the future ; and as she praised the
morsel he had brought, and smiled gratefully in his face,
he stooped over her pillow, kissed her, and said, with
a broken, rugged accent—¢ Good night, bairnie ! God
bless thee ! »*

Caroline enjoyed such peaceful rest that night, circled
by her mother’s arms, and pillowed on her breast, that
she forgot to wish for any other stay ; and though more
than one feverish dream came to her in slumber, yet,
when she woke up panting, so happy and contented a
feeling returned with returning consciousness, that her
agitation was soothed almost as soon as felt.

As to the mother, she spent the night like Jacob at
Peniel. Till break of day, she wrestled with God in
earnest prayer.

Chapter xzxb,
THE WEST WIND BLOWS.
OT always do those who dare such divine conflict
prevail. Night after night the sweat of agony

may burst dark on the forehead ; the supplicant
may cry for mercy with that soundless voice the soul
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utters when its appeal is to the Invisible. ¢ Spare my
beloved,” it may implore. ¢ Heal my life’s life. Rend
not from me what long affection entwines with my
whole nature. God of heaven—bend—hear—be
clement! > And after this cry and strife, the sun may
rise and see him worsted. That opening morn, which
used to salute him with the whisper of zephyrs, the
carol of skylarks, may breathe, as its first accents, from
the dear lips which colour and heat have quitted—¢ Oh !
I have had a suffering night. This morning I am worse.
I have tried to rise. I cannot. Dreams I am unused to
have troubled me.”

Then the watcher approaches the patient’s pillow, and
sees a new and strange moulding of the familiar
features, feels at once than the insufferable moment
draws nigh, knows that it is God’s will his idol shall be
broken, and bends his head, and subdues his soul to the
sentence he cannot avert, and scarce can bear.

Happy Mrs Pryor! She was still praying, uncon-
scious that the summer sun hung above the hills, when
her child softly woke in her arms. No piteous, uncon-
scious moaning—sound which so wastes our strength
that, even if we have sworn to be firm, a rush of
unconquerable tears sweeps away the oath—preceded
her waking. No space of deaf apathy followed. The
first words spoken were not those of one becoming
estranged from this world, and already permitted to
stray at times into realms foreign to the living.
Caroline evidently remembered with clearness what had
happened.

“ Mamma, I have slept so well. I only dreamed and
woke twice.”

Mrs Pryor rose with a start, that her daughter might
not see the joyful tears called into her eyes by that
affectionate word ¢ mamma,”” and the welcome assur-
ance that followed it.
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For many days the mother dared rejoice only with
trembling. That first revival seemed like the flicker of
a dying lamp : if the flame streamed up bright one
moment, the next it sank dim in the socket. Exhaustion
followed close on excitement.

There was always a ‘touching endeavour to appear
better, but too often ability refused to second will ; too
often the attempt to bear up failed : the effort to eat, to
talk, to look cheerful, was unsuccessful. Manyan hour
passed, during which Mrs Pryor feared that the chords
of life could never more be strengthened, though the
time of their breaking might be deferred.

During this space the mother and daughter seemed
left almost alone in the neighbourhood. It was the
close of August: the weather was fine—that is to say,
it was very dry and very dusty, for an arid wind had
been blowing from the east this month past : very cloud-
less, too, though a pale haze, stationary in the atmosphere,
seemed to rob of all depth of tone the blue of heaven,
of all freshness the verdure of earth, and of all glow the
light of day. Almost every family in Briarfield was
absent on an excursion. Miss Keeldar and her friends
were at the seaside ; so were Mrs Yorke’s household.
Mr Hall and Louis Moore, between whom a spontane-
ous intimacy seemed to have arisen, the result, probably,
of harmony of views and temperament, were gone “up
north > on a pedestrian excursion to the Lakes. Even
Hortense, who would fain have stayed at home and
aided Mrs Pryor in nursing Caroline, had been so ear-
nestly entreated by Miss Mann to accompany her once
more to Wormwood Wells, in the hope of alleviating
sufferings greatly aggravated by the ineaf:brious weather,
that she felt obliged to comply ; indeed, it was not in
her nature to refuse a request that at once appealed to
her goodness of heart,—and—by a confession of depend-
ency—flattered her amour-propre. As for Robert, from
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Birmingham he had gone on to London, where he still
sojourned.

So long as the breath of Asiatic deserts parehed
Caroline’s lips and fevered her veins, her physical con-
valescence could not keep pace with her returning
mental tranquillity : but there came a day when the
wind ceased to sob at the eastern gable of the Rectory,
and at the oriel window of the church. A little cloud
like a man’s hand arose in the west: gusts from the
same quarter drove it on and spread it wide; wet and
tempest prevailed a while. When that was over the sun
broke out genially, heaven regained its azure, and earth
its green ; the livid cholera-tint had vanished from the
face of nature: the hills rose clear round the honzon,
absolved from that pale malaria-haze.

Caroline’s youth could now be of some avail to her,
and so could her mother’s nurture: both—crowned b
God’s blessing, sent in the pure west wind blowing sof{
a8 fresh through the ever-open chamber lattice—re-
kindled her long-languishing energies. At last Mrs
Pryor saw that it was permitted to hope—a genuine,
material convalescence had commenced. It was not
merely Caroline’s smile which was brighter, or her
spirits which were cheered, but a certain look had passed
from her face and eye—a look dread and indescnbable,
but which will easily be recalled by those who have
watched the couch of dangerous disease. Long before
the emaciated outlines of her aspect began to fill, or its
departed colour to return, a more subtle change took
place: all grew softer and warmer. Instead of a marble
mask and glassy eye, Mrs Pryor saw laid on the pillow
a face pale and wasted enough, perhaps more haggard
than the other appearance, but less awful ; for it was a
sick, living girl—not a mere white mould, or rigid piece
of statuary.

Now, too, she was not always petitioning to drink.
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The words “I am so thirsty,” ceased to be her
plaint. Sometimes, when she had swallowed a morsel,
she would say it had revived her: all descriptions of
food were no longer equally distasteful ; she could be
induced, sometimes, to indicate a preference. With
what trembling pleasure and anxious care did not her
nurse prepare what was selected! How she watched
her as she partook of it !

Nourishment brought strength. She could sit up.
'Then she longed to breathe the fresh air, to revisit her
flowers, to see how the fruit had ripened. Her uncle,
always liberal, had bought a garden-chair for her express
use ;: he carried her down in his own arms, and placed
her in it himself, and William Farren was there to wheel
her round the walks, to show her what he had done
amongst her plants, to take her directions for further
work.

William and she found plenty to talk about: they
had a dozen topics in common ; interesting to them,
unimportant to the rest of the world. They took a
similar interest in animals, birds, insects, and plants:
they held similar doctrines about humanity to the lower
creation ; and had a similar turn for minute observation
on points of natural history. The nest and proceedings
of some ground-bees, which had burrowed in the turf
under an old cherry-tree, was one subject of interest :
the haunts of certain hedge-sparrows, and the welfare of
certain pearly eggs and callow fledgelings, another.

Had ¢ Chambers’s Journal ”’ existed in those days, it
would certainly have formed Miss Helstone’s and Far-
ren’s favourite periodical. She would have subscribed
for it ; and to him each number would duly have been
lent: both would have put implicit faith, and found
great savour in its marvellous anecdotes of animal
sagacity.

This is a digression; but it suffices to explain why
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Caroline would have no other hand than William’s to
guide her chair, and why his society and conversation
sufficed to give interest to her garden-airings.

Mrs Pryor, walking near, wondered how her
daughter could be so much at ease with a “man of
the people.”” She found it impossible to speak to him
otherwise than stiffly. She felt as if a great gulf lay
between her caste and his; and that to cross it, or
meet him half-way, would be to degrade herself. She
gently asked Caroline—¢¢ Are you not afraid, my dear,
to converse with that person so unreservedly? He
may presume, and become troublesomely garrulous.”

« William presume, mamma? You don’t know him.
He never presumes: he is altogether too proud and
sensitive to do so. William has very fine feeYings.’ ’

And Mrs Pryor smiled sceptically at the naive notion
of that rough-handed, rough-headed, fustian-clad clown
having ¢ fine feelings.”

Farren, for his part, showed Mrs Pryor only a very
sulky brow. He knew when he was misjudged, and
was apt to turn unmanageable with such as failed to
give him his due.

The evening restored Caroline entirely to her mother,
and Mrs Pryor liked the evening; for then, alone with
her daughter, no human shadow came between her and
what she loved. During the day, she would have her
stiff demeanour and cool moments, as was her wont.
Between her and Mr Helstone a very respectful but
most rigidly ceremonious intercourse was kept up : any-
thing like familiarity would have bred contempt at once
in one or both these personages: but by dint of strict
ctvility and well-maintained distance, they got on very
smoothly.

Towards the servants, Mrs Pryor’s bearing was not
uncourteous, but shy, freezing, ungenial. Perhaps it
was diffidence rather than pride which made her appear
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so haughty ; but, as was to be expected, Fanny and
Eliza failed to make the distinction, and she was un-
popular with them accordingly. She felt the effect
produced : it rendered her at times dissatisfied with
herself for faults she could not help; and with all else,
dejected, chill, and taciturn.

This mood changed to Caroline’s influence, and to
that influence alone. The dependent fondness of her
nursling, the natural affection of her child, came over
her suavely: her frost fell away; her rigidity unbent :
she grew smiling and pliant. Not that Caroline made
* any wordy profession of love—that would ill have
suited Mrs Pryor: she would have read therein the
proof of insincerity; but she hung on her with easy
dependence ; she confided in her with fearless reliance :
these things contented the mother’s heart.

She liked to hear her daughter say ¢ Mamma, do
this.”” ¢ Please, mamma, fetch me that.”” ¢ Mamma,
read to me.””  Sing a little, mamma.’”

Nobody else—not one living thing—had ever so
claimed her services, so looked for help at her hand.
Other people were always more or less reserved and
stiff with her, as she was reserved and stiff with them ;
other people betrayed consciousness of, and annoyance
at her weak points: Caroline no more showed such
wounding sagacity or reproachful sensitiveness now,
than she had done when a suckling of three months old.

Yet Caroline could find fault. Blind to the consti-
tutional defects that were incurable, she had her eyes
wide open to the acquired habits that were susceptible
of remedy. On certain points she would quite art-
lessly lecture her parent ; and that parent, instead of
being hurt, felt a sensation of pleasure in discovering
that the girl dared lecture her ; that she was so much
at home with her.

¢ Mamma, I am determined you shall not wear that
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old gown any more ; its fashion is not becoming: it is
too strait in the skirt. You shall put on your black silk
every afternoon; in that you look nice : it suits you ;
and you shall have a black satin dress for Sundays—a
real satin—not a satinet or any of the shams. And,
mamma, when you get the new one, mind you must
wear it.”’

% My dear, I thought of the black silk serving me as
a best dress for many years yet, and I wished to buy
you several things.”

« Nonsense, mamma : my uncle gives me cash to get
what I want: you know he is generous enough; and I .
have set my heart on seeing you in a black satin. Get
it soon, and let it be made by a dressmaker of my re-
commending : let me choose the pattern. You always
want to disguise yourself like a grandmother: you
would persuade one that you are old and ugly,—not
at all!  On the contrary, when well dressed and cheer-
ful, you are very comely indeed. Your smile is so
pleasant, your teeth are so white, your hair is still such
a pretty light colour. And then you speak like a young
lady, with such a clear, fine tone, and you sing better
than any young lady I ever heard. Why do you wear
such dresses and bonnets, mamma, such as nobody else
ever wears ? ”’

“ Does it annoy you, Caroline ? *’

“ Very much : it vexes me even. People say you
are miserly ; and yet you are not, for you give liberally
to the poor and to religious societies : though your gifts
are conveyed so secretly and quietly, that they are
known to few except the receivers. But I will be
your maid myself: when I get a little stronger I will
set to work, and you must be good, mamma, and do as
I bid you.”

And Caroline, sitting near her mother, re-arranged
her muslin handkerchief, and re-smoothed her hair.
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¢ My own mamma,’’ then she went on, as if pleasing
herself with the thought of their relationship, “ who be-
longs to me, and to whom I belong! I am a rich girl
now: 1 have something I can love well, and not be
afraid of loving. Mamma, who gave you this little
brooch ? Let me unpin it and look at it.”

Mrs Pryor, who usually shrank from meddling fingers
and near approach, allowed the license complacently.

“ Did papa give you this, mamma ?

«“My sister gave it me—my only sister, Cary.
Would that your aunt Caroline had lived to see her
niece ! ”

¢ Have you nothing of papa’s —no trinket, no gift
of hig ?”’

¢ I have one thing.”

¢ That you prize ?

“ That I prize.”

“ Valuable and pretty ? ’

¢ Invaluable and sweet to me.”

¢ Show it, mamma. Is it here or at Fieldhead:”’

¢ Jt is talking to me rpw, leaning on me: its arms
are round me.”

¢ Ah! mamma! you mean your teasing daughter,
who will never let you alone ; who, when you go into
your room, cannot help running to seek for you; who
follows you upstairs and down, like a dog.”

¢ Whose features still give me such a strange thrill
sometimes. I half fear your fair looks yet, child.”

“You don’t; you can’t. Mamma, I’'m sorry papa
was not good : I do so wish he had been. Wicked-
ness spoils and poisons all pleasant things: it kills love.
If you and I thought each other wicked, we could not
love each other, could we ?

« And if we could not trust each other, Cary

¢« How miserable we should be! Mother, before I
knew you, I had an apprehension that you were not

1. 1

»
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good, that 1 could not esteem you : that dread damped
my wish to see you ; and now my heart is elate because
I find you Perfect,—almost; kind, clever, nice. Your
sole fault 18 that you are old-fashioned, and of that I
ghall cure you. Mamma, put your work down: read
to me. I like your southern accent : it is so pure, so
soft. It has no rugged burr, no nasal twang, such as
almost every one’s voice here in the north has. My
uncle and Mr Hall say that you are a fine reader,
mamma. Mr Hall said he never heard any lady read
with such propriety of expression, or purity of accent.”

“ I wish I could reciprocate the compliment, Cary ;
but really, the first time I heard your truly excellent
friend read and preach, I could not understand his
broad, northern tongue.”’

“Could you understand me, mamma? Did I
seem to gpeak roughly ? ”’

“No: I almost wished you had, as I wished you
had looked unpolished. Your father, Caroline, natur-
ally spoke well ; quite otherwise than your worthy
lgllpfcle: correctly, gently, smoothly. You inhert the

to”

‘¢ Poor papa! When he was so agreeable, why was
he not good ?”’

« Why he was as he was—and, happily, of that you,
child, can form no conception—I cannot tell : it is a
deep mystery. The key is in the hands of his Maker :
there I leave it.”

¢ Mamma, you will keep stitching, stitching away:
put down the sewing ;e? am an enemy to it. It
cumbers your lap, and I want it for my head: it
engages ‘your eyes, and 1 want them for a book. Here
is your favourite—Cowper.”’

hese importunities were the mother’s pleasure. If
ever she delayed compliance, it was only to hear them
repeated, and to enjoy her child’s soft, half-playful,



OLD COPY-BOOKS. 131

half-petulant urgency. And then, when she yielded,
Caroline would say archly—¢ You will spoil me,
mamma. I always thought I should like to be spoiled,
and I find it very sweet.” '

So did Mrs Pryor.

—_—

Chapter xxb§,
OLD COPY=BOOKS.

Y the time the Fieldhead party returned to Briar-
field, Caroline was nearly well. Miss Keeldar,
who had received news by post of her friend’s

convalescence, hardly suffered an hour to elapse between
her arrival at home and her first call at the Rectory.

A shower of rain was falling gently, yet fast, on the
late flowers and russet autumn shrubs, when the garden-
wicket was heard to swing open, and Shirley’s well-
known form passed the window. On her entrance, her
feelings were evinced in her own peculiar fashion.
When deeply moved, by serious fears or joys, she was
not garrulous. The strong emotion was rarely suffered
to influence her tongue; and even her eye refused it
more than a furtive and fitful conquest. She took
Caroline in her arms, gave her one look, one kiss, then
said—<¢ You are better.”

And a minute after—¢] see you are safe now, but
take care. God grant your health may be called on to
sustain no more shocks ! ”’

She proceeded to talk fluently about the journey.
In the midst of vivacious discourse, her eye still
wandered to Caroline : there spoke in its light a deep
solicitude, some trouble, and some amaze.

¢« She m‘:]y be better,” it said : “but how weak she
still s ! hat peril she has come through ! *’
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Suddenly her glance reverted to Mrs Pryor: it
pierced her through.

“When will my governess return to me?’’ she
asked.

«May I tell her all?”” demanded Caroline of her
mother. Leave being signified by a gesture, Shirley
was presently enlightened on what had happened in her
absence.

“Very good!” was the cool comment. «Very
good! But it is no news to me.”

«What! Did you know?”’

«] guessed long since the whole business. I have
heard somewhat of Mrs Pryor’s history—not from her-
self, but from others. With every detail of Mr James
Helstone’s career and character I was acquainted: an
afternoon’s sitting and conversation with Miss Mann
had rendered me familiar therewith ; also he is one of
Mrs Yorke’s warning-examples—one of the blood-red
lights she hangs out to scare young ladies from matri-
mony. I believe I should have been sceptical about
the truth of the portrait traced by such fingers—both
these ladies take a dark pleasure in offering to view the
dark side of life—but I questioned Mr Yorke on the
subject, and he said—* Shirley, my woman, if you want
to know aught about yond’ James Helstone, I can only
say he was a man-tiger. He was handsome, dissolute,
soft, treacherous, courteous, cruel X Don’t cry,
Cary ; we’ll say no more about it.”’

