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CHAPTER I

I was on a bright afternoon in early autumn, when
the air was just sharp enough to make every one feel
in good spirits, and the ground under the ash-trees
had begun to be sprinkled with yellow leaves, that
a little girl stood on the top of a green bank that
formed the boundary of a large sunny garden, and
raised herself on tip-toe, that she might the better
see a long way down the road, from which she was
only separated by a laurel hedge. ,

The young lady was rather pretty, with a fair com-
plexion, blue eyes, and thick brown curls. Her face
bad been shaded by a large straw-hat; but the hat
was hanging on her shoulders, having been pushed
back in the eagerness of her watching.

At last she was rewarded by the sound of a horse’s
feet in the distance. The moment the regular patter-
ing caught her ear, she ran down the bank, and, dis-
appearing amongst the shrubs, was soon seen again,
some twenty yards off, standing for a moment before
the heavy iron gate. With eager fingers, in a twin-
kling she unlatched the gate, and ran out upon the

. B



2 BROTHER AND BISTER.

high-road, quite deaf to the call of a sharp voice from
the other 'side of the ‘garden,—*“ Miss Edith, Miss
Edith! you know your mamma doesn’t allow of that!”

Some distance Miss Edith had to run before she
met the horseman for whom she had watched so
long. This was a young gentleman about fourteen
years of age, tall and slender, and so like the little
glrl that any one would have guessed him to be her
brotker. There were, however, points of difference
between them. His countenance was thoughtful, and
the expression of his mouth determined; and it was
only when his face relaxed into a smile, as it did the
moment he perceived his little sister, that he looked
so very like her.

She was breathless with her exertions, and it was
not till he had stopped his horse, and dismounted
beside her, that she was able to gasp out, * Oh,
Ernest!

“ Well, Miss Edie, what is in the wind now? I
suppose that you want to bespeak the first swing this
afternoon. But come, ¢ Bonnie ’ shall carry you back
‘again; you are quite out of breath with running:”
"and, as he spoke, he carefully lifted his sister upon
the quiet horse, and giving her the bridle, put his
arm beside her on the saddle, and walked along.

“ Oh, Ernest!” began Edith, again, “ what do you
‘think ?” )

“ That you had no business, after all, to be running
out to meet me,” said Ernest, as if he had suddenly
recollected something. “Did I not hear mamma
say the other day that you were never to come out
upon this road alone ?

“Well, but Ernest—"" began Edith.
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« “Thereis no  but’ in the matter,” said Ernest, in-
terrupting her: “T wish only that you girls could
come for a month to our school, to get some notion of
-obedience.”

“ Now, Ernest,” said Edith, pouting a little, “I
have a good mind not to tell you at all, if you are so
~ross.”

“Tell me what ?” said Ernest, pretending to look
indifferent.

« 1t is very important, really,” said Edith; «I
-heard mamma say so to papa onemorning. She said,
¢ It is a serious responsibility, with so many children
already in the house.”

“ Why, what is going to happen to us all, Edith ?—
tell me quick.”

“We are to have a new companion,” said Edith,
all her animation returning, when she found that
Ernest was really interested; “mamma has told us
so. And she has such a pretty name; and she is
older than Marian; and she has always lived by her-
self ; and her papa is dead, poor thing; and mamma
‘says we must all be very kind to her.”

“Whew!” whistled Ernest. “This is a piece of
‘news, indeed. And what is the pretty name, Edie P”

« Helena Bertram,” replied Edith. “ Helena! Isn't
it nice ?

“I don’t know,” said Ernest; “ that depends upon
the owner. We have a boy called Cecil Montgomery,
‘and he is the greatest cad in existence. But I see now
how it is; last Monday morning, or the one before,
T heard papa say that his old friend, Colonel Bertram,
was dead. But, Edie, this damsel is not coming to
‘live with us, is she 7"

: B2



4 OAKRIDGE,

“Oh yes,” replied his sister; “and she is to
have the pretty little’ green 'room, within Marian’s
and mine, where Louy sleeps ; because mamma says
that she has been accustomed to be by herself; and
still she will not be lonely.”

“ Not very lonely, in your neighbourhood, I should
think, mademoiselle,” said Ernest, looking affec-
tionately at the animated face above him.

“ But what do you think, Ernest?’’ continued
Edith, using her favourite phrase again; “I am not
sure that Marian likes it much—about Miss Bertram,
I mean. We shan’t have to call her Miss Bertram,
shall we, Ernest? Nurse does, but that is different ;
and she is to be like our eldest sister, mamma says;
and that is what Marian doesn’t like, I think. But
still, Marian will be Miss Ellersley ; only she won’t
be helped first, and that is quite right, because Miss
Bertram will be the visitor,—no, not a visitor exaectly ;
but you know what I mean, Ernest ? *’

“ About as clearly as you do yourself, Edie,” said
Ernest, as the horse stopped before the door of the
stable-yard ; and Edith’s confidences and supposi-
tions had to be postponed until she had been lifted
down, and the horse given into the eare of Richard:
then she and Ernest passed through a low door that
led into the kitchen garden, and went round to the
other side of the house, where, upon a smooth green
lawn, all their brothers and sisters were assembled.

Oakridge, as the residence of Captain Ellersley was
called, was built upon a rising ground, close to the
high-road ; but a few old trees, from which, perhaps,
the place derived its name, rather sheltered it, on that
side, from observation. In front there was merely a
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broad, circular drive, with a grass-plot in the centre,
and a shrubbery beyond; but/'whén you turned the
corner, a much prettier part of the grounds appeared.
Under the drawing-room and library windows were
beds of fragrant flowers, only separated by narrow
paths of turf, whilst, between these two rooms, a low
door, with a porch overgrown with creepers, gave easy
access to the house. Below the flower-garden the
wide-spreading lawn sloped down to a narrow stream,
which formed the boundary of the garden, and was
almost hidden by the tall trees that grew on the other
side. In the garden itself were only two trees, but
these were great elms, and they grew at the end of
the lawn, and were the strong supporters of the swing
that Ernest had alluded to.

On a wooden seat under one of the trees sat a
respectable-looking woman, who was occupied with
her sewing, and in talking to the baby who was
rolling on a carriage-rug at her feet. Near to her
were two little ones, happily playing with a ball,
These were Percy and Louisa, the next eldest to
the baby., Not far off was Master Willie, nurse’s
favourite, a grave, fat, rosy-faced boy of six years old.
He was engrossed by a mischief of his own invention
—which must, surely, rouse nurse’s ire, if anything
would—for he had got her sewing-reel, and was care-
fully winding the cotton from it in and about the rose-
bushes that were growing just out of nurse’s sight.

He was the first to catch a glimpse of Ernest and
his sister, and, dropping the reel, he ran forward with
a signal-cry of “ Ernest! Ernest!” Then a rush
was made by all the little ones; but Ernest passed
them with a * Well, Lou!— Halloo, Percy ! — Be
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quiet, Will!** and went quickly to the baby, seized
her in his)arms; [and)amidst; her) crows of delight,
tossed her high up in the air.

“ Oh, Master Ernest!” cried the nurse, hastily
putting aside her work, and getting up, “do please
be careful. I’m always in a tremble when I see you
tossing baby in that way. Obh, just think, if anything
was to happen to her!”

“ Why, what is going to happen to her, do you
think ?” said Ernest, pausing for an instant to kiss
the child. “You know I always give her a shake-up
when I come home; the poor little thing is quite
moped without me, I do believe.”

Nurse began an indignant remonstrance; but it
was of little use, for Ernest was now surrounded by
the other four, each telling the most interesting
history of something that had occurred during his
absence,—to a rabbit, or a canary, or a guinea-pig,—
while Edith, above them all, was pointing to Marian
gathering flowers all by herself,—* and she won’t let
me help her, because, she says, they are for mamma,
and she thinks mamma likes them from nobody but
her.”

“Ha! by the bye,” said Ernest, “ where is Marian ?
Halloo 1”

This shout was addressed to a figure that was
wandering amongst the flower-beds. She turned the
moment she heard his voice, and began to run
towards him. Finding, however, that this process
shook her roses, she slackened her pace, and came
more soberly up to them ; then, although ber eye was
brightened, and her cheek was flushed with pleasure,
she only said, quietly, “ How do you do, Ernest ?”
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¢ Ah, Marian !” he cried, as he kissed her amongst
the flowers, as usual. “1I can’t shake hands, you see,
for baby is growing so fat, that I can only just hold
her. Do you know, Marian, she was so pleased to
see me, that she nearly sprang up from her carpet.
Indeed, T shall quite expect to see her trotting to’
meet me soon.’

Marian stooped to kiss and fondle the universal
pet, but baby wanted the flowers, and snatched at
them; and, when Marian drew them hastily away,
she began to scream, and, in spite of Ernest’s
womanly rocking and nursing of her, would not
cease. her cries.

“As usual,” exclaimed nurse, hastening to the
rescue ; “it always ends in a cry, Miss Marian, when
you touch her, poor little dear. Now, Master Ernest,
give me held of baby immediately.”

Ernest meekly gave up his charge, He did not

often venture to stand against nurse in a real tan-
trum; and, besides, he felt that baby this time was
beyond his power. And no. wonder, when she had
'got (as nurse soon discovered) a great thorn rankling
in one of her tender little fingers.
. “Oh, Marian! how could you hold the roses so
near her,” cried Ernest; and nurse, taking up the
strain, began to scold Mnrian ‘and pity the baby in
the same breath; so Marian, to relieve her sorrow
and indignation, burst into a ehildish flood of tears.

No one, however, noticed her; for nurse had taken
out a needle, and was preparing to extract the thorn,
Ernest had just been allowed, as & matter of necessity,
to hold the littla hand, when a loud scream from
Percy made them afraid that a second accident had
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happened ; but it was only his fear that nurse was
going to do something very dreadful to baby, and
Louisa was' infected with the same fear, and joined
lustily in the roar.

- “You silly things,” said Willie, gravely—he had
been watching for some time ;— it is all for baby’s
good.”

At Willie’s wisdom Edith set up a merry laugh,
and this rather reassured the little ones; but still it
was with tearful eyes that they watched the operation.

Nurse’s experience, however, soon managed if, and
the thorn was held up on the point of the needle by
Ernest, and the baby’s crying soon dropped into such
a drowsy murmuring, that nurse said that she would
take her to her cot, and added, “ Will you please,
Master Ernest, give an eye to the children till Bessy
comes, and don’t be on with any of your tricks with
Master Willie, for he is just bad enough.”

As she spoke, nurse caught sight of the network
of thread and rose-trees that he had been fabricating,
and gave such an angry, “ Now, just see!” that the
culprit judged it better to run away, and remain deaf
to the threatenings that she sent after him.

“ Now, Ernest, please give me a swing,” said Edith ;
¢ And me,” “And me!* echoed the two little ones.

“ Seniores priores,” replied Ermest—* that means
eldest first. Stop till I feteh Marian.”

“She won’t come, very likely,” said Edith, as her
brother ran down to the side of the stream at somne
little distance, where Marian was sitting on the
crooked trunk of an elder-bush, with her eyes fixed
upon the water, that was making a rapid little current
between two stones. .
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“ Come along, Marian; we are going to the swing,”
called Ernest; before’he-had got ‘up to her.

“Idon’t care!” said Marian, in no very amiable
tones.

“ Fiddlededee, Marian; don’t be sulky; come along.”

“T am not sulky, Ernest,” was the reply ; “ but you
are all cross, and I like better to sit here.”

“ Upon my word,” said Ernest, “ you girls are the
queerest set. I just fancy a lad running off by him-
self in this way, because—nay, I don’t know what the
because was; do you, yourself, sister mine ?’* he added
more gently, for the tears were rolling down Marian’s
cheeks, and he could not bear to see her cry.

“Nurse blames me for everything,” said Marian.
¢ Edith is her favourite, and she treats me just as if
I was a child, like the others.”

« And doesn’t she treat me like a child, too P >’ said
Ernest. “I fully expect she will be sending me to
school in Percy’s pinafore some fine Monday morning ;
~—but,. seriously, Marian, I do think she succeeds in
keeping you all children, or you would not cry for
such a trifle as that.”

“ But you blamed me too,” said Marian, indig-
nantly ; “as if I would have hurt baby on purpose.”

“Did I, Marian ?” exclaimed Ernest; “ then I did
not mean it ; for I am .sure you would never dream
of such a thing ; so, pray think no more of it, but come
and swing with us. By the bye,” he added, suddenly
recollecting, “ I was left head-nurse. What an ass I
am. I hope Percy has not tumbled into the hollow.”

And with another hasty “ Come along!"” Ernest ran
off to see if his charge were safe, and Marian, more
slowly, followed him.
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The hollow that Ernest alluded to was a hole in the
stream, at/\thié/extremity. 0f 'the kitchen garden, and.
beyond the elm-trees; it was about three feet deep,
and the only part that was at all dangerous for the:
children, who were forbidden to approach the place.
But there were railings before it, and this, and the
idea of danger, made it only the more attractive to.
the venturesome Willie, and his favourite mischief
was to escape to the hollow, to climb upon the
railing.

And here, sure enough, Ernest found him now, and
all the others too. 'When Edith saw him coming, she
cried out—

“ Oh, Ernest, do come, and make Willie get out of
the water. I found him splashing about, and trying
to get Percy in too, and he would have pulled him in
if I had not held him.” .

‘Without ceremony, Ernest in a moment pulled
Willie out, and gave him a box on the ear into the
bargain ; and as Bessy, the nursery-maid, came up at
this moment, Ernest desired her to take Willie to
the house, to be dried.

But Willie did not approve of this mode of ending
his pastime, and, roaring with vexation, he soon
contrived to wriggle out of Bessy’s grasp, and set
off across the lawn, hotly pursued by the panting
maid. Still running, he was just turning the corner
of the house, when he ran against his papa and mamma,
who were coming round to the porch door.

“ Willie, what is the matter P’ exclaimed his
mamma ; then seeing how wet he had made her rich
silk dress, she added, in some alarm, “ My dear boy,
have you been in the water 2
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‘Willie was too much ashamed and out of breath to
speak, so Mrs. Ellersley turned to the nursery-maid.
Bessy, however, knew scarcely anything, except that
“ Master Willie is a very naughty boy, ma’am,” and
that was a very familiar story ; but Edith, followed by
the others, had reached them now, and she was quite
ready to tell how “ Willie had done nothing but mis-
chiefs all the day, and when Ernest was talking to
Marian yonder, he would plodge in the water; and
he tried to get Perey in, only I held him; and Baby
got a thorn in her finger, poor little thing, from
Marian’s roses; but nurse took it out with a needle,
and then she went to sleep, but she cried a great
deal.”

As Edith finished her eager tale, Marian arrived
with the bouquet for her mother ; but as soon as Mrs.
Ellersley caught sight of the roses, she said,—

“You should not have held those prickly flowers
near to baby, my dear;”” and Marian, with an indig-
nant look at Edith, retired into her most injured self,
and the ready tears flowed again.

Captain Ellersley bad ordered Willie off to bed ina
summary manner, and his wife was now all impatience
to see the nursery; but, as she stopped to welcome
Ernest, whom she had not perceived before, she turned
round to his father, and said,—

“ Ah, my dear, when our own little ones give us so
much trouble, can you wonder that I rather dread the
coming of a stranger.
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CHAPTER II.

Ir was not more than a week after the events de-
scribed in the last chapter, when the stranger arrived.
The weather had changed suddenly during that time,
and instead of bright autumn, with its warm sunshine
and its lingering roses, it was now misty and cold, the
leaves were falling off quickly, and a continued rain
bad kept the children indoors for two days. Now
their games had been exhausted; they had got into
every kind of mischief, and had quarrelled ; their papa
was angry ; their mamma had a headache ; their nurse
was very cross ; and there was nothing left for them to
do but to wish that the rain would cease, and that
Miss Bertram would come.

The rain did not cease ; it poured down rather faster
than before ; but Miss Bertram came, rather earlier
than she was expected, when Marian, having. escaped
from the noise of the children, was reading by herself
in the drawing-room, and Edith, never hearing the
sound of carriage-wheels, was playing at bo-peep with
baby in the nursery.

Miss Bertram was shown at once into the drawing-
room, and her travelling companion with her; and
Marian, who had looked upon Miss Bertram’s coming
with such mingled feelings, had to receive her alone.
The dignity of Miss Ellersley, of Oakridge, deserted
herentirely ; she turned very red, laid down her book
hurriedly, and came forward timidly, with a faint,
“ How d’ye do ?”
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This was quietly replied to, and an awkward pause
followed, which was broken by Marian pushing a
chair towards the young lady, who was much older in
"manner than she expected, and who had twice raised
her very dark eyes, and looked at her with a sad but
steady gaze.

But her companion, who seemed a nurse, or house-
keeper, said, “ You had better sit down, my dear;”
and then, turning to Marian, added, “ It has been a
long day for our journey, and Miss Helena is very
tired.”

“ No, Sarah, I am not tired,” said Miss Helena, in
a very decided manner.

“ Oh, my love!” began Sarah—but the entrance of
Mrs. Ellersley put a stop to the discussion, and to
Marian’s embarrassment.

There was no lack of kindness in Mrs. Ellersley’s
welcome to the young orphan; but her embrace was
coldly received, and there was no answering smile
to the cheerful hope that Mrs. Ellersley expressed,
that she would soon feel at home amongst them.
But perhaps it was too soon to expect it, and
Mrs. Ellersley went on with a few kind questions
about her journey. Miss Bertram replied quite fear-
lessly, but with short, old-fashioned precision, and
rather haughtily.

It was a relief when Mrs. Ellersley proposed that
she should go up stairs, and take her bonnet off.
Miss Bertram rose at once; but, taking hold of her
companion’s band, said, in a low tone, “ Come with
me.”

“ Oh yes,” said Mrs. Ellersley; “bring your old
friend with you, and we will go first into the nursery.



14 THE NURSERY

There you shall see my baby. Are you fond of
children P>

“I don’t know, ma'am,” replied Miss Bertram,
following up stairs, but still keeping fast hold of
Sarah’s hand, who continued, for her,—

“She has not had many opportunities, ma’am. It
-was & lonely place, was the Court. As I have been
‘telling Miss Helena, it will be a pleasant change for
her to have young compamons, poor dear.”

They were now in a long narrow passage, that led
to the nurseries, and at this moment a door opened,
and Edith rushed out, exclaiming, ‘ Oh, mamma,
I do believe that——"" then stopped short, and
blushed.

“ That Miss Bertram has come,” said her mamma,
smiling. “Well, and you are quite right, for here
sheis!” and, taking hold of the young lady’s hand,
she added, “ That is Edith; do not forget her name;
she is my second daughter. Now come and see the
Jlittle ones.”

Miss Bertram followed her into the large, cheerful
room that was devoted to their use, and whilst Mrs.
Ellersley, with two boys pulling at her dress, and one
dear little girl clinging to her hand, was trying to
give directions to the nurse for the care of Mrs.
Sarah, she stood like a statue near the door, until she
was roused by a sweet voice saying, “ Will you not
come and look at baby P—she looks so pretty when
she is asleep ;”” and she followed mechanically to the
cot where the lovely Constance was lying, not asleep,
for she had just opened her large blue eyes, and, with
the deep flush of slumber still upon her solemn, plump
-cheeks, she stretched out her little fat arms to Edith.
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“Is she, not a darling ?’_ said Edith, with a loving
pride, that was a httle checked by the cold “Yes”
that was the only answer.

She did not know that at that moment Helena
Bertram was feeling, with a bitterness that Edith
could not have understood, that she had not even a
baby to stretch out its arms to her and love her; and
‘that she longed to be alone in her little room at home,
that she might throw herself down and weep, as she
had often done lately when none could hear her.

Poor Helena! she had lost her mother before she
could have known her, and her father, rendered morose
and eccentric by his loss, brought his child up in a
manner that rendered her dreamy, self-willed, sensi-
tive, and unfit for active intercourse with the world.
Most of his day was spent in his library alone ; then
"Helena was either coiled up in a corner of the same
‘room, poring over any book she had chosen to take
down from the shelves, or she was roaming in the neg-
lected grounds or quiet lanes beyond, known to every
-one that she was likely to meet there, and respected
a8 “ poor little Miss Bertram, from the Court.”

She saw her neighbours also every week at church,
-and two or three times she had been invited to take
‘tea at the rectory, but she disliked the boys, who were
‘the only children there, and easily persuaded her papa
to decline all other invitations for her.

As for education, Sarah had taught her to sew, and
having of late years been roused to the necessity of
her learning something, her father had devoted an hour
-or two every day to instructing her in the rudiments
‘of learning, whilst he kept looking forward to the
necessity, which he fully acknowledged, of giving her
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an education which would better fit her for the station
which her wealth would entitle her to fill.

But Helena knew nothing of this; she was content
to live with her father, and know of no other life;
and when the one object of her affection was wrenched
from her by death, she was stunned, and only wished
that she could die also. But time ‘showed her that
there were other troubles following, and none she
could have felt more acutely than the having to leave
the Court and live amongst strangers.