«] am not crying, Shirley ; or if I am, it is nothing
—go on: you are no friend if you withhold from me
the truth : 1 hate that false plan of disguising, mutilating
the truth.”

“ Fortunately, I have said pretty nearly all that I
have to say, except that your uncle himself confirmed
Mr Yorke’s words: for he too scorns a lie, and deals
in none of those conventional subterfuges that are
shabbier than lies.”’
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“But papa is dead: they should let him alone

now.”’

“They should—and we wil/ let him alone. Cry
away, Cary, it will do you good : it is wrong to check
natural tears; besides, I choose to please myself by
sharing an idea that at this moment beams in your
mother’s eye while she looks at you: every drop blots
out a sin. Weep—your tears have the virtue which
the rivers of Damascus lacked : like Jordan, they can
cleanse a leprous memory.”

« Madam,” she continued, addressing Mrs Pryor,
“did you think I could be daily in the habit of seeing
you and your daughter together—marking your mar-
vellous similarity in many points—observing, pardon me
—your irrepressible emotions in the presence and still
more in the absence of your child, and not form my
own conjectures? I formed them, ‘and they are liter-
ally correct. I shall begin to think myself shrewd.”

“ And you said nothing?’’ observed Caroline, who
soon regained the quiet control of her feelings.

« Nothing. I had no warrant to breathe a word on
the subject. My business it was not: I abstained
from making it such.”

“ You guessed so deep a secret, and did not hint that
you guessed it ?”’

«Is that so dlfﬁcult ’ 3

« It is not like you.”

“ How do you know ?”’

“You are not reserved. You are frankly com-
municative.’

“I may be communicative, yet know where to stop.
In showing my treasure, I may withhold a gem or two
—a curious unbought, graven stone—an amulet, of
whose mystic glltter I rarely permit even myself a
glimpse. Good-day.”

Caroline thus seemed to get a view of Shirley’s
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character under a novel aspect. Erelong, the prospect
was renewed : it opened upon her.

No sooner had she regained sufficient strength to bear
a change of scene—the excitement of a little society—
than Miss Keeldar sued daily for her presence at Field-
head. Whether Shirley had become wearied of her
honoured relatives is not known: she did not say she
was ; but she claimed and retained Caroline with an
eagerness which proved that an addition to that worship-
ful company was not unwelcome.

The Sympsons were Church people : of course, the
Rector’s niece was received by them with courtesy.
Mr Sympson proved to be a man of spotless respect-
ability, worrying temper, pious principles, and worldly
views ; his lady was a very good woman, patient, kind,
well-bred. She had been brought up on a narrow
system of views—starved on a few prejudices: a mere
handful of bitter herbs; a few preferences, soaked till
their natural flavour was extracted, and with no season-
ing added in the cooking; some excellent principles,
made up in a stiff raised-crust of bigotry, difficult to
digest : far too submissive was she to complain of this
diet, or to ask for a crumb beyond it.

The daughters were an example to their sex. They
were tall, with a Roman nose apiece. They had been
educated faultlessly. All they did was well done.
History, and the most solid books, had cultivated their
minds. Principles and opinions they possessed which
could not be mended. More exactly-regulated lives,
feelings, manners, habits, it would have been difficult to
find anywhere. They knew by heart a certain young-
ladies’-schoolroom code of laws on language, demean-
our, &c.; themselves never deviated from its curious
little pragmatical provisions; and they regarded with
secret, whispered horror, all deviations in others. The
Abomination of Desolation was no mystery to them :
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they had discovered that unutterable Thing in the
characteristic others call Originality. Quick were they
to recognise the signs of this evil ; and wherever they
saw its trace—whether in look, word, or deed ; whether
they read it in the fresh vigorous style of a book, or
listened to it in interesting, unhackneyed, pure, expres-
sive language—they shuddered—they recoiled : danger
was above their heads—peril about their steps. What
was this strange thing? Being unintelligible, it must be
bad. Let it be denounced and chained up.

Henry Sympson—the only son, and youngest child
of the family—was a boy of fifteen. He generally kept
with his tutor ; when he left him, he sought his cousin
Shirley. ‘This boy differed from his sisters ; he was
little, lame, and pale; his large eyes shone somewhat
languidly in a2 wan orbit: they were, indeed, usually
rather dim—but they were capable of illumination ; at
times, they could not only shine, but blaze: inward
emotion could likewise give colour to his cheek and
decision to his cripple movements. Henry’s mother
loved him ; she thought his peculiarities were a mark of
election : he was not like other children, she allowed ;
she believed him regenerate—a new Samuel-—called of
God from his birth: he was to be a clergyman. Mr
and the Misses Sympson, not understanding the youth,
let him much alone. Shirley made him her pet; and
he made Shirley his playmate.

In the midst of this family circle—or rather outside
it—moved the tutor—the satellite.

Yes: Louis Moore was a satellite of the house of
Sympson : connected, yet apart; ever attendant—ever
distant. Each member of that correct family treated
him with proper dignity. The father was austerely
civil, sometimes irritable ; the mother, being a kind
woman, was attentive, but formal ; the daughters saw in
him an abstraction, not 2 man. It seemed, by their
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manner, that their brother’s tutor did not live for them

They were learned: so was he—but not for them.
They were accomplished : he had talents too, imper-
ceptible to their senses. The most spirited sketch from
his fingers was a blank to their eyes ; the most original
observation from his lips fell unheard on their ears.
Nothing could exceed the propriety of their behaviour.

I should have said, nothing could have equalled it ;
but I remember a fact which strangely astonished
Caroline Helstone. It was—to discover that her
cousin had absolutely no sympathising friend at Field-
head : that to Miss Keeldar he was as much a mere
teacher, as little a gentleman, as little a man, as to the
estimable Misses Sympson.

What had befallen the kind-hearted Shirley that she
should be so indifferent to the dreary position of a
fellow-creature thus isolated under her roof? She was
not, perhaps, haughty to him, but she never noticed
him: she let him alone. He came and went, spoke
or was silent, and she rarely recognised his existence.

As to Louis Moore himself, he had the air of a man
used to this life, and who had made up his mind to bear
it for a time. His faculties seemed walled up in him,
and were unmurmuring in their captivity. He never
laughed ; he seldom smiled; he was uncomplaining.
He fulfilled the round of his duties scrupulously. His
pupil loved him; he asked nothing more than civility
from the rest of the world. It even appeared that he
would accept nothing more : in that abode at least ; for
when his cousin Caroline made gentle overtures of
friendship, he did not encourage them; he rather
avoided than sought her. One living thing alone,
besides his pale, crippled scholar, he fondled in the
house, and that was the ruffianly Tartar; who, sullen
and impracticable to others, acquired a singular partiality
for him: a partiality so marked that sometimes, when
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Moore, summoned to a meal, entered the room and sat
down unwelcomed, Tartar would rise from his lair at
Shirley’s feet, and betake himself to the taciturn tutor.
Once—but once—she noticed the desertion ; and hold-
ing out her white hand, and speaking softly, tried to
coax him back. Tartar looked, slavered, and sighed,
as his manner was, but yet disregarded the invitation,
and coolly settled himself on his haunches at Louis
Moore’s side. That gentleman drew the dog’s big,
black-muzzled head on to his knee, patted him, and
smiled one little smile to himself. '

An acute observer might have remarked, in the
course of the same evening, that after Tartar had
resumed his allegiance to Shirley, and was once more
couched near her foot-stool, the audacious tutor by one
word and gesture fascinated him again. He pricked up
his ears at the word ; he started erect at the gesture,
and came, with head lovingly depressed, to receive the
expected caress: as it was given, the significant smile
again rippled across Moore’s quiet face.

“ Shirley,” said Caroline one day, as they two were
sitting alone in the summer-house, ¢ did you know that
my cousin Louis was tutor in your uncle’s family before
the Sympsons came down here ¢ ”’

Shirley’s reply was not so prompt as her responses
usually were, but at last she answered—¢ Yes,—of
course: I knew it well.”

¢ I thought you must have been aware of the circum-
stance.”’

¢ Well! what then?”

¢ It puzzles me to guess how it chanced that you
never mentioned it to me.”’

« Why should it puzzle you?”

¢ It seems odd. I cannot account for it. You talk
a great deal,—you talk freely. How was that circum-
stance never touched on ?”’
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¢ Because it never was,”’ and Shirley laughed.

“ You are a singular being! >’ observed her friend:
«“]I thought I knew you quite well: I begin to find
myself mistaken. You were silent as the grave about
Mrs Pryor; and now, again, here is another secret.
But ’why you made it a secret is the mystery to
me.’

“ ] never made it a secret: I had no reason for so
doing. If you had asked me who Henry’s tutor was,
I would have told you: besides, I thought you knew.”

“ I am puzzled about more things than one in this
matter : you don’t like poor Louis,—why? Are you
impatient at what you perhaps consider his servile
position? Do you wish that Robert’s brother were
more highly placed ?”’

¢« Robert’s brother, indeed!>> was the exclamation,
uttered in a tone like the accents of scorn; and, with a
movement of proud impatience, Shirley snatched a rose
from a branch peeping through the open lattice.

“Yes,” repeated Caroline, with mild firmness;
“ Robert’s brother. He is thus closely related to
Geérard Moore of the Hollow, though nature has not
given him features so handsome, or an air so noble as
his kinsman; but his blood is as good, and he is as
much a gentleman, were he free.”

« Wise, humble, pious Caroline ! > exclaimed Shirley
ironically. ¢ Men and angels, hear her! We should
not despise plain features, nor a laborious yet honest
occupation, should we? Look at the subject of your
panegyric,—he is there in the garden,”” she coatinued,
pointing through an aperture in the clustering creepers ;
and by that aperture Louis Moore was visible, coming
slowly down the walk.

« He is not ugly, Shirley,”” pleaded Caroline; ¢ he
is not ignoble ; he is sad: silence seals his mind ; but
I believe him to be intelligent, and be certain, if he had
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not something very commendable in his disposition, Mr
Hall would never seek his society as he does.”

Shirley laughed : she laughed again ; each time with
a slightly sarcastic sound. ¢ Well, well,”” was her
comment. “On the plea of the man being Ciyril
Hall’s friend and Robert Moore’s brother, we’ll just
tolerate his existence—won’t we, Cary? You believe
him to be intelligent, do you? Not quite an idiot—eh ?
Something commendable in his disposition ! id est, not
an absolute ruffian. Good! Your representations
have weight with me; and to prove that they have,
should he come this way I will speak to him.”

He approached the summer-house : unconscious that
it was tenanted, he sat down on the step. Tartar, now
his customary companion, had followed him, and he
crouched across his feet.

“QOld boy!” said Louis, pulling his tawny ear, or
rather the mutilated remains of that organ, torn and
chewed in a hundred battles, ¢ the autumn sun shines as
pleasantly on us as on the fairest and richest. This
garden is none of ours, but we enjoy its greenness and
perfume, don’t we ? ’

He sat silent, still caressing Tartar, who slobbered
with exceeding affection. A faint twittering commenced
among the trees round : something fluttered down as
light as leaves : they were little birds, which, lighting
on the sward at shy distance, hopped as if expectant.

“The small brown elves actually remember that I
fed them the other day,” again soliloquised Louis.
They want some more biscuit : to-day, I forgot to save
a fragment. Eager little sprites, I have not a crumb
for you.”

He put his hand in his pocket and drew it out empty.

«“ A want easily supplied,”” whispered the listening
Miss Keeldar.

She took from her reticule a morsel of sweet-cake :
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for that repository was never destitute of something avail-
able to throw to the chickens, young ducks, or sparrows ;
she crumbled it, and bending over his shoulder, put the
crumbs into his hand.

¢ There,” said she ; there is a Providence for the
improvident.” -

“ This September afternoon is pleasant,” observed
Louis Moore, as—not at all discomposed—he calmly
cast the crumbs on to the grass.

« Even for you ?”

¢ As pleasant for me as for any monarch.”

“ You take a sort of harsh, solitary triumph in draw-
ing pleasure out of the elements, and the inanimate and
lower animate creation.”’

“Solitary, but not harsh. With animals I feel I
am Adam’s son: the heir of him to whom dominion
was given over ¢ every living thing that moveth upon the
earth.” Your dog likes and follows me ; when I go
into that yard, the pigeons from your dove-cot flutter at
my feet ; your mare in the stable knows me as well as
it knows you, and obeys me better.”’

“ And my roses smell sweet to you, and my trees
give you shade.”

“ And,”’ continued Louis, “no caprice can with-
draw these pleasures from me : they are mine.”’

He walked off: Tartar followed him, as if in duty
and affection bound, and Shirley remained standing on
the summer-house step. Caroline saw her face as she
looked after the rude tutor : it was pale, as if her pride
bled inwardly.

“ You see,” remarked Caroline apologetically, ¢ his
feelings are so often hurt, it makesjhim morose.”

“ You see,”” returned Shirley, with ire, « he is a topic
on which you and I shall quarrel if we [discuss it
often ; so drop it henceforward and for ever.”

“ I suppose he has more than once behaved in this
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way,”” thought Caroline to herself; ¢ and that renders
Shirley so distant to him: yet 1 wonder she cannot
make allowance for character and circumstances: I
wonder the general modesty, manliness, sincerity of
his nature, do not plead with her in his behalf. She is
not often so inconsiderate—so irritable.”’

The verbal testimony of two friends of Caroline’s to
her cousin’s character augmented her favourable opinion
of him. William Farren, whose cottage he had visited
in company with Mr Hall, pronounced him a ¢ real
gentleman : > there was not such another in Briarfield :
he—William—¢ could do aught for that man. And
then to see how t’ bairns liked him, and how t’ wife
took to him first minute she saw him : he never went
into 2 house but t’ childer wor about him directly :
them little things wor like as if they’d a keener sense
nor grown-up folks i’ finding out folk’s natures.”

Mr Hall, in answer to a question of Miss Helstone’s,
as to what he thought of Louis Moore, replied promptly
that he was the best fellow he had met with since he
left Cambridge.

“ But he is so grave,”” objected Caroline.

“ Grave! The finest company in the world! Full
of odd, quiet, out of the way humour. Never enjoyed
an excursion so much in my life as the one I took with
him to the Lakes. His understanding and tastes are so
superior, it does a man good to be within their influence ;
and as to his temper and nature, I call them fine.”

¢« At Fieldhead he looks gloomy, and, I believe, has
the character of being misanthropical.”

“Oh! I fancy he is rather out of place there—in a
false position. The Sympsons are most estimable
people, but not the folks to comprehend him: they
think a great deal about form and ceremony, which
are quite out of Louis’s way.”
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¢ I don’t think Miss Keeldar likes him.”

¢ She doesn’t know him—she doesn’t know him ;
otherwise, she has sense enough to do justice to his
merits.”’

“ Well, I suppose she doesn’t know him,” mused
Caroline to herself, and by this hypothesis she endea-
voured to account for what seemed else unaccountable.
But such simple solution of the difficulty was not left
her long : she was obliged to refuse Miss Keeldar even
this negative excuse for her prejudice.

One day she chanced to be in the schoolroom with
Henry Sympson, whose amiable and affectionate dis-
li?smon had quickly recommended him to her regard.

he boy was busied about some mechanical contrivance:
his lameness made him fond of sedentary occupation :
he began to ransack his tutor’s desk for a piece of wax,
or twine, necessary to his work. Moore happened to
be absent. Mr l, indeed, had called for him to
take a long walk. Henry could not immediately find
the object of his search : he rummaged compartment
after compartment; and, at last opening an inner
drawer, he came upon—not a ball of cord, or a lump of
bees’ wax—but a little bundle of small marble-coloured
cahiers, tied with ta Henry looked at them—
« What rubbish Mr N{(,)em'e stores up in his desk ! > he
said : “ I hope he won’t keep my old exercises so care-
fully.”

“ What is it ? ”’

“ Old copy-books.”

He threw the bundle to Caroline. The packet
looked so neat externally, her curiosity was excited to
see its contents.

o I’f they are only copy-books, I suppose I may open
them ?”’

“Oh! yes; quite freely. Mr Moore’s desk is half
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mine—for he lets me keep all sorts of things in it—and
I give you leave.”

On scrutiny they proved to be French compositions,
written in a hand peculiar but compact, and exquisitely
clean and clear. The writing was recognisable : she
scarcely needed the further evidence of the name signed
at the close of each theme to tell her whose they were.
Yet that name astonished her: ¢ Shirley Keeldar,
Sympson Grove, ——shire’’ (a southern county), and
a date four years back.

She tied up the packet, and held it in her hand,
meditating over it. She half felt as if, in opening it,
she had violated a confidence.

“ They are Shirley’s, you see,”’ said Henry care-
lessly.

“Did you give them to Mr Moore? She wrote
them with Mrs Pryor, I suppose ?”’

« She wrote them in my schoolroom at Sympson
Grove, when she lived with us there. Mr Moore
taught her French ; it is his native language.”

“I know. . . . Was she a good pupil, Henry ?

« She was a wild, laughing thing, but pleasant to
have in the room: she made lesson-time charming.
She learned fast—you could hardly tell when or how.
French was nothing to her : she spoke it quick—quick ;
as quick as Mr Moore himself.”