At first, she positively refused to do so, and it was
only when convinced by Sarah and the rector that
opposition was useless; for the Court was let, and
Sarah and all the servants were going too, that she
yielded a passive consent, and allowed herself to be
removed.

“ But Sarah,” she said, “ you shall not leave me,”
and that was the one spark of comfort that she carried
away with her, and although the old woman shook
her head, and said it was impossible, Helena was still
confident that Sarah might remain with her at Oak-
ridge.

And al the time that she was standing in the
nursery, with the little things looking shily at her,
and Percy thrusting a broken wooden horse into her
hand as a pledge of friendship, Helena was studying
Mrs. Ellersley, and watching for an opportunity of
telling her that she quite intended to keep Sarah.

This opportunity was long in coming. Helena was
taken into the pretty green room, and told that it
was to be her own; but Edith looked much dis-
appointed to find that she did not care about it;
however, she remembered that her mamma had said
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that Miss Bertram would probably be different from
other girls ;' and whilst-Sarah was helping her young
mistress to take off her wraps and change her travel-
ling dress, Edith- went down to Marian, and persuaded
"her to go back with her when she went to summon
their young guest to tea, at which their papa and
mamma, and Willie, were already assembled.

Helena followed them down stairs and was introduced
to her guardian. She gave him one of her quiet,
earnest looks, and then sat down to tea with the others;
but her presence was a great restraint, and Willie
even whispered to his mother, “ Will she go away
soon ?”’ After tea the girls brought their best books
and some puzzles and games out for her amusement,
but a languid smile was all the sign of interest that
she showed ; and her heavy eyes and unhappy counte-
nance were so hopeless altogether, that Mrs. Ellersley
at last proposed that she should go to bed.

As she assented to this with more eagerness than
she had shown for any other proposal, Edith was told
to bring a candle, and show her friend up stairs.

« I will come and see you soon,” said Mrs. Ellersley,
as she bid her “Good-night” affectionately; and Helena
left the room, followed by her little candle-bearer, who,
by the time they reached the pretty green room, had
recovered sufficiently to chatter freely about the
beauty of it in summer, and . how much nicer to have
her there than Lou, who used to waken in the night,
and cry for nurse and Bessie.

But Edith might as well have ta]ked to the dress-
ing-table: the moment she stopped, Helena said,
“Please can I have Sarah?”” And Edith, feeling
herself dismissed, said she would go and call her; and,

o
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bidding Helena “ Good-night !>’ with a strong doubt as
to whether' she/ought’notto'have kissed her, ran away.

If Edith could bave looked back and seen how dif-
ferent the stiff, uncordial Helena was, as soon as she
found herself alone with her old friend, she would
have been surprised. Full of passionate grief, she
clung to the old servant, and protested that she should
never leave her; and Sarah, thinking it better not to
contradict her when she was so tired, soothed her and
caressed her with a fondness that at last had some
effect, and Helena allowed herself to be put to bed;
and then declining Sarah’s offer of remaining with her,
prepared, apparently, to go to sleep.

But it was not really so. With feverish anxiety
she was watching for Mrs. Ellersley’s promised visit ;
and when that lady came, she found Helena with
flushed cheeks and bright eyes, wide awake.

“I am afraid that you are too tired to sleep,” said
Mrs. Ellersley, kindly. “This room is all so new to
you.”

“No, ma’am,” said Helena, ¢ but I wanted to speak
to you.”

“What is it, my dear?” said Mrs. Ellersley,
coming nearer.

“I wish to keep Sarah with me,” replied Helena;
“I cannot do without her.”

“ My dear child,” said Mrs. Ellersley, astonished at
this demand, “it is impossible. Sarah has arranged
to live with her widowed brother, as I dare say you
know.” .

« But she would rather live with me,” said Helena.

“8he loves you very much, I am sure,” said Mrs.
Ellersley ; “but she would not be quite comfortable
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here. She could not stay without being my servant,
too, and I'do not'want another servant. But do not
fret yourself, my dear, about losing your good old
friend. 'We will ask her to come and see you, when
she has a holiday, and I hope that in the mean time
you will find so many friends amongst us, that you
will not feel the want of her. Now, good-night; and
get well rested by to-morrow morning.”

“ Good-night,” said Helens, in a firm voice; but
the moment Mrs. Ellersley had left the room, she
gave vent to her disappointment, and would have
screamed had she not remembered that both Edith
and Marian were within hearing.

‘When she had cried a good deal, however, she
resolved that she would make one more effort to free
herself, and it was in the midst of arranging how to
make this effort certainly successful that she fell
asleep.

CHAPTER IIL

‘WaiLst Edith was wondering, the next morning,
whether she might just give a little tap at her neigh-
bour’s door, and Marian was saying she had better
not, they were both startled by the appearance of the
quaint old servant, in a close black gown and mob
cap, who, begging pardon for coming through their
room, quickly disappeared in the next, and never
came out again whilst they remained up stairs.

. This was old Sarah, who, to her great surprise, was
c2
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greeted by a most. extraordinary proposition from her
young lady.

“Sarah, I bave made up my mind; so don’t try to
persuade me from it. I cannot stay in this place
without you; so I shall come and live with you in
London. I shall not care for your being poor, or
anything; so take me with you, and then, when my
uncle returns to England, we can go back to the
Court, and live all together.”

“ Oh, my darling,” said the old woman, wiping her
eyes, “it breaks my heart to hear you taking things
in this way. It is true that, with my will, you and
me should not be parted ; but you couldn’t go and
live in a dirty little street in London, that’s a young
lady born and bred. It will-be a great change for
me, my dear ; but Joseph, with his seven motherless
little ones, calls me, and I must go, and glad if I ean
help him, poor thing, in his troubles; but for you,
Miss Helena, it would be quite unpossible.”

“Then you don’t want me, Sarah,” said Helena,
turning away, quite broken' down with this last
blow.

“Bless your affectionate heart, Miss Helena. I
wish only that I could keep you with me; but since
it is not to be, just set yourself to be happy here till
Sir John comes home. This is & pretty place, though
nothing like so grand as our Court ; and Mrs. Ellersley
is as kind a lady as ever stepped, I should say. And
the deur children, and the baby—my heart warmed to
that baby ; and I thought of you lying on my lap,
thirteen years ago, gone last 18th of September. I
guess tbat Mrs. Nurse is a bit snappy at times ; but
it is that fat lump of a Bessie that has to wait upon
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the young ladies, I find, so you'll do very well, only
keep your heart' up; my -dear child.”

But Helena would not keep her heart up; and when
she at last slowly deseended to the breakfast-room, in
answer to the summons of the great gong in the hall,
she took with her the same look of hidden sorrow and
pale suffering that had distressed them so much the
night before.

Mrs. Ellersley sighed, whilst she spoke kindly to
her ; and the ckildren were divided between sympathy
for her unhappiness and disappointment in finding her
such a dismal addition to their circle. As for Captain
Ellersley, he was occupied with some news from the
‘War-office, and, except to place a large slice of ham
upon her plate, he took no notice of his silent ward,
and went to his study direetly after breakfast.

Then Edith and Marian made a fuss, and brought
out books, and inkstand, and paper, and began to be
very industrious. It was true that every morning,
since they had ceased having a daily governess, their
mamma had devoted two or three hours to them,
when she was not disturbed by a summons from the
kitchen or the nursery ; but this morning a love of dis-
play made them more than usually studious.

Their mamma, however, very soon came to tell
Helena that Sarah was waiting to bid her good-bye ;
and, as soon as she had left the room, there was a
good deal more talk than work—on Edith’s part, at
least. She was supposed to be writing a copy, but
it was accompanied by a running commentary hke
this,—

“ Well, Marian, now tell me bow do you like
ber ?” -
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“I can’t tell yet, if you mean Miss Bertram,” was
Marian’s reply.

“Of course I do, but ean’t you tell a little. I like
her—at least I like the way she speaks, it is not
common; and I like her eyes, sometimes they are so
languid—soft, melting eyes, I should think Ernest
will call them; then all at once they flash up, like
lighting gas-lamps in a dark street. I am sure she
is pretty. Mamma, don’t you think that she is
pretty ?”’ inquired the little chatterer, as her mamma
came back into the room.

“ My dear Edith, I wish that you would attend to
your copy, and talk a little less,” was all the answer
she received to her question. “I do not think your
papa would praise that line,” and Mrs. Ellersley
pointed out some most irregular letters.

“ Edith talks so that I cannot learn my French
verb at all, mamma,” said Marian, always ready to
complain ; “she thinks so much of a new person.”

“1 am sure, Marian, you shook the table when I
was making that capital D so badly,” retorted
Edith.

“Hush, hush, my dears,” said Mrs. Ellersley,
gently ; and they obeyed her for a few minutes.
Then Edith, recovering her spirits, said, in her usual
tone,—

“ Mamma, may I go and ask Miss Bertram, if she
will not come down stairs ? I heard the carriage go
away some time ago.” '

¢ Call her, Helena, my dear,” said Mrs. Ellersley ;
“it will make ber feel more at home with us. Perhaps
one of you had better look after her. You may go,
Marian,”
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“Ol, mamma, I should not know what to say,”
said Marian, with a shrug of her shoulders.

Edith waited only for a half-permission from her
mother’s eyes, and then ran merrily ran up stairs.
But when she reached her own room she was stopped
by hearing sounds of grief proceeding from the inner
one—rviolent sobs, and cries of ,* Oh, papa, why could
1 not die with you!" and Edith’s heart melted in
sympathy with sueh deep sorrow. She scarcely dared
to intrude upon it; but, as she hesitated, the latch
slipped in her hand, and the door opened a little.
Helena was lying on the floor, close to the window,
in an attitude of misery. The moment the door
opened she started up, and Edith was obliged to
go in.

“ What have you come here for ?*’ she said, in a
low, decided voice, very different from the passionate
cry that Edith had heard from her just before.

“1 only came,” faltered Edith—then her sympathy
for Helena overcame her fear, and seizing her hand,
she said, with her eyes full of tears, “You must be so
miserable { "

“ Are you crying for me? " said Helena, in a tone
of surprise.

“J was so sorry,” said Edith, in an apologizing
way ; but Helena had now sat down in the window,
and was quietly leaning her head upon her hand, and
Edith did not disturb her.

At last Helena looked up, and said again—

“So you were sorry for me. ¥You are Edith, are
‘'yon not ? 1 like you—you are different from the

others.” ,
“And I like you,” said Edith warmly, all her
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matural vivacity returning. “Iknew I liked you.. I
told Marian/so."’ :

“I hate Marian,” said Helena.

Edith started.

“You need not look shocked, little one ; I like you,
and that is enough. Let us go down stairs;” and,
resuming her stiff, indifferent manner, she entered
the library with ne traces of her violent grief, except
her reddened eyelids and the dark lines under them,
and received Mrs. Ellersley’s attempts at consolation
in silence.

Chiefly for the sake of leaving them at liberty to
amuse their sad companion, Mrs. Ellersley soon
.excused the rest of their lessons, and gave a holiday
for the remainder of the day. Edith ran to the
window, to see if there was a chance of their going
out, but that was hopeless. The rain was still coming
down in a quiet, determined way; the walks were
dark and soaked with wet; and the brown, softened
leaves, were silently falling from the trees and shrubs.
No chance of going ont to-day ; and Marian, having
quickly ascertained that fact, had taken up an enter-
taining book, and established herself in a low chair
near the fire, and was no help at all.”

“Oh dear!” cried Edith, “ what shall we do ? Oh ”
she added, more cheerfully, “we will go up to the
nursery, and play with the children. Nurse is sure
to be rather eross, and it will be such fun. Won’t you
come, Marian ? "

“¥ want to finish this stery,” replied Marian.

“ Then, Miss Bertram—1I mean Helena, you will ?**
said Edith, coaxingly.

Helena would much rather not; but she did ‘not
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-want to be left alone with Marian; so she allowed
herself to be/led into the warm, (comfortable nursery,
where they were greeted with noisy rapture.

Edith was soon engaged in a boisterous game, and
Helena was glad to stand beside the window, where
she looked out earnestly for some minutes, without
seeing anything. But the good old nurse, who,
although she sometimes declared that the children
were more plague to her than all her money, was, in
reality very kind-hearted, and was very anxious to make
the stranger look a little happier, so she said, after
Helena had enjoyed a few minutes’ dreaming, “ Won’t
you come near the fire, my dear ? there are not many
more comfortable firesides than our nursery, as I said
.to your nurse last night, and she agreed with me.”

The mention of Sarab, made Helena feel choked ;
but she looked round to see the comfortable fireside,
and then she moved slowly to the seat nurse pointed
out to her; and, in a few minutes more, she actually
had the baby on her lap—the ‘soft, fat, cooing baby.
It reminded her of her own old doll that she used to
:love so long ago, and her heart warmed to the little
creature. For a time she forgot her troubles; and
-once, when the little boys, in their game, were coming
too near, she cried out, “Take care, Willie!” as
naturally as if she had lived there for years. I do
not think she ever felt really so lonely after she had
.had the baby in her arms; and many a day, when she
was unhappy, she used to steal into the nursery, and
.take the low chair beside the high green guard, and
nurse used to give her the baby to hold, and she was
comforted.

And, after all, this first dreary day was not so in-
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supportable ; for, in the afternoon, they found a nice
book for her';’it' 'was’‘actually: Marian that suggested
it; and, with all the charms of novelty for her,—for
she had scarcely ever had any story-books to read,—
the joys and sorrows of “ Anna Ross” wiled away her
mind from dwelling upon her own, till bedtime came,
when she was too much tired to go through her grief
again.

CHAPTER 1V.

AxoraER day of the rainy season, with its riots,
and its mischiefs, and its pettishness and squabblings,
would have been unbearable to the elder folks, at
least ; 8o it was fortunate that the sun shone brightly
the next morning, and there was a prospect of the
ground being dried sufficiently for them to get out at
last.

But there was time enough for lessons before then ;
and even Helena was called upon to join, so far, at
least, as giving some account and specimen of her
acquirements went. These were certainly of a varied
and rather unusual nature. Mrs. Ellersley found
that she read well, and wrote a good manly hand.
Murray’s grammar she had never seen, but she was
as far in Henry’s first Latin book as Ernest had been
when he went to school, and she knew a little Freneh.
She could sew, but hated it, she said; drawing and
music she knew nothing about, except that she could
‘draw a plan with rule and compasses, and she liked to
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hear the organ played better than almost anything
in the world.

It was some comfort to find that she had not been
quite neglected ; and Mrs. Ellersley’s proposal to teach
ber with the others was received, at least, without
repugnance. But by this time the sunshine had be-
come too much for Edith, and at last she jumped up,
and said,—

“ Oh, do, dear mamma, excuse us the rest of this
nasty geography ; for it is quite dry now, and I wan$
to show Helena our gardens.”

This plea would scarcely have been sufficient, but
Marian added that of a bad headache; and as Mrs.
Ellersley thought it might arise from being shut up
80 long, she yielded, and the books were closed and
laid aside.

But Helena thought them great babies, and that it
was mean to plead headache. She had had one since
yesterday; and, with a look of scorn she declined
going to see the gardens, because she wanted to read
the rest of “ Anna Ross;” and no persuasions could
make her change her mind.

“I do not choose to go out,” she said ; and there
was an end of the matter, except that Marian said—

“ Never mind, Edith ; we shall be much better
without. her;” and foolish little Edith, always too
ready to follow a decided lead for good or ill, said,—

“Yes, that we shall !’ and left Helena alone, with a
strong impression of her loneliness.

Bhe had sat this way for some time, not reading, as
she bad intended, but brooding upon her troubles;
and so engrossed by them that she had never noticed
the entrance of a new member of the family. This
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was Ernest, who had just arrived for his weekly
holiday, 'and''proceeding-‘at' 'once to the library, had
popped his head in, intending to startle somebody ;
but seeing only a stranger, he waited for a moment.
Not but what he had a pretty good guess who it was ;
but seeing her alone and crying, he hesitated before
approaching her,

Helena, however, heard his step, and looked up.

“ Can you tell me where my mother and sisters
are ?” said Ernest, gently.

“1 don’t know,” answered Helena, in her deepest
tone and stiffest manner.

“T dare say I shall soon find them,” said Ernest,
as he turned away.

“ Mamma! Marian! Edie!"” shouted from the hall
in different keys, producing no reply, Ernest pro-
ceeded to the garden, where he soon found his sisters,
engaged in earnest conversation, with gardening tools
and flower roots lying neglected by their side. The
well-known shrill whistle made them start and run
guickly along the walk to meet him, when he received
their salutations with regal indifference, and asked
where his mother was.

But Edith was not going to let him escape so soon ;
she had too much to ask and tell, and whilst Marian
asked quietly, “ Have you seen her? ”-—meaning
Helena, of course,—Edith began :

¢ Oh, Ernest! have you come? what for?—how nice ;
but it isn’t Saturday; you must have had a holiday.
Helena has come ; she is not a bit like what I thought
she would be. Marian doesn’t like her. Oh, Ernest !
have you come to stay?”’
¢+ “Take breath, Edie, and give me a chance of answer-
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ing you,” said Ernest, laughing. ¢ There is a fellow
from our school'has"beén -80 ' kind as to go and get
something—I am not clear what,—only Mr. Barnard
made us a speech, and gave us a holiday, and I got
leave to come home. Jolly! isit not? Where is
mamma §”’

“In the nursery, I believe,” said Marian; “ but
she is so disagreeable, Ernest.”

“ Who !—Mamma ? "’ cried Ernest, in pretended
horror.

“ No,” exclaimed both the girls, half laughing, half
shocked at the idea, whilst Edith continued,—

“She is so queer-looking, with such large dark eyes;
she darts them at Marian sometimes like fire; and
she speaks almost like a boy, only soft ; and she has
never learned music; but she writes as well as papa,
very nearly ; and she wouldn’t come out with us this
- morning, and Marian thinks it is because she is proud,
but I think it is because she is sorrowful.” Edith
ventured to express her own opinion, now that Ernest
was by.

“ 1 think so too,” said Ernest; ¢ and I'll tell you
what, girls, I don’t think you can have been over-and-
above kind to her; for I found her just now in the
library, looking the picture of misery.”

“ You have seen her, then ?” exclaimed both his-
sisters. :

“ Yes, alone, and crying,” repeated Ernest.

% She never lets us see her cry,” said Edith, in an
injured tone; * and she wouldn’t come when we asked
ber.” :

“ She probably hasnot been accustomed to a little
romp like you, Edie,” said her brother, with an air of.
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superiority. “ However, come back with me to the
house, and help me to find mamma.”

“ Oh, Ernest! will you go to Bathurst with us this
afternoon ?” said Edith.

“ Yes, do?” naid Marian; “.then we can see the
St. John again. She likes pictures ; pechaps that may
brighten her a little.”” Marian had been roused up
into thinking that perhaps they really had not been
very kind to the stranger.

But Ernest would not give any answer to the pro-
position at present; and his sisters followed him, as
they were accustomed to do, into the nursery, where
they were amused spectators of their mamma’s sur-
prise and the children’s delight at his appearance.
Then they followed him into his own little room down-
stairs, where stuffed birds, and worms, and fishing
lines, and bats and balls, and chemical apparatus, and
fencing-sticks, were allowed to lie about in uninter-
rapted disorder ; and they watched him carefully add
another to his store of birds’ eggs, and pitied, for the
fiftieth time, the mother that had been robbed.

“ Such nonsense !’ Ernest said, “ when it was one
that Jennings found in an old nest that the hard-
hearted bird had deserted.” :

The next step was to the pigeon cote,and it was in
going there that they first remembered Helena; and
Ernest, in spite of Marian’s assertions that she would
not care about them, insisted upon her being at least
invited to join the expedition. He did not admit the
fact, but it was rather a relief when Edith came back
to say that Helena was in the nursery, and did not
want to come, so that they could go and enjoy them-
selves in their own way.
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The scheme of walking to Bathurst was not suf-
fered to fall/'to/\thel ground:indeed, Edith talked so
much about it at dinner that she made her papa angry
with her; and this was a serious matter, for they had
intended to ask him to go with them, and now nobody
had the courage to do so. It would have been little
use asking him, bowever, because, as they soon found,
he was going to ride in quite a different direction ; but
their mamma willingly agreed to go with them, on
condition that the little ones were taken too. Marian
and Ernest were sometimes apt to think the children
a bore in their walks with their mamma.

However, in their donkey-carriage, with Willie
driving, whip in band, and fat Bessy panting after
them, the children could hardly be considered in the
way, and Ernest could keep close to his mother, and
talk to her, even though Helena Bertram was on the
other side. For Helena was evidently not listening
to their conversation, and only walked beside Mrs.
Ellersley that she might be quiet.

The walk to Bathurst was one of their favourite
excursions, and generally reserved for a holiday and
Ernest. They might have got into the park any day
by wading and scrambling across the stream at the
bottom of their own garden; but the proper way,
which they now went by, was through a little gate at
the extremity of their grounds, which led them into
a narrow lane, where the old green turf showed how
rarely it was trodden except by the light-footed com-
pany that were passing through it now; and at the
end of the lane they came to the brook again, which
they crossed by means of a wooden bridge, overgrown
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with moss and yellow lichen, and then they were in
the park.