¢ Was she obedient ? Did she give trouble ? *’

« She gave plenty of trouble in a way: she was
giddy, but I liked her. I’m desperately fond of
Shirlyey.’ ’

¢ Desperately fond—jyou small simpleton : you don’t
know what you say.”

“1 am desperately fond of her ; she is the light of
my eyes : I said so to Mr Moore last night.”

« He would reprove you for speaking with exaggera-
tion.”’
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““ He didn’t. He never reproves and reproves, as
girls’ governesses do. He was reading, and he only
smiled into his book, and said that if Miss Keeldar was
no more than that, she was less than he took her to be ;
for I was but a dim-eyed, short-sighted little chap. I’m
afraid I am a poor unfortunate, Miss Caroline Helstone.
I am a cripple, you know.”

“ Never mind, Henry, you are a very nice little fellow ;
and if God has not given you health and strength, He
has given you a good disposition, and an excellent
heart and brain.”

“] ghall be despised. I sometimes think both
Shirley and you despise me.” |

¢ Listen, Henry. Generally, I don’t like school-
boys: I have a great horror of them. They seem to
me little ruffians, who take an unnatural delight in
killing and tormenting birds, and insects, and kittens,
and whatever is weaker than themselves ; but you are
so different, I am quite fond of you. You have
almost as much sense as a man (far more, God wot,”
she muttered to herself, ¢than many men); you are
fond of reading, and you can talk sensibly about what
you read.”

« I am fond of reading. I know I have sense, and
I know I have feeling.”

Miss Keeldar here entered.

“ Henry,”” she said, “I have brought your lunch
here: I shall prepare it for you myself.”

She placed on the table a glass of new milk, a plate
of something which looked not unlike leather, and a
utensil which resembled a toasting-fork.

¢ What are you two about,”” she continued,  ran-
sacking Mr Moore’s desk ?

« L ooking at your old copy-books,”” returned Caro-

line.

«“ My old copy-books ?*’
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“ French exercise-books. Look here! They must
be held precious : they are kept carefully.”

She showed the bundle. Shirley snatched it up—
¢ Did not know one was in existence,” she said. I
thought the whole lot had long since lit the kitchen-fire,
or curled the maid’s hair at Sympson Grove. What
made you keep them, Henry 2’

¢¢ It is not my doing: I should not have thought of
it : it never entered my head to suppose copy-books of
value. Mr Moore put them by in the inner drawer of
his desk : perhaps he forgot them.”

«“ C’est cela: he forgot them, no doubt,”’ echoed
Shirley. «They are extremely well written,” she
observed complacently.

“ What a giddy girl you were, Shirley, in those
days! T remember you so well : a slim, light creature
whom, though you were so tall, I could lift off the
floor. I see you with your long, countless curls on your
shoulders, and your streaming sash. You used to make
Mr Moore lively, that is, at first : I believe you grieved
him after a while.”

Shirley turned the closely-written pages and said
nothing. Presently she observed, ¢ That was written
one winter afternoon. It was a description of a snow-
scene.”’ '

] remember,”” said Henry ; ¢« Mr Moore, when he
read it, cried ¢ Voila le Frangais gagné !> He said it
was well done. Afterwards, you made him draw, in
sepia, the landscape you described.”

“ You have not forgotten then, Hal ?”

“ Not at all. We were all scolded that day for not
coming down to tea when called. I can remember my
tutor sitting at his easel, and you standing behind him,
holding the candle, and watching him draw the snowy
cliff, the pine, the deer couched under it, and the half-
moon hung above.”

1L K
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& Where are his drawings, Henry? Caroline should
see them.”’

¢ In his portfolio : but it is padlocked he has the
key b2

¢ Agk him for it when he comes in.’

“You should ask him, Shirley ; you are shy of him
ttllc:aw you are grown a proud lady to him, I notice

t.”

¢ Shirley, you are a real enigma,”” whispered Caroline
in her ear. ¢ What queer discoveries I make day by
day now! I, who thought I had your conﬁdence.
Inexplicable creature! even this boy reproves you.”

“I have forgotten ¢Auld lang syne,” you see,
Harry,” said Miss Keeldar, answering young Sympson,
. and not heeding Caroline.

“ Which you never should have done. You don’t
deserve to be a man’s morning star, if you have so short
a memory.”

“ A man’s morning star, indeed ! and by ¢a man’
is meant your worshipful self, I suppose ? ?  Come, drink
your new milk while it is warm.’

The young cripple rose and limped towards the fire ;
he had left his crutch near the mantelpiece.

“My poor lame darling!” murmured Shirley, in
her softest voice, aiding him.

¢ Whether do you like me or Mr Sam Wynne best,
Shirley 2’ inquired the boy, as she settled him in an
arm-~chair.

“ O Harry! Sam Wynne is my aversion ! you are
my ”»

“ Me or Mr Malone ?”’

‘¢ You again, a thousand times.”

¢« Yet they are great whiskered fellows, six feet high
each.”

« Whereas, as long as you live, Harry, you will never
be anything more than a lyitt.le pale lameter.”
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¢“Yes, I know.”

¢ You need not be sorrowful. Have I not often told
you who was almost as little, as pale, as suffering as you,
and yet potent as a giant, and brave as a lion ?”’

¢¢ Admiral Horatio ?”’

¢ Admiral Horatio, Viscount Nelson, and Duke of
Bronti ; great at heart as a T'itan ; gallant and heroic
as all the world and age of chivalry ; leader of the might
of England; commander of her strength on the deep;
hurler of her thunder over the flood.”

« A great man: but I am not warlike, Shirley: and
yet my mind is 8o restless, I burn day and night—for
what—I can hardly tell—to be—to do—to suffer, I
think.”

¢ Harry, it is your mind, which is stronger and older
than your frame, that troubles you. It is a captive.
It lies in physical bondage. But it will work its own
redemption yet. Study carefully, not only books but
the world. You love nature ; love her without fear.
Be patient— wait the course of time. You will not be
a sof;ier or a sailor, Henry : but, if you live, you will
be—Ilisten to my prophecy—you will be an author—
perhaps, a poet.”

¢ An author! It is a flash—a flash of light to me!
I will—I awill ! T’ll write a book that I may dedicate
it to you.”

“ You will write it, that you may give your soul its
natural release. Bless me! what am I saying ? more
than I understand, I believe, or can make good. Here,
Hal; here is your toasted oat-cake—eat and live ! ”’

« Willingly ! * here cried a voice outside the open
window; €I know that fragrance of meal bread.
Miss Keeldar, may I come in and partake ? ”

«Mr Hall” (it was Mr Hall, and with him was
Louis Moore, returned from their walk), ¢ there is a
proper luncheon laid out in the dining-room, and there
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are proper people seated round it: you may join that
society and share that fare if you pf;ase; but if your
ill-regulated tastes lead you to prefer ill-regulated pro-
ceedings, step in here, and do as we do.”

«“] approve the perfume, and therefore shall suffer
myself to be led by the nose,”’ returned Mr Hall, who
presently entered, accompanied by L.ouis Moore. That
gentleman’s eye fell on his desk, pillaged.

 Burglars! > said he. ¢Henry, you ment the
ferule.”

“ Give it to Shirley and Caroline—they did it,”” was
alleged with more attention to effect than truth.

“ Traitor and false witness ! >’ cried both the girls.
« We never laid hands on a thing, except in the spirit of
laudable inquiry ! ”’

« Exactly so,”” said Moore, with his rare smile.
“ And what have you ferreted out, in your ¢spirit of
laudable inquiry’ ?

He perceived the inner drawer &Pen.

«'This is empty,”’ said he. “ Who has taken ”’

¢ Here! here!’’ Caroline hastened to say ; and she
restored the little packet to its place. He shut it
up; he locked it in with a small key attached to his
watch-guard ; he restored the other papers to order,
closed the repository, and sat down without further
remark.

«] thought you would have scolded much more,
gir,”” said Henry. ¢ The girls deserve reprimand.”

“] leave them to their own consciences.”

“ It accuses them of crimes intended as well as per-
petrated, sir. If I had not been here, they would have
treated your portfolio as they have done your desk ; but
I told them 1t was padlocked.”

« And will you have lunch with us?”’ here inter-
posed Shirley, addressing Moore, and desirous, as it
seemed, to turn the conversation.
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« Certainly, if I may.” '

¢ You will be restricted to new milk and Yorkshire
oat-cake.”’

¢ Va—pour le lait frais! >’ said Louis. ¢ But for
your oat-cake ! *’—and he made a grimace.

“He cannot eat it,”” said Henry: ¢“he thinks it is
like bran, raised with sour yeast.”’

¢« Come, then, by special dispensation, we will allow
him a few cracknels ; but nothing less homely.”

The hostess rang the bell and gave her frugal orders,
which were presently executed. She herself measured
out the milk, and distributed the bread round the cosy
circle now enclosing the bright little schoolroom fire.
She then took the post of toaster-general ; and kneeling
on the rug, fork in hand, fulfilled her office with
dexterity. Mr Hall, who relished any homely innova-
tion on ordinary usages, and to whom the husky oat-
cake was from custom suave as manna—seemed in his
best spirits. He talked and laughed gleefully—now
with Caroline, whom he had fixed by his side, now
with Shirley, and again with Louis Moore. And
Louis met him in congenial spirit : he did not laugh
much, but he uttered in the quietest tone the wittiest
things. Gravely spoken sentences, marked by un-
expected turns and a quite fresh flavour and poignancy,
fell easily from his lips. He proved himself to be—
what Mr Hall had said he was—excellent company.
Caroline marvelled at his humour, but still more at his
entire self-possession. Nobody there present seemed to
impose on him a sensation of unpleasant restraint :
nobody seemed a bore—a check—a chill to him ; and
yet there was the cool and lofty Miss Keeldar kneeling
before: the fire, almost at his feet.

But Shirley was cool and lofty no longer—at least
not at this moment. She appeared unconscious of the
humility of her present position—or if conscious, it was
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only to taste a charm in its lowliness. It did not revolt
her pride that the group to whom she voluntarily
officiated as handmaid should include her cousin’s
tutor : it did not scare her that while she handed the
bread and.milk to the rest, she had to offer it to him
also ; and Moore took his poruon from her hand as
calmly as if he had been her ecl

“ You are overheated now, ” he said, when she had
retained the fork for some time : “let me relieve you.”

And he took it from her with a sort of quiet
authority, to which she submitted passively—neither
resisting him nor thanking him.

«] should like to see your pictures, Louis,”” said
Caroline, when the sumptuous luncheon was discussed.
« Would not you, Mr Hall ? ”’

¢ To please you, I should ; but, for my own part, I
have cut him as an artist. I had enough of him in that
capacity in Cumberland and Westmoreland. Many a
wetting we got amongst the mountains because he would
persist in sitting on a camp-stool, catching effects of
ram-clouds, gathering mists, fitful sunbeams, and what
not.’

¢ Here is the portfolio,”” said Henry, bringing it in
one hand, and leaning on his crutch with the other.

L ouis took it, but he still sat as if he wanted another
to speak. It seemed as if he would not open it unless
the proud Shirley deigned to show herself interested in
the exhibition.

«“ He makes us wait to whet our curiosity,”” she
said.

“ You understand opening it,”’ observed L ouis, giving
her the key. ¢ You spoiled the lock for me once—try
now.”’

He held it: she opened it; and, monopolising the
contents, had the first view of every sketch herself.
She enjoyed the treat—if treat it were—in silence,
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without a single comment. Moore stood behind her
chair and looked over her shoulder, and when she had
done, and the others were still gazing, he left his post
and paced through the room.

A carriage was heard in the lane—the gate-bell
rang ; Shirley started.

¢ There are callers,” she said, “and I shall be
summoned to the room. A pretty figure—as they say
—I am to receive company: I and Henry have been
in the garden gathering fruit half the morning. Oh,
for rest under my own vine and my own ﬁg-tree'
Happy is the slave-wife of the Indian chief, in that she
has no drawing-room duty to perform, but can sit at
eage weaving mats, and stringing beads, and peacefully
ﬂattenmg her plcamnny 8 head in an unmolested corner
of her wigwam. I’ll emigrate to the western woods.

Louis Moore laughed.

“To marry a Whlte Cloud or a Big Buffalo; and
after wedlock to devote yourself to the tender task of
digging your lord’s maize-field, while he smokes his
pipe or drinks fire-water.”’

Shirley seemed about to- reply, but here the school-
room door unclosed, admitting Mr Sympson. That
personage stood aghast when he saw the group around
the fire.

¢ I thought you alone, Miss Keeldar,”” he said. I
find quite a Ty

And evxgsz from his shocked, scandalised air—
had he not recogmsed in one of the party a clergyman
—he would have delivered an extempore philippic on
the extraordinary habits of his niece : respect for the
cloth arrested him.

«“I merely wished to announce,” he proceeded
coldly, ¢ that the family from De Walden I‘:Iall Mr,
Mrs, the Misses, and K’I Sam Wynne, are in the
drawing-room.” And he bowed an! withdrew.
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¢ The family from De Walden Hall! Couldn’t be
a worse set,”” murmured Shirley.

She sat still, looking a little contumacious, and very
much indisposed to stir. She was flushed with the fire :
her dark hair had been more than once dishevelled by
the morning wind that day ; her attire was a light,
neatly-fitting, but amply flowing dress of muslin ; the
shawl she had worn in the garden was still draped in a
careless fold round her. Indolent, wilful, picturesque,
and singularly pretty was her aspect—prettier than
usual, as if some soft inward emotion—stirred who
knows how ?—had given new bloom and expression to
her features.

« Shirley, Shirley, you ought to go,” whispered
Caroline.

« ] wonder why?”

She lifted her eyes, and saw in the glass over the
fireplace both Mr Hall and Louis Moore gazing at her
gravely.

« If,” she said, with a yielding smile—¢ if a majority
of the present company maintain that the De Walden
Hall people have claims on my civility, I will subdue
my inclinations to my duty. Let those who think I
ought to go, hold up their hands.”

A gain consulting the mirror, it reflected an unanimous
vote against her.

“You must go,”” said Mr Hall, «and behave
courteously, too. You owe many duties to society.
It is not permitted you to please only yourself.”

Louis }1)‘doore assented with a low ¢ Hear! hear!”

Caroline, approaching her, smoothed her wavy curls,
gave to her attire a less artistic and more domestic grace,
and Shirley was put out of the room, protesting still, by
a pouting lip, against her dismissal.

¢« There 18 a curious charm about her,”’ observed Mr
Hall, when she was gone, “ And now,” he added, « I
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must away, for Sweeting is off to see his mother, and
there are two funerals.”

« Henry, get your books; it is lesson-time,” said
Moore, sitting down to his desk.

« A curious charm!”’ repeated the pupil, when he
and his master were left alone. “ True. Is she not a
kind of white witch?’’ he asked.

« Of whom are you speaking, sir?*’

« Of my cousin Shirley.”

“ No irrelevant questions. Study in silence.”

Mr Moore looked and spoke sternly—sourly. Henry
knew this mood : it was a rare one with his tutor ; but
when it came he had an awe of it: he obeyed.

Chapter rxdif,
THE FIRST BLUE=STOCKING.

ISS KEELDAR and her uncle had characters
that would not harmonise,—that never had
harmonised. He was irritable, and she was

spirited : he was despotic, and she liked freedom; he
was worldly, and she, perhaps, romantic.

Not without purpose had he come down to York-
shire : his mission was clear, and he intended to dis-
charge it conscientiously : he anxiously desired to have
his niece married ; to make for her a suitable match :
give her in charge to a proper husband, and wash his
hands of her for ever.

The misfortune was, from infancy upwards, Shirley
and he had disagreed on the meaning of the words
¢¢ guitable > and ¢ proper.”” She never yet had accepted
his definition; and it was doubtful whether, in the
most important step of her life, she would consent to
accept it,
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The trial soon came.

Mr Wynne proposed in form for his son, Samuel
Fawthrop Wynne.

¢ Decidedly suitable! Most proper!”’ pronounced
Mr Sympson. ¢“A fine unencumbered estate : real
substance ; good connections. [t must be done !’

He sent for his niece to the oak parlour; he shut
himself up there with her alone ; he communicated the
offer ; he gave his opinion ; he claimed her consent.

It was withheld.

“No: I shall not marry Samuel Fawthrop Wynne.”

«] ask why? I must have a reason. In all respects
he is more than worthy of you.”

She stood on the hearth; she was pale as the white
marble slab and cornice behind her; her eyes flashed
large, dilated, unsmiling.

¢ And Jask in what sense that young man is worthy
of me ?”

“ He has twice your money,—twice your common
sense ;—equal connections,—equal respectability.”

« Had he my money counted five score times, I would
take no vow to love him.”

¢ Please to state your objections.”

“ He has run a course of despicable, commonplace
proﬂigacy. Accept that as the first reason why I spurn
him.

« Miss Keeldar, you shock me! *’

“ That conduct alone sinks him in a gulf of im-
measurable inferiority. His intellect reaches no standard
I can esteem :—there is a second stumbling-block. His
views are narrow ; his feelings are blunt ; his tastes are
coarse ; his manners vulgar.”

¢ The man is a respectable, wealthy man. To refuse
him is presumption on your part.”

“1 refuse, point-blank ! Cease to annoy me with
the subject : I forbid it!”
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“Jsit your intention ever to marry, or do you prefer
celibacy ?