But, avoiding the open road, they kept beside the
stream, which now was wider, and at one side had a
rocky bank from which ivy, ferns, and mountain-ash
were hanging down, until they reached a waterfall,
where they always stood awhile to watch and wonder
at the rushing water and the foaming spray.

It was from the large pond, or lake above, that the
water rushed so furiously; and there were swans on
the lake, and an island in the middle; and it was only
because there was no proper boat, and, therefore,
they had never been allowed to go to the island, that
there had been no desolate Robinson Crusoes there,—
for the scene had often been enacted in the children’s
imagination, and always upon that island.

At the end of the lake they turned into a wood,
through which a broad overgrown carriage-drive led
them to the hall. This was the part that they liked
almost the best. To turn out of the bright sunshine
into the deep shade of the wood, to feel the cold chill
that crept over them, and to trample on the fresh-.
fallen leaves, with their pleasant autumn smell,—all
this was in harmony with Helena's feelings, and she
almost enjoyed it.

Tall shrubs,— arbutus, box-tree, and laurels,—
mingled with the higher trees, and, as well as the
remains of the broken-down arbours and rustic trees,
showed that the place had once been cared for ; whilst
the soft cooing of the wood-pigeons in the distance,
and the rustling of the hares and smaller. animals
near at hand, showed how little they were troubled.
with huwman beings now.
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" From the wood they came out into a glade of soft

turf that sloped 'down'towards 'the' house, and when
Helena saw the old Elizabethan building, with its
gabled roofs, its deep mullioned windows, the bell-
tower, and the large old porch, she echoed inwardly
Edith’s usual exclamation when they walked. to
Bathurst, “ Oh, mamma! I wish that we lived at the
Hall, instead of at Oakridge; don’t you?” «But
now, Helena, come and see the garden,” cried Edith.

The house was surrounded on three sides by a
broad high terrace, protected by ornamental balus-
trades, below which a green bank of turf sloped
gently to the park.

‘Where the garden had once been, nnder the great
bay windows of the drawing-room, was now rank grass ;
but in the midst of it, here and there, old-fashioned
flowers sprang up, sweet, but wild, jn their luxuriance ;
and late though the season was, a profusion of wood-
bine and large roses trailed over the balustrades, and
even up the stems of two great yew-trees, that were
cut in the form of peacocks, and guarded each side of
the flight of steps that led down from the garden into
the park.

The children sat here awhile, and made garlands of
the flowers ; but soon they remembered that they had
wished to see the inside of the house, and show
Helena the “St. John.” There was a large walled
garden behind the house, which, for the sake of profit,
was kept in better order than the rest, and Mrs.
Ellersley wanted some fruit from it; so she wént
round to the cottage where the gardener lived, and
promised that she would ask old Betty for the key.
A train of impatient young ones followed her; but

D
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there was nothing but disappointment for them. A
little boy; with/a baby in his arms, sitting upon a stone
before the door, was the only person about the place,
and he seemed able to say nothing but “I don't
knaw.” Ernest was inclined to pummel some sense
into the little stupid ; but Mrs. Ellersley, by gentler
means, at last contrived to discover that the gar- .
dener was at market, and his mother had gone out
shearing, and that she always took the key with her,
for fear of any harm happening to the furniture and
things. :

No chance of “hide and seek ”’ in the old hall to-
day, or of showing the pictures to Helena; but there
would be plenty of opportunities afterwards, Mrs.
Ellersley said, so they must make themselves con-
tent outside ; and she added, that she was going to
see an old man at the other lodge, but would soon
return to them.

Ernest was quite proud to find that his dear mother
was ready to accept his escort and lean upon his arm,
and the three girls were left together amongst the
roses, whilst the little ones were playing about, and
Master Willie annoying Bessie by kicking with all
the might of his new winter boots at the massive hall-
door.

“ How provoking!” exclaimed Marian, when ber
mamma and Ernest had gone. “Are you fond of
pictures, Helena ?

“1 don’t know,” answered Helens, shortly.

“ Have you ever seen any P’ asked Marian, sur-
prised.

“ Qur dining-room at home was full of them,” said
Helena, “and the staircase; but they were all people
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that I did not know or care about, except one ;" —and
as Helena alluded- to-this'one, the whole room came
vividly before her, and the portrait of her mother over
the fireplace, with that angel face, that had always
seemed to her so beautiful, until she could fancy
herself sitting in the evening beside her father, and
he gazing upon that picture, which he never talked
about, and giving a deep sigh as the radiance of the
evening light gradually faded from it, and at last the
darkness hid it altogether ; and she did not hear what
her companions were saying, until Edith started up,
and said—

“ Do let us try, Marian ; it would be delicious—far
nicer than going in with that cross old woman, who
will scarcely let us touch anything.”

It appeared that the girls were considering whether
they could not enter the house by some unlocked door
or window, and there was so much to tempt in the
scheme, that Helena restrained the rising tears,
entered into it readily, and set off with them on a
voyage of discovery.

A good many doors and windows were pushed and
pulled in vain; but once engaged in the adventure,
they would not give it up, but going round to the
back, they entered a sort of court-yard that had several
rooms and small buildings opening out of it. One of
these was dark and cool, and seemed to have been a
sort of dairy, and in one corner was an old door, which
at once attracted their attention. Marian pushed it,
and fancying that it gave way a little, called on the
rest to help her. They willingly added their strength
to hers, and, to their delight, the half-rotten wood gave
way ; and leaving the lock still fast, the door burst -

D2
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open, nearly throwing them over each other into a
dark passage’that 'was' beyond.

" They only laughed merrily, never remembering for
a moment that if & policeman should have happened
to be near, they would have stood in some danger of
being taken up for housebreaking.

“You may go first, Marian,” said Edith; but for
once Marian was quite willing to cede her privilege,
and let the braver Edith lead the way, and in single
file they followed through the long, dark passage, and
round a corner, which led them into a wider one, and
by this time their eyes were accustomed to the dim
light, and they saw before them another door. .This
door was already a little ajar, and turning. noisily on
its rusty hinges, it admitted them into a lofty kitchen,
empty, dirty, and deserted. Their clear young voices
were loudly echoed as they stood to determine their
course. One door led them into another kitchen,
another took them into passages and closets, and they
were almost bewildered by the. time that they arrived at
the foot of a stone staircase ; but this must lead them
up stairs, as Helena remarked.

“ Of course.it must,” cried Edith, and laughed.

They skipped up the steps, found that the door at
the top swung back at their bidding, and, to their
great joy, that it gave them entrance into the great hall,
where they were at once upon well-known ground.

They were giving vent to their delight, when a
loud knocking startled them, and made their own
hearts beat loudly. But in another minute a second
volley reassured them—it was only Willie still trying
this unlikely method of obtaining entrance ; and sub-
" duing their merriment, that he might not hear them,
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they peeped into several of the large rooms that
opened out of /the hall,candthen. went to their grand
bonne-bouche, the drawing-room. It was an immense
room; but the shutters were closed, and the light
could only steal in through chinks and cracks. -

“When Betty is here, she opens us the shutters;
but look, Helena, there is quite enough light for you
to see the face. Is it not beautiful? It is St. John
and the Lamb—don’t you see his crook and the light?
Papa says that it is only a copy, but that it is as good
as the original, and he would have bought it long
ago, only the gentleman will not sell anything,
although he is very poor. He thinks that he shall
come back here, but papa thinks that he will not live
to do so, for he is very ill.”

“T think he is right,”” said Helena; “I would not
sell it, if it was mine, for anything.”

The little stream of sunlight from a crack in the
shutters was lighting up the saintly face, and Helena’s
soul was stirred by it. She did not know enough about
holy things to enter into the purity and depth of the
expression ; but she had a natural love of the beau-~
tiful, and she thought that she could look at this for
ever.

Edith called her attention to the wreaths and
Cupids on the ceiling, and lifted up covers to afford
her glimpses of the gold and crimson furniture, but
Helena’s eyes still wandered to the picture, and the
first, and for some time the only, subject of sympathy
between her and Marian was their common admiration
of its beauty. :

Edith could not enter into their feehngs, but she
was happy in her own way, and. was telling a long
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story, when Marian interrupted her, by remembering
that their'mamma/'would (soon return, and that they
must go and meet her. It was tiresome, because
there was such a beautiful staircase, and many rooms
up stairs to see; however, it could not be helped,
and they began to retrace their steps, and descended
to the lower regions, where everything was so dark,
and damp, and dusty.

Helena led the way this time, and they had reached
the passage from the kitchen, when, instead of taking
the turn that would have brought them to the
dairy, she went straight forward, without knowing
that before her were two steps, down which she fell,
with some force, against a door. It was well for her
that the door was stronger than some that they had
tried, or she might have been thrown down a whole
flight of steps into the cellar. As it was, she was
almost stunned, and could only groan at first.

“Oh, Helena! have youfallen ?** “ Are you hurt 2”
were the exclamations of her terrified companions.

“T think I have broken my leg,” groaned Helena.
% QOh, 1 wish Sarah was here.”

“I will run and fetch mamma,” said Edith, after
vainly trying, with Marian’s help, to lift Helena. The
movement only made the tears stream down her
cheeks, and she begged them to let her lie still.

“Yes—go, Edith, quick,” said Marian, in despair,
and Edith ran off; but she soon returned in dismay,
for there was no one to be seen. Mamma, Ernest,
Bessie, children, and donkey-carriage, all had gone ;
and even the stupid boy at the cottage had disap-
peared, and the door was locked, and there was
nobody within call.
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‘What was to be done? The light that shone from
the latticed 'dairy’ window'through-the passage showed
them Helena, pale and suffering.

“I will go home and tell them,” said Edith, ever
ready and active. ¢ Perhaps I may overtake them ;
then we can bring the donkey-carriage back for
Helena.” '

And thus it did happen that, in very different cir-
cumstances from any they could have fancied, Helena
and Marian found themselves alone together.

CHAPTER V.

‘Wz will leave them there, and follow Edith, who
ran as fast as she was able through the wood, past
the pond, and into their own green lane, without
meeting any one. When she came within sight of
home, it was a relief to see her papa and Ernest
coming towards her. They quickened their steps
when they saw Edith, and as soon as they were near
enough, they eagerly inquired where she had been,
and where she had left the other two.

Edith was almost breathless; but, as well as she
was able, she explained that they were in the old
hall, that Helena had fallen down, and, they were
afraid, had broken her leg, and that Marian was stay-
ing with her.

This account was alarming enough, and Captain
Ellersley only hesitated whether to turn back, and
order the carriage, or to hasten on himself at once.
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* “Tt is such a long way round for the large carriage,
paps,”’ said 'Edith, ) we thought the donkey-carriage
would be best; I am sure Helena could ride in it.”

“ A good thought, Edie,” said her father. “You
run back, Ernest,—it is still standing in the yard;
Richard can bring it at once, whilst you go on to the
village for Mr. Parry. ?

And after giving these orders, Captain Ellersley
took Edith by the hand, and proceeded quickly by a
short route to the hall. They had reached the wood
before he thought of asking Edith how the accident
had happened. Her papa looked so much concerned,
that Edith had not ventured to speak before ; and now
he was taking such long strides, that she had half to
run to keep up with him, and could only answer in
spasmodic jerks.

“You see, papa,” she began, “ mamma and Ernest
had gone to see old Etherington, and we wanted to
show Helena the ¢St. John,” and we could not get
the keys, because Betty was out; so we went round
and round, till we found a door that we could push
open; and then we went through the kitchen till we
got up stairs; and we were coming back again when
Helena slipped ; and she looks very pale, and she is
crying, and we didn’t know what to do, because
mamma and all of them had gone.”

. “Your mamma had gone home, and was much
alarmed when she did:not find you there,” said
Captan Ellersley. It is a most unfortunate accident ;
but you had no business to go into the house by your-
selves—Marian ought to have known better.”

“Yes, papa,” said Edith, in a repentant tone; “I

very sorry that we went.”
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Her father did not reply, and she durst not speak
again until’ they reached the mnarrow passage where
Helena was lying, still in great pain, and Marian, much
frightened, standing beside her.

Captain Ellesley lifted Helena in his strong arms
very carefully, and after spreading his own coat upon
the stone table in the dairy, laid her there to wait till
Mr. Parry came, and talked kindly to her, to pass the
time away. Ernest, however, had been so active, that
it was not long before both he and the doctor and
the vehicle had arrived ; and before much more time
had passed, Mr. Parry had examined into the extent
of the injury, and Helena had been carefully packed
into the donkey-carriage.

Her leg was not broken, but a small tendon was,
and the ancle rather sprained and bruised ; in fact, it
was an awkward accident altogether, Mr. Parry said,
and one that might lay her up for some time.

This unpleasant prospect seemed to make the pain
worse to bear; and in spite of Ernest’s kind atten-
tions to her, she was very miserable all the way home;
and still more so when she found that she had to be
carried to bed at once, and might have to remain
there for some days. Not all Mrs. Ellersley’s tender-
ness, or nurse’s skilful management, could prevent
her from being so peevish and impatient, that she
made herself ten times worse.

It certainly was an annoying termination to Ernest’s
holiday ; but he,.good-natured fellow, never thought
of that, and his last words to Edith, when she bid
him “ Good-bye!” at the gate, for he would not let
her go any farther, were,—

“Mind that you and Marian are kind to Miss
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Bertram, Edie. It is a horrid thing for her; and you
should help/to/ make the (time ias little tedious as
possible.” This last speech put Edith’s mind rather
into a state of confusion, for, as she said to herself,
¢ Poor Helena,” as Ernest says ; “it is a horrid thing
for her. I wish that I could do anything for her; but
he does not know how cross she is, only she must be
so miserable, having no papa. 8till it is no use,
 Marian says, trying to make her happy, for she is so
tiresome; and I am sure, when Ernest was so
kind to her all the way in coming from the hall, she
said things just as gruffly to him as she does to us all,
only he does not seem to mind.”

And whilst Edith was thus reasoning with herself,
the subject of her thoughts was lying in a state of dis-
content, easier as far as pain went, but determined to
be pleased with nothing. Bessy had been sent to sit
beside her, and was ordered away in prefty quick time.

“ But, Miss Bertram, my mistress said I was to sit
here, in case you wanted anything.”

“But I don’t choose to have you,” replied Miss
Bertram; “so you may go away."

Bessy was not accustomed to this kind of treat-
ment, so she went and complained to her mistress,
who excused Miss Bertram on the score of illness,
and told Bessy that she might sit in the outer room
instead, where she would be within call, if anything
was really wanted. But this unamiableness on the
part of Helena was a great check to the kindliness
that the whole household felt towards her on account
of her accident ; and it retarded her recovery, so that
it was two days before she was able even to be carried
' -wn stairs.
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There she lay, chiefly on the sofa in the library
window, from which she could sée the garden, and
Bathurst Park beyond; and at first she thought
that it would be very pleasant to sit here alone, and
have no one to tease her; but she soon became tired
of it, and grew angry with her sprained ancle, and
impatient with everybody.

The girls, who were very sorry for her, brought her
flowers sometimes, and their nicest books, and then
they were all very friendly together ; but soon Edith
would be thoughtless, and Marian would be pettish,
and Helena would speak in a proud, angry way to
them, and they, having the better of her, in the free
- use of their limbs, would go away, and leave her to
her own devices. Then she would sink back into her
most dolorous mood, wish for S8arah, and fancy that
she hated everybody.

Things were going on in this way when Ernest
came home, as usual, on the Saturday, and the first
thing he did was to come and inquire after her most
kindly ; then, when he saw her look longingly through
the window into the garden where the little ones were
playing, he made Edith and Marian take hold of one
end of the couch, whilst he took the other, and they
carried her into the sweet fresh air, which was
delightful to her, after being a prisoner so long. The
children came flocking round her, and the baby held
out its arms to her, and Helena felt happier than she
had done for many a day; and Ernest went out to
ride with his father, quite satisfied with the result of
his experiment.

They were still in the garden all together, when a
servant came to inquire for Mrs. Ellersley.
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. “Who wants her, Susan,” asked Marian.

¢« Martha'Baines, ‘miss, from the village,” answered
Susan. “ Her youngest girl has got sadly burnt, she
says, and she wants to beg some old linen for her.”

“ Poor little thing !’ cried Edith ; “ do let us seek
mamma, Marian, and tell her about it.”

“Your mamma has gone out walking, Miss Edith,”
said Bessy, who bad just come near; but Miss Edith
was out of hearing by this time, and Marian was
following her.

So Susan returned to the kitchen, and Helena
began to revolve in her mind how she could help the
poor woman. She had seen her papa give a sovereign
to people who came to beg of him, and, although she
had only three pounds in her possession, she thought
she would send one of them to the poor woman; but
her money was in her writing-desk, and her writing-
desk was in the library, and Bessy had now taken the
baby, and had gone away with it, quite to the other
end of the garden, and there was no one to send for
it. Helena could have cried with vexation; when
suddenly the thought:struck her that she might go
herself. She did not forget that Mr. Parry had said
that she should not attempt to walk, but she con-
sidered herself a great deal better, and she also
thought herself the best judge; and, quick as the
idea came, she sprung up from her couch, and stepped
lightly upon the ground. She had not gone three
paces, when, to her mortification, her foot gave way
beneath her, and she fell down. The pain was sharp,
and it was all she could do to get back upon the
couch; but, too anxious about her design to heed the

“~. she looked round again, and, seeing Willie just
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hoving in sight, she called to him,—* Willie, will you
bring my writing-desk out of the library ?”

‘Willie, quite proud of the commission, ran to fetch
it. The desk was standing upon the low shelf of a
what-not, so the little boy had no difficulty in reach-
ing it ; and carrying it, most carefully, in both arms,
he was proceeding along the passage with his burden,
when his foot caught in the edge of a thick mat,
and he fell heavily against a figure of Joan of Are
that stood upon a pedestal at the corner of the hall.
The Joan of Arc was thrown with a loud crash upon
the stone floor, and at that moment Marian came
down stairs.

The desk was no worse, apparently, and Willie,
faithful to his charge, had picked it up directly, and
was gazing ruefully at the ruined heroine, when Marian
seized him with no gentle hand, and exclaimed,—

“You naughty boy ; you are always in some mis-
chief or other.” .

‘Willie was so startled that he loosened his hold of
the desk, and it fell again, this time not without
injury, for.a corner was chipped off, and a piece of
the brass inlaid work loosened. Now, Willie thought
even more-of the injury to the desk that he had been
trusted with, than of the breaking of the figure ; and,
angry at Marian as the cause of the last accident, he
burst into a loud roar, and began to kick her with all
his might.

Marian’s dignity was not proof against this treat-
ment, and a struggle began, which would probably
have ended in Willie’s being overpowered, had not
-his mamma, with little Percy, just entered upon the
scene.
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« My dear Marian, what is this ?** said Mrs. Ellers-
ley, in a grieved 'tone, as-vhe came into the passage
from the porch-door. “ Willie, you must not treat
your sister so. Come to me.”

Percy, running up at this moment with the gilt
sword of Joan of Arc in his hand, showed the extent
of the mischief that had been done.

Marian’s complaints were loud immediately; but
‘Willie’s indignant remonstrances were no less 8o, and,
except that Helena had sent him for her writing-
desk, it was impossible to understand the story.
Perhaps Helena could throw some light upon it ; so
to Helena Mrs. Ellersley proceeded, followed by the
combatants, Willie still carrying the shattered desk.

But it was not much easier to gain a cool explana-
tion here. Helena, flushed and impatient, saw at
once that her desk was broken.

“ Marian shook me, and it fell,”” said Willie, still
indignant, and it needed no more.

Helena, already irritated by pain, threw her flash-
ing eyes on Marian, and, without waiting for fur-
ther explanation, burst into a torrent of passionate
reproaches.

“You try to injure me in every way. You are
mean, and take advantage of my not being able to
move; but I did not come here to be insulted. My
own papa would not have allowed it, and I will
not stay. I have never had a moment’s happiness
since I came into the house, and I hate everybody
in it.”

Such were a few of the violent and exaggerated
speeches that poured from the lips of Helena Bertram,
and fell upon the ears of the gentle lady who had
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been so kind to her, and who was now terrified by
her vehemence.

“ Hush! Helena,” she said; “it is very wrong to
give way to your anger, and Marian did not mean to
vex you, particularly when you are ill; it was an
accident. Hush! my child;’ and Helena, a little
ashamed of her violence, was taking refuge in a flood
of tears, when Bessy came up to them in a great
hurry.

“ Please, ma’am, Miss Edith, she would go to her
drawers, and pull the things about, and get some
clothes out to give to Martha Baines; and one of her
children is in the small-pox, and cook is quite fright- -
ened, ma’am, that Miss Edith will have caught the
infection.”