“] deny your right to claim an answer to that
question.”’

“ May I ask if you expect some man of title—some
peer of the realm—to demand your hand ?*

«“] doubt if the peer breathes on whom I would
confer it.”’

« Were there insanity in the family, I should believe
you mad. Your eccentricity and conceit touch the
verge of frenzy.”

" Perhaps, ere I have finished, you will see me over
leap it.’

«] anticipate no less. Frantic and impracticable
girl! Take warning !—1I dare you to sully our name
by a mésalliance! ”

«Our name! Am [ called Sympson?”’

“ God be thanked that you are not! But be on
your guard! I will not be trifled with!”’

¢« What, in the name of common law and common
sense, would you, or could you do, if my pleasure led
me to a choice you disapproved ?

¢ Take care ! take care!’” (warning her with voice
and hand that trembled alike. )

«“Why? What shadow of power have you over
me ? hy should I fear you ?

¢¢ Take care, madam ! ”’

¢ Scrupulous care I will take, Mr Sympson. Before
I marry,g am resolved to esteem—to admire—to /ove.”’

“ Preposterous stuff | —indecorous ! —unwomanly ! ”

“ To love with my whole heart. I know I speak in
an unknown tongue ; but I feel mdlﬂ'erent whether I
am comprehended or not.’

“ And if this love of yours should fall on a beggar ?”’

¢ On a beggar it will never fall.’ Mendlcancy i8 not
estimable.” o
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“ On a low clerk, a play actor, a play-writer, or—
¢ Take courage, Mr Sympson! Or what ?”
¢ Any literary scrub, or shabby, whining artist.”’
“ For the scrubby, shabby, whining, I have no taste :
for literature and the arts, I have. And there I wonder
how your Fawthrop Wynne would suit me? He
cannot write a note without orthographical errors; he
reads only a sporting paper: he was the booby of
Stilbro’ grammar school ! ’
« Unladylike language! Great God !—to what will
she come ?”> He lifted hands and eyes.
“ Never to the altar of Hymen with Sam Wynne.”
“To what will she come? Why are not the laws
more stringent, that I might compel her to hear reason 2’
¢ Console yourself, uncle. ere Britain a serfdom,
and you the ézar, you could not compe/ me to this step.
1 will write to Mr Wynne. Give yourself no further
trouble on the subject.”

Fortune is proverbially called changeful, yet her
caprice often takes the form of repeating again and
again a similar stroke of luck in the same quarter. It
appeared that Miss Keeldar—or her fortune—had by
this time made a sensation in the district, and produced
an impression in quarters by her unthought of. No less
than three offers followed Mr Wynne’s—all more or
less eligible. All were in succession pressed on her by
her uncle, and all in succession she refused. Yet
amongst them was more than one gentleman of unexcep-
tional character, as well as ample wealth. Many
besides her uncle asked what she meant, and whom
she expected to entrap, that she was so insolently
fastidious.

At last, the gossips thought they had found the key
to her conduct, and her uncle was sure of it ; and, what
is more, the discovery showed his niece to him in quite

or
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a new light, and he changed his whole deportment to
her accordingly. '

Fieldhead had, of late, been fast growing too hot to
hold them both; the suave aunt could not reconcile
them ; the daughters froze at the view of their quarrels :
Gertrude and Isabella whispered by the hour together
in their dressing-room, and became chilled with de-
corous dread if they chanced to be left alone with their
audacious cousin. But, as I have said, a change super-
vened:- Mr Sympson was appeased and his family
tranquillised.

The village of Nunnely has been alluded to : its old
church, its forest, its monastic ruins. It had also its
Hall, called the Priory—an older, a larger, a more
lordly abode than any Briarfield or Whinbury owned ;
and, what is more, it had its man of title—its baronet,
which neither Briarfield nor Whinbury could boast.
This possession—its proudest and most prized—had
for years been nominal only: the present baronet, a
young man hitherto resident in a distant province, was
unknown on his Yorkshire estate.

During Miss Keeldar’s stay at the fashionable water-
ing-place of Cliffbridge, she and her friends had met
with and been introduced to Sir Philip Nunnely.
They encountered him again and again on the sands,
the cliffs, in the various walks, sometimes at the public
balls of the place. He seemed solitary ; his manner
was very unpretending—too simple to be termed
affable ; rather timid than proud : he did not con-
descend to their society—he seemed glad of it.

With any unaffected individual, Shirley could easily
and quickly cement an acquaintance. She walked and
talked with Sir Philip; she, her aunt, and cousins,
sometimes took a sail in his yacht. She liked him
because she found him kind and modest, and was
charmed to feel she had the power to amuse him.
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One slight drawback there was—where is the friend-
ship without it?-—Sir Philip had a literary turn: he
wrote poetry, sonnets, stanzas, ballads. Perhaps Miss
Keeldar thought him a little too fond of reading and
reciting these u:;x:foeiﬁons; perhaps she wished the
rhyme had po more accuracy—the measure more
music—the tropes more freshness—the inspiration more
fire ; at any rate, she always winced when he recurred
to the subject of his poems, and usually did her best
to divert the conversation into another channel. :

He would beguile her to take moonlight walks with
him on the bridge, for the sole purpose, as it seemed; of
pouring into her ear the longest of his ballads : he would
lead her away to sequestered rustic seats, whence the
rush of the surf to the sands was heard soft and sooth-
ing ; and when he had her all to himself, and the sea
lay before them, and the scented shade of gardens spread
round, and the tall shelter of cliffs rose behind them,
he would pull out his last batch of sonnets, and read
them in a voice tremulous with emotion. He did not
seem to know, that though they might be rhyme, they
were not poetry. It appeared by Shirley’s downcast
eye and disturbed face that she knew it, and felt heartily
mortified by the single foible of this good and amiable
gentleman.

Often she tried, as gently as might be, to wean him
from this fanatic worship of the Muses : it was his mono-
mania—on all ordinary subjects he was sensible enough
and fain was she to engage him in ordinary topics. He
questioned her sometimes about his place at Nunnely ;
she was but too happy to answer his interrogatories at
length : she never wearied of describing the antique
Priory, the wild sylvan park, the hoary church and
hamlet ; nor did she fail to counsel him to come down
and gather his tenantry about him in his ancestral halls.

Somewhat to her surprise Sir Philip followed her
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advice to the letter ; and actually, towards the close of
September, arrived at the Priory.

g—le soon made a call at Fieldhead, and his first visit
was not his last : he said—when he had achieved the
round of the neighbourhood—that under no roof had he
found such pleasant shelter as beneath the massive oak
beams of the grey manor house of Briarfield : a cramped,
modest dwelling enough, compared with his own—but
he liked it.

Presently, it did not suffice to sit with Shirley in her

nelled parlour, where others came and went, and
where he could rarely find a quiet moment to show her
the latest production of his fertile muse ; he must have
her out amongst the pleasant pastures, and lead her by
the still waters. Téte-a-téte ramblings she shunned ;
80 he made parties for her to his own grounds, his
glorious forest ; to remoter scenes—woods severed by
the Wharfe, vales watered by the Aire.

Such assiduity covered Miss Keeldar with distinction.
Her uncle’s prophetic soul anticipated a splendid future :
he already scented the time afar off when, with non-
chalant air, and left foot nursed on his right knee, he
should be able to make dashingly-familiar allusions to
his ¢ nephew the baronet.”” Now, his niece dawned
upon him no longer ¢ a mad girl,”” but a ¢ most sensible
woman.”” He termed her, in confidential dialogues
with Mrs Sympson, ¢ a truly superior person : peculiar,
but very clever.” He treated her with exceeding
deference ; rose reverently to open and shut doors for
her ; reddened his face, and gave himself headaches,
with stooping to pick up gloves, handkerchiefs, and
other loose property, whereof Shirley usually held but
insecure tenure. He would cut mysterious jokes about
the superiority of woman’s wit over man’s wisdom ;
commence obscure apologies for the blundering mistake
he had committed respecting the generalship, the tactics,

Digitized by {
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of “a personage not a hundred miles from Fieldhead : ’
in short, he seemed elate as any ¢ midden cock on
pattens.” .

His niece viewed his manceuvres, and received his
innuendoes, with phlegm : apparently, she did not above
half-comprehend to what aim they tended. When
plainly charged with being the preferred of the baronet,
she said, she believed he did like her, and for her part
gshe liked him : she had never thought a man of rank
—the only son of a proud, fond mother—the only
brother of doting sisters—could have so much good-
ness, and, on the whole, so much sense.

Time proved, indeed, that Sir Philip liked her.
Perhaps he had found in her that ¢ cunous charm”
noticed by Mr Hall. He sought her presence more
and more ; and, at last, with a frequency that attested
it had become to him an indispensable stimulus. About
this time, strange feelings hovered round Fieldhead ;
restless hopes and haggard anxieties haunted some of its
rooms. 'Fl'.::re wag an unquiet wandering of some of
the inmates among the still fields round the mansion ;
there was a sense of expectancy that kept the nerves
strained.

One thing seemed clear. Sir Philip was not a man
to be despised : he was amiable ; if not highly intellec-
tual, he was intelligent. Miss Keeldar could not affirm
of him—what she had so bitterly affirmed of Sam
Wynne—that his feelings were blunt, his tastes coarse
and his manners vulgar. There was sensibility in his
nature : there was a very real, if not a very discriminat-
ing, love of the arts ; there was the English gentleman
in all his deportment : as to his lineage and wealth, both
were, of course, far beyond her claims.

His appearance had at first elicited some laughing,
though not ill-natured, remarks from the merry Shirley.
It was boyish : his features were plain and l’:;tht; his
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hair sandy: his stature insignificant. But she soon
checked her sarcasm on this point ; she would even fire
up if any one else made uncomplimentary allusion
thereto. He had “a pleasing countenance,”” she
affirmed ; “and there was that in his heart which was
better than three Roman noses, than the locks of
Absalom, or the proportions of Saul.” A spare and
rare shaft she still reserved for his unfortunate poetic
propensity : but, even here, she would tolerate no irony
save her own.

In short, matters had reached a point which seemed
fully to warrant an observation made about this time by
Mr Yorke, to the tutor, Louis.

“ Yond’ brother Robert of yours seems to me to be
either a fool or a madman. Two months ago, I could
have sworn he had the game all in his own hands; and
there he runs the country, and quarters himself up in
London for weeks together, and by the time he comes
back, he’ll find himself checkmated. Louis, ¢there is
a tide in the affairs of men, which, taken at the flood,
leads on to fortune; but, once let slip, never returns
again.” I’d write to Robert, if I were you, and remind
him of that.”

“ Robert had views on Miss Keeldar?” inquired
Louis, as if the idea were new to him.

“Views I suggested to him myself, and views he
might have realised, for she liked him.” «

“« As a neighbour? ”’

¢ As more than that. I have seen her change coun-
tenance and colour at the mere mention of his name.
Write to the lad, I say, and tell him to come home.
He is a finer gentleman than this bit of a baronet, after
all.”

¢ Does it not strike you, Mr Yorke, that for a mere
penniless adventurer to aspire to a rich woman’s hand is
presumptuous—contemptible ?

I, L
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«“Oh! if you are for high notions, and double-
refined sentiment, I’ve naught to say. I’'m a plain,
practical man myself; and if Robert is willing to give
up that royal prize to a lad-rival—a puling slip of aris-
tocracy—I am quite agreeable. At bis age, in bis
place, with Ais inducements, I would have acted differ-
ently. Neither baronet, nor duke, nor prince, should
have snatched my sweetheart from me without a
struggle. But you tutors are such solemn chaps: it
is almost like speaking to a parson to consult with

you.”

Flattered and fawned upon as Shirley was just now,
it appeared she was not absolutely spoiled—that her
better nature did not quite leave her. Universal report
had indeed ceased to couple her name with that of
Moore, and this silence seemed sanctioned by her own
apparent oblivion of the absentee ; but that she had not
quite forgotten him—that she still regarded him, if not
with love yet with interest—seemed proved by the in-
creased attention which at this juncture of affairs a
sudden attack of illness induced her to show that tutor-
brother of Robert’s, to whom she habitually bore herself
with strange alternations of cool reserve and docile
respect : now sweeping past him in all the dignity of the
moneyed heiress and prospective Lady Nunnely, and
anon accosting him as abashed school-girls are wont to
accost their stern professors : bridling her neck of ivory,
and curling her lip of carmine, if he encountered her
glance, one minute ; and the next submitting to the grave
rebuke of his eye, wnth as much contrition as if he had
the power to inflict penalties in case of contumacy.

Louis Moore had perhaps caught the fever, which for
a few days laid him low, in one of the limor cottages of
the district, which he, his lame pupil, and Mr Hall,
were in the habit of visiting together. At any rate he
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sickened, and after opposing to the malady a taciturn
resistance for a day or two, was obliged to keep his
chamber.

He lay tossing on his thorny bed one evening, Henry,
who would not quit him, watching faithfully beside him,
-when a tap —too light to be that of Mrs Gill or
the housemaid—summoned young Sympson to the
door.

«“ How is Mr Moore to-night 2’ asked a low voice
from the dark gallery.

¢« Come in and see him yourself.”

«Is he asleep ?”’

“ I wish he could sleep. Come and speak to him,

Shirley.

& P{e would not like it.”’

But the speaker stepped in, and Henry, seeing her
hesitate on the threshold, took her hand and drew her
to the couch.

The shaded light showed Miss Keeldar's form but
imperfectly, yet it revealed her in elegant attire. There
was a party assembled below, including Sir Philip
Nunnely ; the ladies were now in the drawing-room,
and their hostess had stolen from them to visit Henry’s
tutor. Her pure white dress, her fair arms and neck,
the trembling chainlet of gold circling her throat, and
quivering on her breast, glistened strangely amid the
obscurity of the sick-room. Her mien was chastened
and pensive : she spoke gently.

« Mr Moore, how are you to-night ? ”’

«T have not been very ill, and am now better.”

«“] heard that you complained of thirst: I have
brought you some grapes: can you taste one?”

“No: but I thank you for remembering me.”

¢ Just one.”

From the rich cluster that filled a small basket held
in her hand, she severed a berry and offered it to his
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lips. He shook his head, and turned aside his flushed
face.

¢ But what then can I bring you instead? You have
no wish for fruit; yet I see that your lips are parched.
What beverage do you prefer? ”’

« Mrs Gill supplies me with toast and water: I like
it best.”

« Silence fell for some minutes.

“ Do you suffer? Have you pain ?”’

“ Very little.”

¢« What made you ill ?”

Silence.

“] wonder what caused this fever? To what do
you attribute it ?”’

¢« Miasma, perhaps—malaria. This is autumn, aseason
fertile in fevers.”

“]I hear you often visit the sick in Briarfield, and
Nunnely too, with Mr Hall: you should be on your

rd : temerity is not wise.”’

¢ That reminds me, Miss Keeldar, that perhaps you
had better not enter this chamber, or come near this
couch. I do not believe my illness is infectious: I
scarcely fear >’ (with a sort of smile) ¢ you will take it ;
but why should you run even the shadow of a risk ?
Leave me.”

¢ Patience: I will go soon; but I should like to
do something for you before I depart—any little
service ”’

« They will miss you below.”

“ No, the gentlemen are still at table.”

¢ They will not linger long: Sir Philip Nunnely is
no wine-bibber, and I hear him just now pass from the
dining-room to the drawing-room.”’

« ]t is a servant.”

“It is Sir Philip, I know his step.”

« Your hearing 1s acute.”
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“It is never dull, and the sense seems sharpened at
present.  Sir Philip was hereto tea last night. I heard
you sing to him some song which he had brought you. I
heard him, when he took his departure at eleven o’clock,
call you out on to the pavement, to look at the evening
star.’

“ You must be nervously sensitive.”’

“ I heard him kiss your hand.”

“ Impossible ! *’

““No; my chamber is over the hall, the window just
above the front door, the sash was a little raised, for I
felt feverish : you stood ten minutes with him on the
steps : I heard your discourse, every word, and I heard
the salute. Henry, give me some water.”’

“ Let me give it him.”

But he half rose to take the glass from young
Sympson, and declined her attendance.

« And can I do nothing?”’

“ Nothing : for you cannot guarantee me a night’s
peaceful rest, and it is all I at present want.”

“ You do not sleep well ?”’

¢ Sleep has left me.”

“Yet you said you were not very ill 2’

“I am often sleepless when in high health.”

“If I had power, I would lap you in the most plaad
slumber ; quite deep and hushed, without a dream.”

¢ Blank annihilation! I do not ask that.”

« With dreams of all you most desire.”

« Monstrous delusions! The sleep would be
delirium, the waking deal

“ Your wishes are not 8o chimerical : you are no
visionary ? *

“ Miss Keeldar, I suppose you think so: but my
character is not, perhaps, quite as legible to you as a
page of the last new novel might be.”

«That is possible. . But this sleep: I should
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like to woo it to your pillow—to win for you its favour.
If I took a book and sat down, and read some pages——?
I can well spare half an hour.”

“ Thank you, but I will not detain you.”

“ 1 would read softly.”

¢ It would not do. I am too feverish and excitable
to bear a soft, cooing, vibrating voice close at my ear.
You had better leave me.”

« Well, I will go.”

“ And no good-night?

“Yes, sir, yes. Mr Moore, good-night.” (Exit
Shirley. )

« Henry, my boy, go to bed now: it is time you
had some repose.”