¢ Martha Baines,” cried Mrs. Ellersley, in bewilder-
ment, for she knew nothing about it ; “ where is she ?
Has Miss Edith been in the village ?”’

“No; in the kitchen, ma’am ; Martha Baines is
there,” retnrned Bessy.

To the kitchen Mrs. Ellersley hastened, and. there
heard the whole story. Martha Baines was a poor
widow in the village, who had often received kindness
from Mrs. Ellersley. She had a large family, and
her eldest daughter had just been sent home from
service in the small-pox, and in the confusion of
attending upon her, the others had to be neglected,
and the youngest child had got to the fire and burnt
itself. On hearing her request for old linen, Edith
had, as Bessy said, rushed to her drawers, half emptied
them upon the floor, until she had found some old
things that she had heard her mamma say would soon
be too much worn to wear, and had hastened to the
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kitchen, where she was pressing them on the poor
woman’s ‘acceptance, when''cook, knowing the circum-
stances, had torn her away, and told the woman to
leave the house. Edith was now in Mrs. Nurse’s
hands, and after she had given orders for one of the
men to take some assistance to the poor woman’s
house, with strict orders that she was never to enter
the precincts of Oakridge again for the present, Mrs.
Ellersley proceeded to Edith’s room, where, amidst
the untidiness that she had occasioned, that young
lady was undergoing the washing, re-dressing, and
scolding that nurse considered necessary for her
welfare.

“You're shocked, ma’am, and I do not wonder,”
said Mrs. Nurse, looking up in the midst of her occu-
pation. “There never were such children for getting
into mischief. It seems not a minute since I had
my eye upon them all from the nursery window ; the
young ladies sitting on the seat with Miss Louisa,
and Miss Bertram nursing the baby as she is so fond
of, and Bessy standing by; and in five minutes there
is such a shandrydan in the house—Master Willie
tripping himself up in the hall, and Miss Marian fly-
ing at him, poor little darling! and then—Miss Edith,
do stand still, for one minute, if you please—Miss
Edith, running headlong into infection, and bringing
the small-pox into the house. It’s no use crying,
Miss Edith, and saying ‘you didn’t know,’ when
you might be the death of the poor dear baby, you
might.”

Now, although Mrs. Ellersley was very much
grieved, and not quite comfortable about the risk of
infection, she did not think that Edith had been in
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#o much danger as nurse considered; but she was
very much\ distresseéd Oat the\naughtiness of the
children, and when Captain Ellersley returned from
his ride, and had heard the whole story, she quite
agreed with his final verdict.

“It is impossible, my dear, to let tbings go on
much longer in this way.”

“I know, Arthur,” said Mrs. Ellersley, who was
now lying quite exhausted upon the sofa in her
dressing-room, “and I feel that I am not doing
my duty to the children; and now that we have this
poor dear child, Helena, added to our own, I do think
I am scarcely equal to the responsibility. I hope,
however, that I shall soon be a little stronger.”

“ Not strong enough to cope with these unruly
spirits P’ said Captain Ellersley. “ It is no use
concealing it, the children are all spoilt, and we must
have a good, strict governess for them.”

“ Not a very strict one, Arthur, just at first,”
pleaded Mrs. Ellersley.

“They will be ruined, otherwise,” said Captain
Ellersley, in an unaltered voice, walking to the
window. '

There was silence for a few minutes; then Mrs.
Ellersley said,— ’

¢ Arthur, I know what I will do,—I will write to
Bertha; she will understand exactly what we want.
She is sure to know of somebody. I will write to
Bertha to-morrow.”

“ It will be a good plan,” said the captain, terscly,
from the window, and no more was said.

Almost directly afterwards Ernest came into the
room.

E
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“ Mamma, Edwards wishes to know what time you
want the carriage to-night.)’

“ Ob, my love, that horrid dinner party! T cannot
‘go,—it is impossible.”

“ Nonsense, my dear!” said her husband, coming
near; “ you will feel quite well enough, after you
have bad an hour’s rest.”

“ But the children,—I cannot leave them,” said
Mrs. Ellersley.

“You have often left them before,” said Captain
Ellersley, rather impatiently; “ what difference is
there now? You can send them all to bed before
you go, if that will make you happier.”

“It would not make them much happier, I am
afraid,” said Mrs. Ellersley, with a smile and a sigh.
“ And there is Helena, too,—the dear girl puzzles me
sadly, and she grieves me too. I thought her moping
and stupid until this afternoon, but now she terrifies
me.”

“ There is a great deal of good in Helena Bertram,
mamma,”’ said Ernest; “ but if she bothers you, why
don’t you send her to school.”

“My dear,” replied Mrs. Ellersley, “your papa
does not wish it,—nor should I like to treat her differ-
ently from my own girls, poor thing! and, indeed,
they generally are all very good, only this afternoon
things bave gone wrong, and that makes me notlike
to leave them.”

% Oh, I'll keep them all in order, mamma,”  said
Ernest ; “trust them to me. Have I not been a
monitor for the last two years? Rely upon me for
keeping the young ladies quiet.”




ERNEST IN POWER. 51

“But you must not pommel them, my boy,” said
his father, Jaughing!

“You need not be afraid, papa,” said Ernest. “I
assure you we act by moral force almost entirely.
.The monitors rarely have to touch a boy. When we
do pitch into one, though, he does not forget it in a
hurry.”

“ Well,” said his father, smiling, “you seem to
have studied the subject, so I hope that your mother
will be satisfied.”

“You will leave me full powers, and the keys of
the tea-chest, mother, dear, won’t you ?  said Ernest,
kissing his mother affectionately ; * then I will be off,
for I heard signals of a squall before I came up stairs ! *
and so saying, Ernest left the room, and, in his capacity-
-of chief constable, hastened to the library.

CHAPTER VI.

He did not arrive too soon. Edith and Willie were
already engaged in a small fight, occasioned by that
young gentleman’s desire to put Edith’s white kitten
up the chimney, to make it like a zebra, as he said.

- Fortunately, a guard was on the fire, or Willie might
have been in a blaze; as it was, his woollen sleeve
was singed, and Ernest perceived a streng smell of

-burning as soon as he opened the door of the room.

“ Do you want to make roast-goose of yourself,
you young ass ?’ he cried, seizing Willie by the arm.

2
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“ He wanted to put kitty up the chimney. He is
8o tiresomeé, Ernest)"?) gaid Edith!

“ T will put him up,” said Ernest ; and, suiting the
action to the word, he took Willie in his arms, and, in
spite of his violent kicks, was proceeding, apparently,
to make a chimneysweep of him, when the boy’s com-
plete submission, and “I'll never do so any more,
Ernest,” stopped the execution, and, after a good
shaking, Willie was set down upon the floor.

“ Ob, Ernest!” cried Edith, *“ have you come to
stay with us all the night ? How nice! and you will
not bring any of your great, stupid books out, will
you?”

“ That depends upon how you behave ?* said

. Ernest, beginning to think how he had boasted about
moral force to his father and mother, and how little
be had acted upon it since he came down stairs.

Directly afterwards the lamp was brought in, and
showed Marian standing in the window, with a book
in her hand, though she could not have been reading
for this half-hour, and Helena, lying on the couch, with
her face turned away, her uneasy movments only
showing that she was awake. She did not even turn
round when tea came in, and said she did not want
any.

Ernest, however, after he had put Marian in bigh
good humour by his attentions to her, as she took
her mamma’s place at the tea-tray, proceeded to per-
suade Helena to let the couch be pushed up close to
the table, so that she could join them comfortably ;
and having managed this with Willie’s help, he
proceeded to raise her up, and prop her with the
~nshions. The girls laughed to see how well Ernest
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acted nurse ; but Helena gave a cry of pain, and turned
very pale.

“Did I hurt your foot?” cried Ernest. “I1am
so sorry.”

¢ It was not your fault,” said Helens, faintly.

Marian looked anxious and awkward ; she was sorry
for Helena’s suffering, but she did not know how to
express it. ‘Edith offered to run for all manner of
things, or for nurse, to tell them what to do; but
Helena declined everything, and said that it had gone
off; and although she could not eat anything, she
looked better, and joined a little in the fun and
merriment that soon began.

Ernest had begun to think his task an easy ome,
until he was reminded that the evening was not yet
over, by a little escapade of Willie’s as the tea things
were being taken out. He had secreted himself in
the hall, and cried, “ bo!” as Susan was carrying the
tea-tray out, so that she very nearly let it fall. But it
did not fall, so Susan only said, “ I shall tell your
mamma of you, Master William ;" and Ernest ordered
him to sit down and be quiet, and proceeded to arrange
matters for his sisters.

“ Have you no lessons to learn for Monday, girls ?*

“Ican learn mine in a minute,” said Edith; ¢ and,
besides, it is no use,—we have hardly ever said any
since Helena was ill, at least not every morning.”

“ Never mind that,” said Ernest; “ you ought to
have them ready.”

“ Oh! Ernest, how cross you are,” said Edith. “ I
wanted you to tell us some stories about school.” She
turned, however, to get her spelling-book, so Ernest
got his writing-desk, and began to arrange some
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papers in it, but he took care to observe that Helena
had leaned 'wearily ‘back' upon 'the cushions, and that
Marian had taken up her story-book again.

“Are you not going to follow Edie’s example,
Marian ?*’ he asked, after a few minutes’ silence.

Marian tossed her head at the idea of following little
Edith’s example, but she only said,—

“ Mamma did not set me any lessons.”

“ Oh ! Marian,” said Edith, “ you know you always
do geography on Mondays.”

“ I wish you would be quiet, Edith,” said Marian,
testily ; ¢ you always interfere, and you have nothing
to do with my lessons.”

“ Well, I never saw such girls,” said Ernest. * If
I were mamma, I would send you all off to school, or
else I would get a tremendously strict governess for
you; and that is what will be done, you may depend
upon it.”

“ 1 shan't have a governess,” said Willie, popping
his head up from under the table; “ I am going to
school with you, Ernest.”

“ 1 shan’t take you, Willie, until you are less of a
baby than to play at ‘bo !’ with Susan,” said Ernest;
Edith laughed, and Marian said,—

“ 1 wish we had a governess for some things.”

“ Oh! Marian,” cried Edith, ¢ if she was cross,
would you wish it ?”’

“ 1 was not thinking of that,” said Marian ; “ but
we should learn more, I do not mean a stupid crea-
ture, like Miss Moreland, with her ¢ Please, Miss
Ellersley,” but a really clever governess.”

% Oh! Marian,” said Edith again; “ but she would
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not let us run about, or read story-books, or fish, or be
with Ernest 'on 'Saturdays, or anything.”

“ You are such a baby,” said Marian, contemp-
tuously. “ Of course, mamma would not let her in-
terfere with our amusements.”