« Sir, it would please me to watch at your bedside all
night.”
“ Nothing less called for : I am getting better : there,
go.”

“ Give me your blessing, sir.’

“ God bless you, my best pupll jee

“ You never call me your dearest pupil ! ”’

¢t No, nor ever shall.”’

Possibly Miss Keeldar resented her former teacher’s
rejection of her courtesy: it is certain she did not
repeat the offer of it. Often as her light step traversed
the gallery in the course of a day, it did not again pause
at his door; nor did her ¢ cooing, vibrating voice’
disturb a second time the hush of the sick-room. A
sick-room, indeed, it soon ceased to be ; Mr Moore’s
good constitution quickly triumphed over his indisposi-
tion: in a few days he shook it off, and resumed his
duties as tutor.

That < Auld Lang Syne *” had still its authority both
with preceptor and scholar, was proved by the manner
in which he sometimes promptly passed the distance she
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usually maintained between them, and put down her
high reserve with a firm, quiet hand.

One afternoon the Sympson family were gone out to
take a carriage airing.  Shirley, never sorry to snatch a
reprieve from their society, had remained behind, de-
tained by business, as she said. The business—a little
letter-writing—was soon despatched after the yard-gates
had closed on the carriage: Miss Keeldar betook
herself to the garden.

It was a peaceful autumn day. The gilding of the
Indian summer mellowed the pastures far and wide.
The russet woods stood ripe to be stript, but were yet
full of leaf. The purple of heath-bloom, faded but not
withered, tinged the hills. The beck wandered down
to the Hollow, through a silent district ; no wind fol-
lowed its course, or haunted its woody borders. Field-
head gardens bore the seal of gentle decay. On the
walks, swept that morning, yellow leaves had fluttered
down again. Its time of flowers, and even of fruits,
was over ; but a scantling of apples enriched the trees ;
only a blossom here and there expanded pale and
delicate amidst a knot of faded leaves.

-These single flowers—the last of their race—Shirley
culled as she wandered thoughtfully amongst the beds.
She was fastening into her girdle a hueless and scentless
nosegay, when Henry Sympson called to her as he came
limping from the house.

¢ Shirley, Mr Moore would be glad to see you in the
schoolroom and to hear you read a little French, if you
have no more urgent occupation.”

The messenger delivered his commission very simply,
as if it were a mere matter of course.

« Did Mr Moore tell you to say that?”

¢ Certainly : why not? And now, do come, and
let us once more be as we were at Sympson Grove.
We used to have pleasant school-hours in those days.”
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Miss Keeldar, perhaps, thought that circumstances
were changed since then ; however, she made no re-
mark, but after a little reflection quietly followed Henry.

Entering the schoolroom, she inclined her head with
a decent obeisance, as had been her wont in former
times ; she removed her bonnet, and hung it up beside
Henry’s cap. Louis Moore sat at his desk, turning the
leaves of a book, open before him, and marking passages
with his pencil ; he just moved, in acknowledgment of
her curtsey, but did not rise.

“ You proposed to read to me a few nights ago,”’
said he. I could not hear you then ; my attention is
now at your service. A little renewed practice in
French may not be unprofitable: your accent, I have
observed, begins to rust.”

« What book shall I take ?”’

“ Here are the posthumous works of St Pierre.
Read a few pages of the ¢ Fragments de ’Amazone.’ ”

She accepted the chair which he had placed in readi-
ness near his own—the volume lay on his desk—there
was but one between them ; her sweeping curls drooped
80 low as to hide the page from him.

¢ Put back your hair,” he said.

For one moment, Shirley looked not quite certain
whether she would obey the request or disregard it: a
flicker of her eye beamed furtive on the professor’s face ;
perhaps if he had been looking at her harshly or timidly,
or if one undecided line had marked his countenance,
she would have rebelled, and the lesson had ended there
and then ; but he was only awaiting her compliance—
as calm as marble, and as cool. She threw the veil of
tresses behind her ear. It was well her face owned an
agreeable outline, and that her cheek possessed the
polish and the roundness of early youth, or, thus robbed
of a softening shade, the contours might have lost
their grace. But what mattered that in the present
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society?  Neither Calypso nor Eucharis cared to
fascinate Mentor.

She began to read. The language had become
strange to her tongue; it faltered ; the lecture flowed
unevenly, impeded by hurried breath, broken by Angli-
cised tones. She stopped.

«] can’t do it. Read me a paragraph, if you please,
Mr Moore.”

What he read, she repeated : she caught his- accent
in three minutes.

“'Trés bien,”” was the approving comment at the
close of the piece.

« C’est presque le Frangais rattrapé, n’est-ce pas?”’

“You could not write French as you once could, I
dare say ?”’

“Oh! no. I should make strange work of my
concords now.”’

“ You could not compose the devoir of ¢La Premiére
Femme Savante’?”

“ Do you still remember that rubbish ? ”’

« Every line.”

¢TI doubt you.”

«I will engage to repeat it word for word.”

“ You would stop short at the first line.”

« Challenge me to the experiment.’”

« I challenge you.”

He proceeded to recite the following: he gave it in
French, but we must translate, on pain of being unin-
telligible to some readers.

¢ And it came to pass when men began to multiply on the
face of the earth, and daughters were born unto them,
that the sons of God saw the daughters of men that
they were fair ; and they took them wives of all which
they chose.”

This was in the dawn of time, before the morning
stars were set, and while they yet sang together.
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The epoch is so remote, the mists and dewy grey of
matin twilight veil it with so vague an obscurity, that
all distinct feature of custom, all clear line of locality,
evade perception and baflle research. It must suffice to
know that the world then existed; that men peopled
it; that man’s nature, with its passions, sympathies,
paitlls, and pleasures, informed the planet and gave it
soul. :

A certain tribe colonised a certain spot on the globe ;
of what race this tribe—unknown : in what region that
spot—untold. We usually think of the East when we
refer to transactions of that date; but who shall declare
that there was no life in the West, the South, the
North? What is to disprove that this tribe, instead of
camping under palm-groves in Asia, wandered beneath
island oak-woods rooted in our own seas of Europe?

It is no sandy plain, nor any circumscribed and scant
oasis I seem to realise. A forest valley, with rocky
sides and brown profundity of shade, formed by tree
crowding on tree, descends deep before me. Here,
indeed, dwell human beings, but so few, and in alleys
so thick branched and over-arched, they are neither
heard nor seen. Are they savage >—doubtless. They
live by the crook and the bow: half shepherds, half
hunters, their flocks wander wild as their prey. Are
they happy >—no: not more happy than we are at this
day. Are they good ?—no: not better than ourselves :
their nature is our nature—human both. There is one
in this tribe too often miserable—a child bereaved of
both parents. None cares for this child: she is fed
sometimes, but oftener forgotten: a hut rarely receives
her: the hollow tree and chill cavern are her home.
Forsaken, lost, and wandering, she lives more with the
wild beast and bird than with her own kind. Hunger
and cold are her comrades: sadness hovers over, and

solitude besets her round. Unheeded and unvalued,
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she should die: but she both lives and grows: the
green wilderness nurses her, and becomes to her a
mother : feeds her on juicy berry, on saccharine root
and nut.

There is something in the air of this clime which
fosters life kindly : there must be something, too, in its
dews, which heals with sovereign balm. Its gentle sea-
sons exaggerate no passion, no sense ; its temperature
tends to harmony; its breezes, you would say, bring
down from heaven the germ of pure thought, and purer
feeling. Not grotesquely fantastic are the forms of
cliff and foliage ; not violently vivid the colouring of
flower and bird : in all the grandeur of these forests
there is repose ; in all their freshness there is tenderness.

The gentle charm vouchsafed to flower and tree,—
bestowed on deer and dove,—has not been denied to
the human nursling. All solitary, she has sprung up
straight and graceful. Nature cast her features in a fine
mould ; they have matured in their pure, accurate first
lines, unaltered by the shocks of disease. No fierce dry
blast has dealt rudely with the surface of her frame ; no
burning sun has crisped or withered her tresses : her form
gleams ivory-white through the trees; her hair flows
plenteous, long, and glossy; her eyes, not dazzled b
vertical fires, beam in the shade large and open, and full
and dewy : above those eyes, when the breeze bares her
forehead, shines an expanse fair and ample,—a clear,
candid page, whereon knowledge, should knowledge
ever come, might write a golden record. You see in
the desolate young savage nothing vicious or vacant ; she
haunts the wood harmless and thoughtful : though of
what one so untaught can think, it is not easy to divine.

On the evening of one summer day, before the Flood,
being utterly alone—for she had lost all trace of her
tribe, who had wandered leagues away, she knew not
where,—ehe went up from the vale, to watch Day take
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leave and Night arrive. A crag, overspread by a tree,
was her station : the oak-roots, turfed and mossed, gave
a seat : the oak-boughs, thick-leaved, wove a canopy.

Slow and grand the Day withdrew, passing in purple
fire, and parting to the farewell of a wild, low chorus
from the woodlands. Then Night entered, quiet as
death ;: the wind fell, the birds ceased singing. Now
every nest held happy mates, and hart and hind slumbered
blissfully safe in their lair.

The girl sat, her body still, her soul astir ; occupled
however, rather in feeling than in thinking,—in wish-
ing, than hoping,—in imagining, than projecting. She
felt the world, the sky, the night, boundlessly mighty.
Of all things, herself seemed to herself the centre,—a
small, forgotten atom of life, a spark of soul, emitted in-
advertent from the great creative source, and now
burning unmarked to waste in the heart of a black
hollow. She asked, was she thus to burn out and
perish, her living light doing no good, never seen, never
needed,—a star in an else starless firmament,—which
nor shepherd, nor wanderer, nor sage, nor priest, tracked
as a guide, or read as a prophecy? Could this be, she
demanded, when the flame of her intelligence burned so
vivid ; when her life beat so true, and real, and potent ;
when somethmg within her stirred dlsquleted and rest-
lessly asserted a God-given strength, for which it
msnsted she should find exercise ?

She gazed abroad on Heaven and Evening : Heaven
and Evening gazed back on her. She bent down,
searching bank, hill, river, spread dim below. All she
questioned responded by oracles : she heard,—she was
impressed ; but she could not understand. Above her
head she raised her hands joined together.

“ Guidance—help—comfort—come ! > was her cry.

There was no voice, nor any that answered.

She waited, kneeling, steadfastly looking up. Yonder
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sky was sealed: the solemn stars shone alien and
remote.

At last, one over-stretched chord of her agony
slacked : she thought Something above relented : she
felt as if Something far round drew nigher: she heard
as if Silence spoke. There was no language, no word,
only a tone.

Again—a fine, full, lofty tone, a deep, soft sound,
like a storm whlspermg, made twilight undulate.

Once more, profounder, nearer, clearer, it rolled
harmonious.

Yet, again—a distinct voice passed between Heaven
and Earth.

“Eva!”

If Eva were not this woman’s name, she had none.
She rose.

¢ Here am 1.”

« Eval!”

“ Oh, Night! (it can be but Night that speaks) I
am here ! ”

The voice, descending, reached Earth.

« Eva!?”

«“ Lord!” she cried, ¢ behold thine handmaid ! ”’

She had her religion : all tribes held some creed.

“I come: a Comforter!”’

“ Lord, come quickly!”’

The Evening flushed full of hope: the Air panted ;
the Moon—rising before—ascended large, but her hght
showed no shape.

“ Lean towards me, Eva. Enter my arms; repose
thus.””

“Thus I lean, O Invisible, but felt! And what
art thou?”’

¢ Eva, I have brought a living draught from heaven.
Daughter of Man, drink of my cup ! ”’

¢ I drink—it is as if sweetest dew visited my lips in
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a full current. My arid heart revives: my affliction
is lightened : my strait and struggle are gone. And
the night changes! the wood, the hill, the moon, the
wide sky-—all change ! ” :

¢ All change, and for ever. I take from thy vision,
darkness: I loosen from thy faculties, fetters! I level
in thy path, obstacles : I, with my presence, fill vacancy :
I claim as mine the lost atom of life: I take to myself
the spark of soul—burning, heretofore, forgotten ! *

« Oh, take me! Oh, claim me! Thisisa god.”

« This is a son of God: one who feels himself in
the portion of life that stirs you: he is suffered to re-
claim his own, and so to foster and aid that it shall not
perish hopeless.’

« A son of God! Am I indeed chosen?”’

“ Thou only in this land. I saw thee that thou wert
fair: I knew thee that thou wert mine. To me it is

iven to rescue, to sustain, to cherish, mine own.
Acknowledge in me that Seraph on earth, named
Genius.”

« My glorious Bridegroom! True Dayspring from
on high! All I would have, at last I possess. I re-
ceive a revelation. The dark hint, the obscure whisper,
which have haunted me from childhood, are interpreted.
Thou art He I sought. Godborn, take me, thy
bride ! *’

¢ Unhumbled, I can take what is mine. Did I not
give from the altar the very flame which lit Eva’s
being? Come again into the heaven whence thou wert
sent.”’

That Presence, invisible, but mighty, gathered her in
like a lamb to the fold ; that voice, soft, but all-per-
vading, vibrated through her heart like music. Her eye
received no image: and yet a sense visited her vision
and her brain as of the serenity of stainless air, the
power of sovereign seas, the majesty of marching stars,
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the energy of colliding elements, the rooted endurance
of hills wide based, and, above all, as of the lustre of
heroic beauty rushing victorious on the Night, vanquish-
ing its shadows like a diviner sun.

Such was the bridal-hour of Genius and Humanity.
Who shall rehearse the tale of their after-union? Who
ghall depict its bliss and bale? Who shall tell how He,
between whom and the Woman God put enmity, forged
deadly plots to break the bond or defile its purity ? Who
shall record the long strife between Serpent and Seraph ?
How still the Father of Lies insinuated evil into good
—pride into wisdom—grossness into glory—pain into
bliss—Poison into passion? How the ¢ dreadless
Angel”’ defied, resisted, and repelled? How, again
and again, he refined the polluted cup, exalted the
debased emotion, rectified the perverted impulse, detected
the lurking venom, baffled the frontless temptation—
purified, justified, watched, and withstood ? Elow, by
his patience, by his strength, by that unutterable
excellence he held from God—his Origin—this faith-
ful Seraph fought for Humanity a good fight through
time ; and, when Time’s course closed, and Death was
encountered at the end, barring with fleshless arms the
portals of Eternity, how Genius still held close his
dying bride, sustained her through the agony of the
passage, bore her triumphant into his own home—
Heaven; restored her, redeemed, to Jehovah—her
Maker; and at last, before Angel and Archangel,
crowned her with the crown of Immortality.

Who shall, of these things, write the chronicle ?

¢ I never could correct that composition,”’ observed
Shirley, as Moore concluded. ¢ Your censor-pencil
scored it with condemnatory lines, whose signification I
strove vainly to fathom.”

She had taken a crayon from. the tutor’s desk, and
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was drawing little leaves, fragments of pillars, broken
crosses, on the margin of the book.

“ French may be half-forgotten, but the habits of the
French lesson are retained, I see,”” said Louis: ¢ my
books would now, as erst, be unsafe with you. My
newly bound St Pierre would soon be like my Racine:
Miss Keeldar, her mark—traced on every page.”

Shirley dropped her crayon as if it burned her fingers.

“Tell me what were the faults of that devoir?”’
she asked, ¢ Were they grammatical errors, or did you
object to the substance ?*’

¢ ] never said that the lines I drew were indications
of faults at all. You would have it that such was the
case, and I refrained from contradiction.”

¢ What else did they denote ?”

¢ No matter now.”

«“ Mr Moore,” cried Henry, “make Shirley repeat
some of the pieces she used to say so well by heart.”

«If I ask for any, it will be ¢ Le Cheval Dompté,’ ”’
said Moore, trimming with his pen-knife the pencil
Miss Keeldar had worn to a stump.

She turned aside her head; the neck, the clear
cheek, forsaken by their natural veil, were seen to flush
warm.

“ Ah! she has not forgotten, you see, sir,”’ said
Henry, exultant. ¢ She knows how naughty she
was.”’

A smile, which Shirley would not permit to expand,
made her lip tremble ; she bent her face, and hid it
half with her arms, half in her curls, which, as she
stooped, fell loose again.

¢ Certainly, I was a rebel ! >’ she answered.

“A rebel!” repeated Henry. ¢« Yes: you and
papa had quarrelled terribly, and you set both him and
mamma, and Mrs Pryor, and everybody, at defiance :
you said he had insulted you *’——
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“ He bad insulted me,’’ inte Shirley.

“ And you wanted to leave Sympson Grove directly.
You packed your things up, and papa threw them out of
your trunk ; mamma cried—Mrs Pryor cried ; they
both stood wringing their hands begging you to be
patient, and you knelt on the floor with your things and
your upturned box before you, looking, Shirley—look-
lng—why, in one of your passions. Your features, in
such passions, are not distorted ; they are fixed, but
quite beautiful : you scarcely look angry, only resolute,
and in a certain haste ; yet one feels that, at such times,
an obstacle cast across your path would be split as with
lightning, Papa lost heart, and called Mr Moore.”

¢ Enough, ﬁ

“No: it is not enough. I hardly know how Mr
Moore managed, except that I recollect he suggested to
papa that agitation would bring on his gout ; and then
he spoke quietly to the ladies, and got them away ; and
afterwards he said to you, Miss Shirley, that it was of
no use talking or lecturing now, but that the tea-things
were just brought into the schoolroom, and he was very
thirsty, and he would be glad if you would leave your
packing for the present and come and make a cup of
tea for him and me. You came: you would not talk
at first ; but soon you softened and grew cheerful. Mr
Moore began to tell us about the Continent, the war,
and Bonaparte ; subjects we were both fond of listen-
ing to. After tea he said we should neither of us leave
him that evening : he would not let us stray out of his
sight, lest we should again get into mischief. We sat
one on each side of him: we were so happy. 1 never
passed so pleasant an evening. The next day he gave
you, missy, a lecture of an hour, and wound it up by
marking you a piece to learn i in Bossuet as a punishment-
lesson—¢ Le Cheval Dompté.” You learned it instead
of packing up, Shirley. e heard no more of your

II. M
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running away. Mr Moore used to tease you on the
subject for a year afterwards.”

¢ She never said a lesson with greater spirit,” sub-
joined Moore. ¢ She then, for the first time, gave me
the treat of hearing my native tongue spoken without
accent by an English girl.”

 She was as sweet as summer-cherries for a month
afterwards,” struck in Henry: “a good hearty quarrel
always left Shirley’s temper better than it found it.”

“ You talk of me as if I were not present,”” observed
Miss Keeldar, who had not yet lifted her face.

“Are you sure you are present?”’ asked Moore :
¢ there have been moments since my arrival here, when
I have been tempted to inquire of the lady of Fieldhead
if she knew what had become of my former pupil 2’

¢ She i8 here now.’

« T see her, and humble enough ; but I would neither
advise Harry, nor others, to believe too implicitly in
the humility which one moment can hide its blushing
face like a modest little chtld, and the next lift it pale
and lofty as a marble Juno.”

“ One man in times of old, it is said, imparted
vitality to the statue he had chiselled. Others may
have the contrary gift of turning life to stone.’

Moore paused on this observation before he replied
to it. His look, at once struck and meditative, said,
« A strange phrase : what may it mean?”’ He turned
it over in his mind, with thought deep and slow, as
some German pondering metaphysics.

“You mean,”’ he said at last, that some men
inspire repugnance, and so chill the kind heart.”

“Ingenious! ” responded Shirley. ¢ If the inter-
pretation pleases you, you are welcome to hold it valid.
I don’t care.”

And with that she raised her head, lofty in look, and
statue-like in hue, as. L.ouis had described it.
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¢ Behold the metamorphosis! *> he said : ¢ scarce
imagined ere it is realised : a lowly nymph develops to
an inaccessible goddess. But Henry must not be dis-

appointed of his recitation, and Olympia will deign to
oblige him. Let us begin.”

] have forgotten the very first line.”’

« Which I have not. My memory, if a slow, i3 a
retentive one. I acquire deliberately both knowledge
and liking : the acquisition grows into my brain, and the
sentiment into my breast; and it is not as the rapid
springing produce which, having no root in itself,
flourishes verdurous enough for a time, but too soon
falls withered away. Attention, Henry! Miss Keel-
dar consents to fayour you. ¢ Voyez ce Cheval ardent
et impétueux,’ 8o it commences.’

Miss Keeldar did consent to make the effort ; but she
soon stopped.

“Unless I heard the whole repeated, I cannot
continue 1t,” she said.

“Yet it was quickly learned, ¢soon gained, soon
gone,’ >’ moralised the tutor. He recited the passage
deliberately, accurately, with slow, impressive emphasis.

Shirley, by degrees, inclined her ear as he went on.
Her face, before turned from him, returned towards
him. When he ceased, she took the word up as if
from his lips: she took hls very tone ; she seized his
very accent; she delivered the periods as he had
delivered them: she reproduced his manner, his pro-
nunciation, his expression.

It was now her turn to petition.

¢« Recall ¢Le Songe d’Athalie,” > she entreated,
¢ and say it.”’

He said it for her ; she took it from him ; she found
lively excitement in the pleasure of making his language
her own : she asked for further indulgence ; all the old
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school-pieces were revived, and with them Shirley’s
old school-days.

He had gone through some of the best passages of
Racine and Comneille, and then had heard the echo of
his own deep tones in the girl’s voice, that modulated
itself faithfully on his:—¢ Le Chéne et le Roseau,”
that most beautiful of La Fontaine’s fables, had been
recited, well recited by the tutor, and the pupil had
animatedly availed herself of the lesson. Perhaps a
simultaneous feeling seized them now, that their en-
thusiasm had kindled to a glow, which the slight fuel of
French poetry no longer sufficed to feed ; perhaps they
longed for a trunk of English oak to be thrown as a
Yule log to the devouring flame. Moore observed—
“ And these are our best pieces! And we have
nothing more dramatic, nervous, natural ! »

And then he smiled and was silent. His whole
nature seemed serenely alight : he stood on the hearth,
leaning his elbow on the mantelpiece, musing not
unblissfully. Twilight was closing on the diminished
autumn day : the schoolroom windows—darkened with
creeping plants, from which no high October winds had
as yet swept the sere foliage—admitted scarce a gleam
of sky ; but the fire gave light enough to talk by.

And now Louis Moore addressed his pupil in
French; and she answered, at first, with laughing
hesitation and in broken phrase: Moore encouraged
while he corrected her; I'§enry joined in the lesson ;
the two scholars stood opposite the master, their arms
round each other’s waists : Tartar, who long since had
craved and obtained admission, sat sagely in the centre
of the rug, staring at the blaze which burst fitful from
morsels of coal among the red cinders : the group were
happy enough, but—

« Pleasures are like poppies spread ;
You seize the flower—its bloom is shed.”
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The dull, rumbling sound of wheels was heard on the
pavement in the yard.

«It is the carriage returned,” said Shirley; “and
dinner must be just ready, and I am not dressed.”

A servant came in with Mr Moore’s candle and tea :
for the tutor and his pupil usually dined at luncheon time.

« Mr Sympson and the ladies are returned,” she said,
“and Sir Philip Nunnely is with them.”

“ How you did start, and how your hand trembled,
Shirley ! >” said Henry, when the maid had closed the
shutter and was gone. “ But I know why—don’t you,
Mr Moore? I know what papa intends. He is a little
ugly man, that Sir Philip. I wish he had not come: I
wish sisters and all of them had stayed at De Walden
Hall to dine. Shirley should once more have made
tea for you and me, Mr Moore, and we would have had
a happy evening of it.”

Moore was locking up his desk, and putting away his
St Piérre—¢ That was your plan—was it, my boy ? ”’

« Don’t you approve it, sir?’

« I approve nothing Utopian. ‘Look Life in its iron
face: stare Reality out of its brassy countenance.
Make the tea, Henry; I shall be back in a2 minute.”

He left the room: so did Shirley, by another door.

Chapter rxdiij,

PHEBE.

HIRLEY probably got on pleasantly with Sir
Philip that evening, for the next morning eche
came down in one of her best moods.

¢« Who will take a walk with me ? *’ she asked, after
breakfast. ¢ Isabella and Gertrude—will you ? ”’
So rare was such an invitation from Mnss Keeldar to
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her female cousins that they hesitated before they
accepted it.  Their mamma, however, signifying
acquiescence in the project, they fetched their bonnets,
and the trio set out.

It did not suit these three young persons to be thrown
much together : Miss Keeldar liked the society of few
ladies : indeed, she had a cordial pleasure in that of
none except Mrs Pryor and Caroline Helstone. She
was civil, kind, attentive even to her cousins; but still
she usually had little to say to them. In the sunny
mood of this particular morning, she contrived to enter-
tain even the Misses Sympson. ~ Without deviating
from her wonted rule of discussing with them only
ordinary themes, she imparted to these themes an extra-
ordmary interest : the sparkle of her spirit glanced along

hrases.

hat made her so joyous? All the cause must
have been in herself. The day was not bright; it
was dim—a pale, waning autumn day: the walks
through the dun woods were damp ; the atmosphere
was heavy, the sky overcast ; and yet, it seemed that
in Shirley’s heart lived all the light and azure of Italy,
as all its fervour laughed in her grey English eye.

Some directions necessary to be given to her fore-
man, John, delayed her behind her cousins as they
neared Fieldhead on their return; perhaps an interval
of twenty minutes elapsed between her separation from
them and her re-entrance into the house : in the mean-
time she had spoken to John, and then.she had lingered
in the lane at the gate. A summons to luncheon called
her in: she excused herself from the meal, and went
u .
“1Is not Shirley coming to luncheon ?” asked Isa-
bella: ¢ ghe said she was not hungry.”

An hour after, as she did not quit her chamber, one
of her cousins went to seek her there. ‘She was found
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sitting at the foot of the bed, her head resting on her
hand : she looked quite pale, very thoughtful, almost
sad.

¢ You are not ill 2”’ was the question put.

«A little sick,”” replied Miss Keeldar.

Certainly she was not a little changed from what she
had been two hours before.

This change, accounted for only by those three words,
explained no otherwise; this change—whencesoever
springing, effected in a brief ten minutes—passed like
no light summer cloud. She talked when she joined
her friends at dinner, talked as usual ; she remained
with them during the evening; when again questioned
respecting her health, she declared herself perfectly
recovered : it had been a mere passing faintness: a
momentary sensation, not worth a thought : yet it was
felt there was a difference in Shirley.

The next day—the day—the week—the fortnight
after—this new and peculiar shadow lingered on the
countenance, in the manner of Miss Keeldar., A
strange quietude settled over her look, her movements,
her very voice. The alteration was not so marked as
to court or permit frequent questioning, yet it was
there, and it would not pass away: it hung over her
like a cloud which no breeze could stir or disperse.
Soon it became evident that to notice this change was
to annoy her. First she shrunk from remark ; and, if
persisted in, she, with her own peculiar hauteur, repelled
it. “Wassheill?”” The reply came with decision.

«1 am not.”

% Did anything weigh on her mind? Had anything
ha;g;ened to affect her spirits?

he scornfully ridiculed the idea. ¢ What did they
mean by spirits? She had no spirits, black or white,
blue or grey, to affect.”’ '
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“ Something must be the matter — she was so
altered.”

“ She supposed she had a right to alter at her ease.
She knew she was plainer: if it suited her to grow
ugly, why need others fret themselves on the subject.”

“ There must be a cause for the change—what was
lt ) »

She peremptorily requested to be let alone.

Then she would make every effort to appear quite
gay, and she seemed indignant at herself that she could
not perfectly succeed : brief, self-spurning epithets burst
from her lips when alone. <« Fool ! coward ! > she
would term herself. ¢ Poltroon!’’ she would say:
¢ if you must tremble—tremble in secret! Quail where
no eye sees you! ”’

“ How dare you’’—-she would ask herself—¢ how
dare you show your weakness and betray your imbecile
anxieties? Shake them off: rise above them: if you
cannot do this, hide them.”

And to hide them she did her best. She once more
became resolutely lively in company. When weary of
effort and forced to relax, she sought solitude: not the
solitude of her chamber—she refused to mope, shut up
between four walls—but that wilder solitude which lies
out of doors, and which she could chase, mounted on
Zoe, her mare. She took long rides of half a day.
Her uncle disapproved, but he dared not remonstrate :
it was never pleasant to face Shirley’s anger, even when
she was healthy and gay; but now that her face showed
thin, and her large eye looked hollow, there was some-
thing in the darkening of that face and kindling of that
eye which touched as well as alarmed.

To all comparative strangers who, unconscious of the
alterations in her spirits, commented on the alteration in
her looks, she had one reply—

I am perfectly well : I have not an ailment.”
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And health, indeed, she must have had, to be able to
bear the exposure to the weather she now encountered.
Wet or fair, calm or storm, she took her daily nde over
Stilbro’ Moor, Tartar keeping up at her side, with his
wolf-like gallop, long and untiring.

.T'wice—three times, the eyes of gossips—those eyes
which are everywhere : in the closet and on the hill-top
—noticed that instead of turning on Rushedge, the top-
ridge of Stilbro’ Moor, she rode forwards all the way
to the town. Scouts were not wanting to mark her
destination there ; it was ascertained that she alighted at
the door of one Mr Pearson Hall, a solicitor, related to
the Vicar of Nunnely : this gentleman and his ancestors
had been the agents of the Keeldar family for genera-
tions back : some people affirmed that Miss Keeldar
was become involved in business speculations connected
with Hollow’s Mill ; that she had lost money, and was
constrained to mortgage her land: others conjectured
that she was going to be married, and that the settle-
ments were preparing.

Mr Moore and Henry Sympson were together in the
schoolroom : the tutor was waiting for a lesson which
the pupil seemed busy in preparing.

“ Henry, make haste ! the afternoon is getting on.”

“JIsit, air?”’

“Certainly. Are you nearly ready with that
lesson 2

“ No.”

‘¢ Not nearly ready ?”’

I have not construed a line.”

Mr Moore looked up: the boy’s tone was rather

“The task presents no difficulties, Henry ; or, if it
does, bring them to me : we will work together.”
« Mr Moore, I can do no work.”
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« My boy, you are ill.”’

¢ Sir, I am not worse in bodily health than usual, but
my heart is full.”

¢ Shut the book. Come hither, Harry. Come to
the fireside.”

Harry limped forward ; his tutor placed him in a
chair: his lips were quivering, his eyes brimming. He
laid his crutch on the floor, bent down his head, and
wept.

“This dlstress is not occasioned {physlcal pain, you
say, Harr ly You have a grief—tell it me

“Sir, 1 have such a grief as I never had before. I
wish it could be relieved in some way: I can hardly
bear it.”’

«“ Who knows but, if we talk it over, we may relieve
it? What is the cause? Whom does it concern ?

¢ The cause, sir, is8 Shirley : it concerns Shirley.”

“Doesit? . . . You think her changed ? >’

«“ All who know her think her changed: you too,
Mr Moore.”

“ Not seriously,—no. I see no alteration but such
as a favourable turn might repair in a few weeks:
besides, her own word must go for something : she says
she is well.”’

«There it is, sir: as long as she maintained she was
well, I believed her. When I was sad out of her mght,
I soon recovered spirits in her presence Now . .

« Well, Harry, now . . Has she said anythmg
to you? You and she were together in the garden two
hours this morning : I saw her talking, and you listen-
ing. Now, my dear Harry ! if Miss Keeldar has said
she is ill, and enjoined you to keep her secret, do not
obey her. For her life’s sake, avow everything,
Speak, my boy ! ”’

«¢ She say ahe isill! I believe, sir, if she were dying,
she would smile, and aver ¢ Nothing ails me.” ”’
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“ What have you learned, then? What new cir-
cumstance . . .?

“ I have learned that she has just made her will.”

« Made her will ?

The tutor and pupil were silent.

¢ She told you that?”’ asked Moore, when some
minutes had elapsed.

“ She told me quite cheerfully : not as an ominous
circumstance, which I felt it to be. She said I was
the only person besides her solicitor, Pearson Hall, and
Mr Helstone and Mr Yorke, who knew anything
about it ; and to me, she intimated, she wished specially
to ex&lain its provisions.”

¢ (Go on, Harry.”

¢ < Because,’” she said, looking down on me with her
beautiful eyes,—oh! they ars beautiful, Mr Moore !
I love them,—I love her! She is my star! Heaven
must not claim her! She is lovely in this world, and
fitted for this world. Shirley is not an angel ; she is a
woman, and she shall live with men. Seraphs shall not
have her! Mr Moore—if one of the ¢sons of God,’
with wings wide and bright as the sky, blue and sound-
ing as the sea, having seen that she was fair, descended
to claim her, his claim should be withstood—withstood
by me—boy and cripple as I am ! ”’

“ Henry Sympson, go on, when I tell you.”

¢¢¢ Because,” she said, ¢if I made no will, and died
before you, Harry, all my property would go to you;
and I do not intend that it should be so, though your
father would like it. But you,’ she said, ¢ will have his
whole estate, which is large—Ilarger than Fieldhead ; your
sisters will have nothing, so I have left them some money:
though I do not love them, both together, half so much
as I love one lock of your fair hair.” She said these
words, and she called me her ¢darling,” and let me kiss
her. She went on to tell me that she had left Caroline
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Helstone some money too ; that this manor-house, with
its furniture and books, she had bequeathed to me, as she
did not choose to take the old family place from her own
blood ; and that all the rest of her property, amount-
ing to about twelve thousand pounds, exclusive of the
legacies to my sisters and Miss Helstone, she had willed,
not to me, seeing I was already rich, but to a good
man, who would make the best use of it that any human
being could do : a man, she said, that was both gentle
and brave, strong and merciful ; a man that might not
profess to be pious, but she knew he had the secret of
religion pure and undefiled before God. The spirit of
love and peace was with him : he visited the fatherless
and widows in their affliction, and kept himself unspotted
from the world. Then she asked, ¢Do you approve
what I have done, Harry?’ I could not answer,—
my tears choked me, as they do now.”

Mr Moore allowed his pupil a moment to contend
with and master his emotion: he then demanded—
¢ What else did she say?”’

“ When I had signified my full consent to the con-
ditions of her will, she told me I was a generous boy,
and she was proud of me : ¢ And now,’ she added, ¢in
case anything should happen, you will know what to
say to Malice when she comes whispering hard things
in your ear, insinuating that Shirley has wronged you ;
that she did not love you. You will know that I did
love you, Harry ; that no sister could have loved you
better, my own treasure.” Mr Moore, sir, when I
remember her voice, and recall her look, my heart beats
as if it would break its strings. She may go to heaven
before me—if God commands it, she must ; but the
rest of my life—and my life will not be long—I am
glad of that now—shall be a straight, quick, thoughtful
journey in the path her step has pressed. I thought to
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enter the vault of the Keeldars before her : should it be
otherwise, lay my coffin by Shirley’s side.”

Moore answered him with a weighty calm, that
offered a strange contrast to the boy’s perturbed en-
thusiasm.

“ You are wrong, both of you—you harm each other.
If youth once falls under the influence of a shadowy
terror, it imagines there will never be full sunlight again,
its first calamity it fancies will last a lifetime. What
more did she say ? Anything more ?”’

«“ We settled one or two family points between our-
selves.”

¢ ] should rather like to know what ”>——

“ But, Mr Moore, you smile—7 could not smile to
see Shirley in such a mood.”

“ My boy, I am neither nervous, nor poetic, nor in-
experienced. I see things as they are: you don’t as
yet. Tell me these family points.”

¢ Only, sir, she asked me whether I considered my-
self most of a Keeldar or a Sympson ; and I answered
I was Keeldar to the core of the heart, and to the
marrow of the bones. She said she was glad of it;
for, besides her, I was the only Keeldar left in England :
and then we agreed on some matters.”’

« Well?”

«“ Well, sir, that if I lived to inherit my father’s
estate, and her house, I was to take the name of
Keeldar, and to make Fieldhead my residence. Henry
Shirley Keeldar I said I would be called: and I will.
Her name and her manor-house are ages old, and
Sympson and Sympson Grove are of yesterday.”

« Come, you are neither of you going to heaven yet.
I have the best hopes of you both, with your proud
distinctions—a pair of half-fledged eaglets. Now, what
is your inference from all you have told me? Putit
into words.”
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¢« That Shirley thinks she is going to die.”

¢ She referred to her health ?”’

« Not once; but I assure you she is wasting : her
hands are growing quite thin, and so is her cheek.”

¢¢ Does she ever complain to your mother or sisters ? *’

« Never. She laughs at them when they question
her. Mr Moore, she is a strange being—so fair and
girlish: not a manlike woman at all—not an Amazon,
and yet lifting her head above both help and sympathy.”

“ Do you know where she is now, Henry ? Is she
in the house, or riding out ? ”’

¢ Surely not out, sir—it rains fast.”

« True: which; however, is no guarantee that she is
not at this moment cantering over Rushedge. Of late
she has never permitted weather to be a hindrance to
her rides.”

“ You remember, Mr Moore, how wet and stormy it
was last Wednesday ? so wild, indeed, that she would
not permit Zoe€ to be saddled ; yet the blast she thought
too tempestuous for her mare, she herself faced on foot ;
that afternoon she walked nearly as far as Nunnely, I
asked her, when she came in, if she was not afraid of
taking cold. ¢ Not I,’ she said, ¢it would be too much
good luck for me. 1 don’t know, Harry ; but the best
thing that could happen to me would be to take a good
cold and fever, and so pass off like other Christians.’
She is reckless, you see, sir.”’

¢ Reckless indeed! Go and find out where she is
and if you can get an opportunity of speaking to her,
without attracting attention, request her to come here a
minute.”’

¢« Yes, sir.”

He snatched his crutch, and started up to go.

« Harry ! ”

He returned.

“ Do not deliver the message formally. Word it as,
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in former days, you would have worded an ordinary
summons to the schoolroom.”

« I see, sir; she will be more likely to obey.”

« And Harry

« Sir?”

“ I will call you when I want you: till then, you are
dispensed from lessons.”

He departed. Mr Moore, left alone, rose from his
desk.

“I can be very cool and very supercilious with
Henry,” he said. “I can seem to make light of his
apprehensions, and look down ¢ du haut de ma grandeur’
on his youthful ardour. To bim I can speak as if, in
my eyes, they were both children. Let me see if I
can keep up the same réle with her. I have known
the moment when I seemed about to forget it; when
Confusion and Submission seemed about to crush me
with their soft tyranny; when my tongue faltered, and
[ have almost let the mantle drop, and stood in her
gresence, not master—no—but something else. I trust

shall never so play the fool : it is well for a Sir Philip
Nunnely to redden when he meets her eye: he may
permit himself the indulgence of submission—he may
even without disgrace suffer his hand to tremble when
it touches hers ; but if one of her farmers were to show
himself susceptible and sentimental, he would merely
prove his need of a strait waistcoat. So far I have
always done very well. She has sat near me, and I
have not shaken—more than my desk. I have en-
countered her looks and smiles like—why, like a tutor,
a8 I am. Her hand I never yet touched—never
underwent that test. Her farmer or her footman I am
not—no serf nor servant of hers have I ever been: but
I am poor, and it behoves me to look to my self-respect
—not to compromise an inch of it. What did she
mean by that allusion to the cold people who petrify




192 SHIRLEY.

flesh to marble? It pleased me—I hardly know why
—I would not penmt myself to inquire—I never do
indulge in scrutiny either of her language or counten-
ance ; for if I did, 1 should sometimes forget Common
Sense and believe in Romance. A strange, secret
ecstacy steals through my veins at moments: I’ll not
encourage—I’ll not remember it. I am resolved, as
long as may be, to retain the right to say with Paul—
¢I am not mad but speak forth the words of truth and
soberness.’ .
aused—Ilistening.

¢« Will she come, or will she not come?”’ he in-
quired. ¢ How will she take the message ? naively or
disdainfully ? like a child or like a queen ? Both char-
acters are in her nature.

«If she comes, what shall I say to her? How
account, firstly, for the freedom of the request? Shall
I apologise to her? I could in all humility; but
wouﬁio an apology tend to place us in the positions we
ought relatively to occupy in this matter? I must
keep up the professor, otherwise—I hear a door ”’——
He waited. Many minutes passed.

“She will refuse me. Henry is entreating her to
come: she declines. My petition is presumption in
her eyes: let her only come, I can teach her to the
contrary. I would rather she were a little perverse—
it will steel me. I prefer her, cuirassed in pride, armed
with a taunt. Her scorn startles me from my dreams
—I stand up myself A sarcasm from her eyes or lips
puts strength into every nerve and sinew I have. Some
step approaches, and not Henry’s. . . .”

The door unclosed ; Miss Keeldar came in. The
message, it appeared, had found her at her needle : she
brought her work in her hand. That day she had not
been riding out: she had evidently passed it quietly.
She wore her neat indoor dress and silk apron. This
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was no Thalestris from the fields, but a quiet domestic
character from the fireside. Mr Moore had her at
advantage : he should have addressed her at once in
solemn accents, and with rigid mien ; perhaps he would,
had she looked saucy ; but her air never showed less of
craniere ; a soft kind of youthful shyness depressed her
eyelid and mantled on her cheek. The tutor stood
silent.

‘She made a full stop between the door and his desk.

“ Did you want me, sir ? *’ she asked.

«“] ventured, Miss Keeldar, to send for you—that
is, to ask an interview of a few minutes.”

She waited : she plied her needle.

« Well, sir’ (not lifting her eyes)—¢¢ what about ? ”’

“ Be seated first. The subject I would broach is
one of some moment: perhaps I have hardly a right to
approach it : it is possible I ought to frame an apology :
it is possible no apology can excuse me. The liberty
I have taken arises from a conversation with Henry.
The boy is unhappy about your health : all your friends
are unhappy on that subject. It is of your health I
would speak.”

“] am quite well,” she said briefly.

¢ Yet changed.”

« That matters to none but myself. We all
change.”

« Will you sit down? Formerly, Miss Keeldar, 1
had some influence with you—have I any now? May
I feel that what I am saying is not accounted positive
presumption ? *’

¢ Let me read some French, Mr Moore, or I will
even take a spell at the Latin grammar, and let us pro-
claim a truce to all sanitary discussions.”

¢ No—no : it is time there were discussions.”

« Discuss away, then, but do not choose me for your
text ; I am a healthy subject.”

Il N
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“ Do you not think it wrong to affirm and reaffirm
what is substantially untrue ?”’

“] say I am well : I have neither cough, pain, nor
fever.”

“«Is there no equivocation in that assertion? Is it
the direct truth ?”’

“ The direct truth.”

Louis Moore looked at her earnestly.

“I can myself,”” he said, ¢ trace no indications of
actual disease ; but why, then, are you altered ?

“ Am 1 altered ?”’

« We will try : we will seek a proof.”

« How?”

“] ask, in the first place, do you sleep as you used
tO ? 2

“T do not : but it is not because I am ill.”

« Have you the appetite you once had ? *’

“ No : but it is not because I am ill.”’

“ You remember this little ring fastened to my watch-
chain? It was my mother’s, and is too small to pass
the joint of my little finger. You have many a time
sportively purloined it: it fitted your fore-finger. Try
now.”’

She permitted the test : the ring dropped from the
wasted little hand. ~Louis picked it up, and re-
attached it to the chain. An uneasy flush coloured his
brow. Shirley again said—¢ It is not because I am
ill.”

« Not only have you lost sleep, appetite, and flesh,”
proceeded Moore, “but your spirits are always at
ebb : besides, there is 2 nervous alarm in your eye—a
nervous disquiet in your manner : these peculiarities were
not formerly yours.”

«.Mr Moore, we will pause here. You have exactly
hit it: I am nervous. Now, talk of something else.
What wet weather we have ! Steady, pouring rain !
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¢ Younervous? Yes: and if Miss Keeldar is nervous,
it is not without a cause. Let me reach it. Let me
look nearer. The ailment is not physical: I have
suspected that. It came in one moment. I know the
day. I noticed the change. Your pain is mental.”

“Not at all: it is nothing so dignified—merely
nervous. Oh! dismiss the topic.”

«“ When it i8 exhausted : not till then. Nervous
alarms should always be communicated, that they may
be dissipated. I wish I had the gift of persuasion, and
could incline you to speak willingly. 1 believe con-
fession, in your case, would be half equivalent to cure.”

“ No,”” said Shirley abruptly : I wish that were at
all probable : but I am afraid it is not.”

She suspended her work a moment. She was now
seated. Resting her elbow on the table, she leaned her
head on her hand. Mr Moore looked as if he felt he
had at last gained some footing in this difficult path.
She was serious, and in her wish was implied an
important admission ; after that, she could no longer
affirm that nothing alled her.

The tutor allowed her some minutes for repose and
reflection, ere he returned to the charge : once, his lips
moved to speak; but he thought better of it, and
prolonged the pause. Shirley lifted her eye to his:
had he betrayed injudicious emotion, perhaps obstinate
persistence in silence would have been the result'; but
he looked calm, strong, trustworthy.

1 had better tell you than my aunt,” she said, * or
than my cousins, or my uncle: they would all make
such a bustle—and it is that very bustle I dread; the
alarm, the flurry, the éclat: in short, I never liked to
be the centre of a small domestic whirlpool. You can
bear a little shock—eh ¢ *’

“ A great one, if necessary.”

Not a muscle of the man’s frame moved, and yet his
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large heart beat fast in his deep chest. What was she
going to tell him? Was irremediable mischief done ?

¢« Had I thought it right to go to you, I would never
have made a secret of the matter one moment,”’ she
continued : * I would have told you at once, and asked
advice.”

¢« Why was it not right to come to me ? ”’

“It might be right—I do not mean that; but I
could not do it. I seemed to have no title to trouble
you : the mishap concerned me only—I wanted to k
it to myself, and people will not let me. I tell you, I
hate to be an object of worrying attention, or a theme
for village gossip. Besides, it may pass away without
result—God knows ! *’

Moore, though tortured with suspense, did not de-
mand a quick explanation ; he suffered neither gesture,

glance, nor word, to betray impatience. His tran-
qullhty tranqmlhsed Shirley ; his confidence reassured
her.

¢« Great effects may spring from trivial causes,” she
remarked, as she loosened a bracelet from her wrist ;
then, unfastemng her sleeve, and partially turning it up

—<¢ L ook here, Mr Moore.”

She showed a mark in her white arm ; rather a deep
though healed-up indentation : something between a
burn and a cut.

¢« 1 would not show that to any one in Bnarﬁeld but
you, because you can take it quietly.”

“ Certainly there is nothmg in the little mark to
shock : its history will explain.”

¢« Small as it is, it has taken my sleep away, and made
me nervous, thin, and foolish ; because, on account, of
that little mark, I am obllged to look forward to a pos-
sibility that has its terrors.’

The sleeve was readjusted ; the bracelet replaced.

“ Do you know that you try me ? >’ he said, smiling.
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“ I am a patient sort of man, but my pulse is quicken-
ing.”’

« Whatever happens, you will befriend me, Mr
Moore. You will give me the benefit of your self-
possession, and not leave me at the mercy of agitated
cowards ?

¢ I make no promise now. Tell me the tale, and
then exact what pledge you will.”’

¢ It is a very short tale. I took a walk with Isabella
and Gertrude one day, about three weeks ago. They
reached home before me : I stayed behind to speak to
John. After leaving him, I pleased myself with linger-
ing in the lane, where all was very still and shady : I
was tired of chattering to the girls, and in no hurry to
rejoin them. As I stood leaning against the gate-
pillar, thinking some very happy thoughts about my
future life—for that morning I imagined that events
were beginning to turn as I had long wished them to
turn ”’

“ Ah! Nunnely had been with her the evening be-
fore !’ thought Moore parenthetically.

" «I heard a panting sound ; a dog came running up

the lane. I know most of the dogs in this neighbour-
hood; it was Phceebe, one of Mr Sam Wynne’s
pointers. The poor creature ran with her head down,
her tongue hanging out; she looked as if bruised and
beaten all over. I called her; I meant to coax her
into the house, and give her some water and dinner ; I
felt sure she had been ill-used : Mr Sam often flogs
his pointers cruelly. She was too flurried to know me ;
and when I attempted to pat her head, she turned and
snatched at my arm. She bit it so as to draw blood,
then ran panting on. Directly after, Mr Wynne’s
keeper came up, carrying a gun. He asked if I had
seen a dog ; I told him I had seen Phcebe.

“ ¢ You had better chain up Tartar, ma’am,’ he said.
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¢ and tell your people to keep within the house; I am
after Pheebe to shoot her, and the groom is gone
another way. She is raging mad.’

Mr Moore leaned back in his chair, and folded his
arms across his chest ; Miss Keeldar resumed her
square of silk canvas, and continued the creation of a
wreath of Parmese violets.

“ And you told no one, sought no help, no cure:
you would not come to me ? ”’

“I got as far as the schoolroom door; there my
courage failed : I preferred to cushion the matter.”

«“ Why! What can I demand better in this world
than to be of use to you ?

¢ T had no claim.”

¢« Monstrous! And you did nothing ?”’

““Yes : I walked straight into the laundry, where
they are ironing most of the week, now that 1 have
80 many guests in the house. While the maid was
busy crimping or starching, I took an Italian iron from
the fire, and applied the light scarlet glowing tip to my
arm : I bored it well in : it cauterised the little wound.
Then I went upstairs.”

“ I dare say you never once groaned ? *’

“I am sure I don’t know. I was very miserable.
Not firm or tranquil at all, I think : there was no calm
in my mind.” :

“There was calm in your person. I remember
listening the whole time we sat at luncheon, to hear if
you moved in the room above : all was quiet.”

“ I was sitting at the foot of the bed, wishing Pheebe
'had not bitten me.”

“ And alone! You like solitude.”

“Pardon me.”

“ You disdain sympathy.”

“ Do I, Mr Moore?”’
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«“ With your powerful mind, you must feel in-
dependent of help, of advice, of socnety

¢ So be it—since it pleases you.’

She smiled. She pursued her embroidery carefully
and quickly ; but her eyelash twinkled, and then it
glittered, and then a drop fell.

Mr Moore leaned forward on his desk, moved his
chair, altered his attltude

“1f it is not s0,” he asked, with a_peculiar, mellow
change in his voice, “how is it, then ? ”’

“] dan’t know.” ‘

“ You do know, but you won’t speak : all must be
locked up in yourself.”

¢ Because it 18 not worth shanng

“ Because nobody can give the hlgh price you re-
quire for your confidence. Nobody is rich enough to
purchase it. Nobody has the honour, the intellect, the
power you demand in your adviser. There is not a
shoulder in England on which you would rest your
hand for support—far less a bosom which you would
permxt to pillow your head. Of course you must live
alone.”

“1 can live alone, if need be. But the question is
not how to live—but how to die alone. That strikes
me in a more grisly light.”’

“You apprehend the effects of the virus? You
anticipate an indefinitely threatening, dreadful doom?”

She bowed.

“ You are very nervous and womanish.’’

“ You complimented me two minutes since on my
powerful mind.”

“ You are very womanish. If the whole affair were
coolly examined and discussed, I feel assured it would
turn out that there is no danger of your dying at all.”

“Amen! I am very willing to live, if it please
God. I have felt life sweet.”
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“ How can it be otherwise than sweet with your
endowments and nature? Do you truly expect that
you will be seized with hydrophobia, and die raving
mad ?”’

L | expect it, and have feared it. Just now, I fear
nothing.’ '

“ Nor do I, on your account. I doubt whether the
smallest particle of virus mingled with your blood : and
if it did, let me assure you that—young, healthy, fault-
lessly sound as you are—no harm will ensue. For the
rest, [ shall enquire whether the dog was really mad.
I hold she was not mad.”

“ Tell nobody that she bit me.”

« Why should I, when I believe the bite innocuous
as a cut of this penknife? Make yourself easy: Jam
easy, though I value your life as much as I do my own
chance of happiness in eternity. Look up.”

« Why, Mr Moore?”’

“I wish to see if you are cheered. Put your work
down, raise your head.”

“ There ** ,

“Look at me. Thank you! And is the cloud
broken ? *’

“«] fear nothing.”

«“Is your mind restored to its own natural sunny
clime ?”’

“] am very content: but I want your promise.”’

« Dictate.”

“You know, in case the worst I bave feared should
happen, they will smother me. You need not smile:
they will—they always do. My uncle will be full of
horror, weakness, precipitation; and that is the only
expedient which will suggest itself to him. Nobody in
the house will be self-possessed but you: now promise
to befriend me—to keep Mr Sympson away from me
—not to let Henry come near, lest I should hurt him.
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Mind—mind that you take care of yourself, too: but I
shall not injure you, I know I shall not. Lock the
chamber-door against the surgeons—turn them out, if
they get in. Let neither the young nor the old
MacTurk lay a finger on me; nor Mr Greaves, their
colleague ; and, lastly, if I give trouble, with your own
hand administer to me a strong narcotic : such a sure
dose of laudanum as shall leave no mistake. Promise
to do this.”’

Moore left his desk, and permitted himself the re-
creation of one or two turns through the room.
Stopping behind Shirley’s chair, he bent over her, and
said, in a low emphatic voice—* I promise all you ask
—without comment, without reservation.”

«If female help is needed, call in my housekeeper,
Mrs Gill : let her lay me out, if I die. She is attached
to me. She wronged me again and again, and again
and again I forgave her. She now loves me, and
would not defraud me of a pin: confidence has made
her honest; forbearance has made her kind-hearted.
At this day, I can trust both her integrity, her courage,
and her affection. Call her; but keep my good aunt
and my timid cousms away. Once more, promise.”

“1 promise.”

“That is good in you,”” she said, looking up at him
as he bent over her, and smiling.

«“JIsit good? Does it comfort e

“ Very much.”

“I will be with you—I and Mrs Gill only—in any,
in every extremity where calm and fidelity are needed.
No rash or coward hand shall meddle.”

“Yet you think me childish ?”’

«] do.”

«“ Ah! you despise me.”

“ Do we despise children ?”’

“JIn fact, I am neither so strong, nor have I such



202 SHIRLEY.

pride in my strength, as people think, Mr Moore ; nor
am I so regardless of sympathy; but when I have any
grief, I fear to impart it to those I love, lest it should
pain them ; and to those whom I view with indiffer-
ence, I cannot condescend to complain. After all,
you should not taunt me with being childish; for if
you were as unhappy as I have been for the last three
weeks, you too would want some friend.”

“We all want a friend, do we not?”’

“ All of us that have anything good in our natures.”

« Well, you have Caroline Helstone.”

“Yes. . . . And you have Mr Hall.”

“Yes. . . . Mrs Pryor is a wise, good woman : she
can counsel you when you need counsel.”

“ For your part, you have your brother Robert.”

“ For any right-hand defections, there is the Rev.
Matthewson Helstone, M.A., to lean upon; for any
left-hand fallings off, there is Hiram ?orke, Esq.
Both elders pay you homage.”

“1 never saw Mrs Yorke so motherly to any young
man as she is to you. I don’t know how you have
won her heart ; but she is more tender to you than she
is to her own sons. You have, besides, your sister,
Hortense.”

« It appears we are both well provided.”

« It appears so.”

« How thankful we ought to be ! »’

“ Yes.”

« How contented ! ”’

“ Yes.”

“ For my part, I am almost contented just now, and
very thankful. Gratitude is a divine emotion : it fills
the heart, but not to bursting : it warms it, but not to
fever. 1 like to taste leisurely of bliss : devoured in
haste, I do not know its flavour.”

Still leaning on the back of Miss Keeldar’s chair,
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Moore watched the rapid motion of her fingers, as the
green and purple garland grew beneath them. After a
prolonged pause, he again asked, «Is the shadow guire
gone?”’

“ Wholly. As I was two hours since, and as I am
now, are two different states of existence. I believe,
Mr Moore, griefs and fears nursed in silence grow like
Titan infants.” '

“ You will cherish such feelings no more in silence ?

“ Not if I dare speak.”

“ In using the word ¢ dare,’ to whom do you allude ? ”’

“To you.”

“« How is it applicable to me?”’

“ On account of your austerity and shyness.”’

“ Why am I austere and shy?”’

“ Because you are proud.”

«“ Why am I proud ? ”

“ I should like to know : will you be good enough
to tell me?”’

“ Perhaps, because I am poor, for one reason :
poverty and pride often go together.”

¢ That is such a nice reason : I should be charmed to
discover another that would pair with it. Mate that
turtle, Mr Moore.”

 Immediately. What do you think of marrying to
sober Poverty many-tinted Caprice? ”’

“ Are you capricious ?”’

« Xou are.”

« A libel. I am steady as a rock : fixed as the Polar
Star.”

¢ I look out at some early hour of the day, and see
a fine, perfect rainbow, bright with promise, gloriously
spanning the beclouded welkin of life. An hour after-
wards I look again—half the arch is gone, and the rest
is faded. Still later, the stern sky denies that it ever
wore 8o benign a symbol of hope.’
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«“ Well, Mr Moore, you should contend against these
changeful humours : they are your besetting sin. One
never knows where to have you.”

¢« Miss Keeldar, I had once—for two years—a pupil
who grew very dear to me. Henry is dear, but she
was dearer. Henry never gives me trouble ; she—
well—she did. I think she vexed me twenty-three
hours out of the twenty-four ”’

“ She was never with you above three hours, or at the
most six at a time.”’ .

“« She sometimes spilled the draught from my cup,
and stole the food from my plate ; and when she had
kept me unfed for a day (and that did not suit me, for
I am a man accustomed to take my meals with reason-
able relish, and to ascribe due importance to the rational
enjoyment of creature comforts)”’

« I know you do. I can tell what sort of dinners
you like best—perfectly well. I know precisely the
dishes you prefer *’

¢ She robbed these dishes of flavour, and made a fool
of me besides. I like to sleep well. In my quiet days,
when I was my own man, I never quarrelled with the
night for being long, nor cursed my bed for its thorns.
She changed all this.”

« Mr Moore ”’

“ And having taken from me peace of mind, and
ease of life, she took from me herself; quite coolly—
just as if, when she was gone, the world would be all
the same to me. 1 knew I should see her again at
some time. At the end of two years, it fell out that
we encountered again under her own roof, where she
was mistress. How do you think she bore herself
towards me, Miss Keeldar? *’

« Like one who had profited well by lessons learned
from yourself.”

« She received me haughtily : she meted out a wide
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space between us, and kept me aloof by the reserved
gesture, the rare and alienated glance, the word calmly
civil.”’

“She was an excellent pupil! Having seen you
distant, she at once learned to withdraw. Pray, sir,
admire in her hauteur, a careful improvement on your
own coolness.”

¢« Conscience, and honour, and the most despotic
necessity, dragged me apart from her, and kept me
sundered with ponderous fetters. She was free : she
might have been clement.”

“ Never free to compromise her self-respect : to seek
where she had been shunned.”

“ Then she was inconsistent : she tantalised as before.
When I thought I had made up my mind to seeing in her
only a lofty stranger, she would suddenly show me such

{ glimpse of loving simplicity—she would warm me with
such a beam of reviving sympathy, she would gladden
an hour with converse so gentle, gay, and kindly—that
I could no more shut my heart on her image, than I
could close that door against her presence. Explain
why she distressed me so.”

¢ She could not bear to be quite outcast; and then
she would sometimes get a notion into her head, on a
cold, wet day, that the schoolroom was no cheerful
place, and feel it incumbent on her to go and see if you
and Henry kept up a good fire; and once there she
liked to stay.”

¢ But she should not be changeful : if she came at
all, she should come oftener.”

¢ There is such a thing as intrusion.”

« To-morrow, you will not be as you are to-day.”

« [ don’t know. Will you?”

«“1 am not mad, most noble Berenice! We may
give one day to dreaming, but the next we must awake ;
and I shall awake to purpose the moming you are
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married to Sir Philip Nunnely. The fire shines on you
and me, and shows us very clearly in the glass, Miss
Keeldar; and I have been gazing on the picture all
the time I have been talking. Look up! What a
difference between your head and mine !—I look old
for thirty ! *

“ You are so grave; you have such a square brow ;
and your face is sallow. I never regard you as a young
man, nor as Robert’s junior.”

“Don’t you? I thought not. Imagine Robert’s
clear-cut, handsome face looking over my shoulder.
Does not the apparition make vividly manifest the
obtuse mould of my heavy traits? There !’ (he started)
“] have been expecting that wire to vibrate this last
half-hour.”

The dinner-bell rang, and Shirley rose.

« Mr Moore,” she said, as she gathered up her silks,
“ have you heard from your brother lately? Do you
know what he means by staying in town so long? Does
he talk of returning ¢’

«“ He talks of returning; but what has caused his
long absence I cannot tell. To speak the truth, I
thought none in Yorkshire knew better than yourself
why he was reluctant to come home.”

A crimson shadow passed across Miss Keeldar’s
cheek.

¢ Write to him and urge him to come,” she said.
] know there has been no impolicy in protracting his
absence thus far : it is good to let the mill stand, while
trade is 8o bad ; but he must not abandon the county.”

«“] am aware,” said Louis, ¢ that he had an inter-
view with you the evening before he left, and I saw him
quit Fieldhead afterwards. I read his countenance, or
tried to read it. He turned from me. I divined that
he would be long away. Some fine, slight fingers have
a wondrous knack at pulverising a man’s brittle pride.
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I suppose Robert put too much trust in his manly beauty
and native gentlemanhood. Those are better off who,
being destitute of advantage, cannot cherish delusion.
But I will write, and say you advise his return.”

“ Do not say / advise his return, but that his return
is advisable.”

The second bell rang, and Miss Keeldar obeyed
its call.

Chapter rrix.

LOUIS MOORE.

OUIS MOORE was used to a quiet life: being
a quiet man, he endured it better than most men
would : having a large world of his own in his
own head and heart, he tolerated confinement to a
small, still corner of the real world very patiently.
How hushed is Fieldhead this evening! All but
Moore-—Miss Keeldar, the whole family of the Symp-
sons, even Henry—are gone to Nunnely. Sir Philip
would have them come: he wished to make them
acquainted with his mother and sisters, who are now at
the Priory. Kind gentleman as the Baronet is, he
asked the tutor too ; but the tutor would much sooner
have made an appointment with the ghost of the Earl
of Huntingdon to meet him, and a shadowy ring of his
merry men, under the canopy of the thickest, blackest,
oldest oak in Nunnely Forest. Yes, he would rather
have appointed tryst with a phantom abbess, or mist-
pale nun, among the wet and weedy relics of that ruined
sanctuary of theirs, mouldering in the core of the wood.
Louis Moore longs to have something near him to-
night : but not the boy-baronet, nor his benevolent but
stern mother, nor his patrician sisters, nor one soul of

the Sympsons.
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This night is not calm : the equinox still struggles in
its storms. The wild rains of the day are abated : the
great single cloud disparts and rolls away from heaven,
not passing and leaving a sea all sapphire, but tossed
buoyant before a continued, long-sounding, high-rush-
ing moonlight tempest. The Moon reigns glorious,
glad of the gale ; as glad as if she gave herself to his
fierce caress with love. No Endymion will watch for
his goddess to-night : there are no flocks out on the
mountains ; and it is well, for to-night she welcomes
olus.

Moore—sitting in the schoolroom—heard the storm
roar round the other gable, and along the hall-front :
this end was sheltered. He wanted no shelter; he
desired no subdued sounds, or screened position.

¢ All the parlours are empty,” said he: ¢ I am sick
at heart of this cell.”

He left it, and went where the casements, larger and
freer than the branch-screened lattice of his own apart-
ment, admitted unimpeded the dark-blue, the silver-
fleeced, the stirring and sweeping vision of the autumn
night-sky. He carried no candle : unneeded was lamp or
fire: the broad and clear, though cloud-crossed and
fluctuating beam of the moon shone on every floor and
wall.

Moore wanders through all the rooms: he seems
following a phantom from parlour to parlour. In the
oak-room he stops ; this is not chill, and polished, and
fireless like the salon: the hearth is hot and ruddy ; the
cinders tinkle in the intense heat of their clear glow ;
near the rug is a little work-table, a desk upon it, a chair
near it.

Does the vision Moore has tracked occupy that
chair?  You would think so, could you see him stand-
ing before it. There is as much interest now in his
eye, and as much significance in his face, as if in this
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household solitude he had found a living companion,
and was going to speak to it.

He makes discoveries. A bag, a small satin bag,
hangs on the chair-back. The desk is open, the keys
are in the lock; a pretty seal, a silver pen, a crimson
berry or two of ripe fruit on a green leaf, a small, clean,
delicate glove—these trifles at once decorate and dis-
arrange the stand they strew. Order forbids details in
a picture : she puts them tidily away ; but details give
charm.

Moore spoke.

¢ Her mark,”” he said : ¢ here she has been—care-
less, attractive thing !—called away in haste, doubtless,
and forgetting to return and put all to rights. Why
does she leave fascination in her footprints? Whence
did she acquire the gift to be heedless, and never offend ?
There is always something to chide in her, and the
reprimand never settles in displeasure on the heart ; but,
for her lover or her husband, when it had trickled a
while in words, would naturally melt from his lips in a
kiss. Better pass half-an-hour in remonstrating with
her, than a day in admiring or praising any other woman
alivee. Am I muttering >—soliloquising ? Stop that.”

He did stop it. He stood thinking ; and then he
made an arrangement for his evening’s comfort.

He dropped the curtains over the broad window and
regal moon : he shut out Sovereign and Court and
Starry Armies ; he added fuel to the hot but fast-wasting
fire ; he lit a candle, of which there were a pair on the
table ; he placed another chair opposite that near the
work=-stand, and then he sat down. His next movement
was to take from his pocket a small, thick book of blank
paper ; to produce a pencil ; and to begin to write in a
cramp, compact hand. Come near, by all means,
reader : do not be shy: stoop over his shoulder fear-
lessly, and read as he scribbles.

II. o
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« It is nine o’clock; the carriage will not return
before eleven, I am certain. Freedom is mine till
then : till then, I may occupy her room ; sit opposite
her chair ; rest my elbow on her table ; have her little
mementoes about me.

«“I used rather to like Solitude—to fancy her a
somewhat quiet and serious, yet fair nymph ; an Oread,
descending to me from lone mountain-passes; some-
thing of the blue mist of hills in her array and of their
chill breeze in her breath—but much, also, of their
solemn beauty in her mien. I once could court her
gerenely, and imagine my heart easier when I held her
to it—all mute, but majestic.

¢ Since that day I called S. to me in the schoolroom,
and she came and sat so near my side ; since she opened
the trouble of her mind to me—asked my protection—
Sppealed to my strength: since that hour I abhor

olitude Cold abstraction — fleshless skeleton—-
daughter—mother—and mate of Death !

« It is pleasant to write about what is near and dear
as the core of my heart : none can deprive me of this
little book, and through this pencil, I can say to it what
I will—say what I dare utter to nothing living—say
what I dare not ¢hink aloud.

« We have scarcely encountered each other since that
evening. Once, when I was alone in the drawing-
room, seeking a book of Henry’s, she entered, dressed
for a concert at Stilbro’. Shyness—ber shyness, not
mine—drew a silver veil between us. Much cant have
I heard and read about ¢ maiden modesty ;* but, properly
used, and not hackneyed, the words are good and
appropriate words: as she passed to the wmdow, after
tacitly but gracefully recognising me, I could call her
nothing in my own mind save ¢stainless virgin: > to my
perception, a delicate splendour robed her, and the
modesty of girlhood was her halo. I may be the mos
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fatuous, as I am one of the plainest, of men ; but, in
truth, that shyness of hers touched me exquisitely : it
flattered my finest sensations. I looked a stupid block,
I dare say : I was alive with a life of Paradise, as she
turned ber glance from my glance, and softly averted her
head to hide the suftusion of her cheek.

“T know this is the talk of a dreamer—of a rapt,
romantic lunatic : I do dream: I aill dream now and
then ; and if she has inspired romance into my prosaic
composition, how can I help it ?

¢ What a child she is sometimes! What an un-
sophisticated, untaught thing! I see her now, looking
up into my face, and entreating me to prevent them
from smothering her, and to be sure and give her a
strong narcotic: I see her confessing that she was
not so self-sufficing, so independent of sympathy, as
people thought : I see the secret tear drop quietly from
her eyelash. She said I thought her childish—and I
did. She imagined I despised her.——Despised her! it
was unutterably sweet to feel myself at once near her
and above her: to be conscious of a natural right and
%wer to sustain her, as a husband should sustain his

e.

« I worship her perfections ; but it is her faults, or at
least her foibles, that bring her near to me—that nestle
her to my heart—that fold her about with my love—
and that for a most selfish, but deeply-natural reason :
these faults are the steps by which I mount to ascendency
over her. If she rose a trimmed, artificial mound,
without inequality, what vantage would she offer the
foot ? It is the natural hill, with its mossy breaks and
hollows, whose slope invites ascent—whose summit it is
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