“ Ah, well, my ladies,” said Ernest, “ you’ll see
how it will be when Madam Sternface arrives. Poor
ereatures! how you will tremble at the sight of her.
I will give you her portrait. She will be very tall
and thin, with a meagre face, narrow mouth, and very
little hair; green eyes and spectacles. She will wear
a black silk dress, with a stiff white collar, and what-
do-you-call-them wristbands ; and she will say, ¢ Sit
up, Miss Edith; make a curtsy when you enter the
room, my love,’—they always say, ¢ My love,’—and
then she will glare at you through her spectacles until
you would fain sink into your own boots, and be
carried away by Richard to brush by mistake. Won't
she be delightful, Helena ?”’ he added, turning to her.

“ Not at all,” answered Helena, decidedly ; but she
laughed at Ernest’s nonsense,and that was what he
wanted. “ But you are ouly jesting.”

“ You will see,” replied Ernest, in an oracular
manner. “ Do you not know that I am a prophet.
Depend upon it, what I say will come true some
day"’

« Bessy says that a gipsy once told her that she
would find something in & weod, and she always looks
when we go fo Bathurst,” said Edith,

“ How silly!” said Helena, in a low tone; whllst
Edith continued,—

~ “ And Bessy says that she kiew a girl that had her
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fortune told that she was to be drowned, so she would
never go out'in & 'boat’;' arid'one'day she was in a cart
going across a river where it was very shallow, and
the horse ran away, and she was thrown out into the
water and drowned, after all.”

“Ridiculous!” cried Ernest. “ Why, Edith, you
will believe in witches riding on broomsticks presently.
Bessy must be an ignorant girl to tell you such
stories.”

“ Mamma says that Edith ought not to talk to
the servants; but she doesn’t care,” put in Marm.n,
kindly.

¢« Ah, well, wait till Madam Sternface has the care
of you. Hallo, Helena! what is the matter ?*’

Helena had just given a groan that startled them
all.

“1It is only my ankle that hurts me so much,” said
Helena; but she looked so pale now, that Willie
was sent off at once for nurse, and they were all
frightened.

“You are feverish, Miss Bertram,”” said nurse, as
soon as she came into the room. “ There has been too
much backwards and forwards to-day for you; you
had better go to bed at once.”

Helena was too faint to make any objection to tlns
advice ; and Ernest, in his strong and willing arms,
carried her up stairs. Edith held the candle, and
Marian followed, sorry, in reality, but still too ¢ross
to show any sympathy. As soon as Helena was a
little better, nurse turned them all out, saying that
Miss Bertram would feel far better without them
and their fears set at rest, by seeing her more com-
fortable, they raced merrily down stairs, and stopped
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at the hall-door, to look out at the stars, a favourite
amusement with them when Ernest was at home;
for then he could show them the pole star, and tell
them the names of the constellations; and when
Marian felt her brother’s arm round her, she thought
the old times had come back once more, and she
began to laugh and talk again.

Then they went back into the library, and Marian
pushed away the couch, and drew some chairs round
the fire, and said, with an air of relief,—

¢ Now, do let us be comfortable, as we used to be,
when papa and mamma were out.”

“Well, I have no objection,” said Ernest, taking
the large chair in front of the fire between his sisters ;
“but I'll tell you what, girls, you don’t behave well
to Helena Bertram.” -

“ Now, Ernest,” said Marian, “ why do you bring
her name in, when we were just beginning to be com-
fortable without her? You have no idea how disagree-
able she is.”

“I have a good idea how unhappy she is,” said
Ernest; “and, I say again, you do not behave well
to her.”

¢ But she is so cross, sometimes,” said Edith.

“ And I’m sure we have never been so happy since
_she ecame,” said Marian.

‘“ And she got into such a passion this afternoon,”
added Edith. “Mamma was quite frightened; I
heard her say so to papa.” .

“I said nothing about what she is,” replied
Ernest. “I said you did not behave well to her; so
there I have delivered my protest, and I hope you
will attend to it. If you don’t, I can only tell you
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that I won’t walk with you, and you shan’t enter my
room; and’'when''Madam ' 'Sternface comes, 1 will
never beg you a holiday.”

Ernest’s tone was jesting ; but his sisters felt that
he was in earnest, and they did not know what to
reply ; so Edith, ever ready, turned the subject by
saying,— ]

“ Please, Ernest, tell us a story.”

“QOh, that reminds me,” said Ernest, “ that I have
a story to tell, but you could not understand it, for
it is on a Latin theme, ‘ The Brave are merciful;’
whbat do you think of that, girls? I shan’t put you in
as examples, depend upon it. However, get me my
books, will you? and the other things, and push the
table near to the fire, for I have lots of work to do
yet.”

This was a disappointment to both, but there was
some consolation in finding that he thought them
still worthy to wait on him; for half the pleasure of
having him at home—to Edith, at least—was to be his
fag, as he called it. But, when he was established
at his lessons, it was very dull for them; and Edith
soon said that she would go and help to put Louy to
bed. As the door closed on her, Marian yawned, and
wished that she had something to do.

“Read,” said Ernest, turning over the pages of bis
dictionary. .

“I bhave read all our books,” answered Marian,
yawning again.

« Sew,” said Ernest, with his pen in his mouth.

“T hate sewing.”

“Draw.”

“1I have lost my penecile.”
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“Well, then, don’t bother me,” said Ernest, finally ;
and Marian sat, looking into the fire, till Edith came
back ; and soon afterwards, although they had before
declared their intention of sitting up until their papa
and mamma came home, they gave up the idea by
mutual consent, and went to bed.

At the door of their room, nurse met them, and
told them to go and undress in the nursery, where
Bessy was waiting for them, because Miss Bertram
bad just fallen off into a doze, and Mr. Parry had
ordered her to be kept very quiet. The idea of Mr.
Parry having had to be sent for rather shocked them,
and, for once, they were quite obedient, and crept
silently into their little beds, where they slept too
soundly to be disturbed by the gentle step that passed
through their room several times during the night.

CHAPTER VII.

‘WaEN Mrs. Ellersley returned, she was much
grieved to find Helena again feverish and in pain,
and although she was herself very tired, she would
not leave her until morning; and this was a great
comfort to Helena. Before Mrs. Ellersley came
home, she had been tossing about, crying, longing for
Sarah in the old way, fretting for her papa, and going
through all her troubles, until she was ill in mind
and body; but the kind tone and the gentle touch
worked wonders. The poor girl found the greatest
comfort in them, and it was with her hands clasped in
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Mrs. Ellersley’s that she fell into her first quiet sleep ;
and every time that” she awoke, she felt happy to.
know that Mrs. Ellersley was close beside her, and
there was grateful affection in the way in which she
drew Mrs. Ellersley to her, as the morning dawned,
and said, “ Thank you, ma’am; but you must be very
tired.”

‘When Mr. Parry paid his early visit, he pronounced
her a good deal better; but said that she would have
to keep her bed some days.

“I suspect, madam,” he said, turning to Mrs.
Ellersley, “ that bed is the safest place for her. The
young lady must have been venturing too much down
stairs.”

Helena coloured a little, but said nothing.

“You have not been trying to walk, my dear, have
you ?” said Mrs. Ellersley, anxious to clear her, if
possible.

“Yes, ma’am,” said Helena, bluntly ; “I tried to
go for my desk yesterday, but my foot gave way,
and I could not walk.”

¢“Of course you could not,” said Mr. Parry, look-
ing much annoyed. “It is no use, madam, my
endeavouring to cure the young lady, if she disregards
my advice entirely.”

¢ She will not do it again, I am sure,” said Mrs.
Ellersley. “You will be careful, my dear, in future?*

Helena could not resist the kind, pleading glance,
and answered in the affirmative; and the good sur-
geon, who felt by no means the same interest in
Miss Bertram that he did in every one of the little
Ellersleys, took his leave, after recommending Mrs.
“Mersley to go to bed.
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“] must set you a good example, Helena,” she
said, with a'smilé/ asI"800n .48 the doctor had left the
room, “and obey Mr. Parry directly; so good morn-
ing, my dear. I will send one of the girls to you,”
and with a kiss, she too left the room.

No one came for what seemed a long time, and
Helena sat listening to the church bells, ringing in
the distance, for it was Sunday, until the door opened,
and a rosy face, in a pretty blue silk bonnet, peeped
in, nodded and emiled, and then disappeared again.

“ Oh! Edith, do come in,” cried Helena.

“She is awake, Marian; come,” said Edith, in
the other room, and in their fresh Sunday dress both
the girls came in.

“ How nice you look,” said Helena, with a sigh at
the contrast.

“ Are you better P’ asked Marian.

“Yes,” said Helena ; “ Ishall get up to-morrow. I
wish I was going to church.”

_ “I wish you were, too,” said Edith, warmly. “I
know how tired I was with staying at home when I
had the measles.” .

“ Shall I bring you some books ?*’ said Marian.

«“T don’t care, thank you,” said Helena, despond-
ingly.

¢« Ah, but T know what you will care for,” said Edith,
running away with an air of mystery, and returning in
a few minutes in triumph, followed by Bessy, bearing
the baby.

“ There, now,” said Edith, delighted to see Helena’s
look of pleasure. “That is the nicest thing, isn’t it ?
Nurse says you may have her for half an hour, if you
like ; and if she cries, you are toring the bell. And,
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Marian, it is quite time, papa says, and he is waiting
for us in/the gardemn.’

“The dear darling!” said Helena, as soon as she
was left alone with her live doll. “You beautiful
darling ! you love me—don’t you ? And it was very
good of Edith to bring you—such a quiet, good little
thing as you are!”

And the little Consie laughed and crowed, and cried
“Ba, ba!” all the while, unconscious of the good
it was doing in sweetening the too bitter feelings
that its young nurse had so often and so fatally
indulged.

All that day Helena improved, and in two days she
was able to come down stairs, as usual. ' When she first
saw her guardian afterwards, he rather seriously said
to her,— ’

“ We must have no more trying to walk, Helens,
until Mr. Parry gives you leave. You do not know
how serious the consequences might be.”

And Helena blushed, and thought that indeed she
should not try again, for she had suffered a great deal,
and bad learnt a little wisdom.

80 she condescended to be dependant again on the
services of the girls; and, as they were much more ready
to be obliging than before, the three weeks that she
spent upon the couch were far from being so unhappy
as the previous time had been : and when Ernest was
at home, she needed nothing. 8till, the first time that
she was able to put on her things, and join the others
in their daily walk, was a great pleasure to her ; and to
see the three girls together, you might bhave imagined
that a cloud of quarrelling or discontent could scarcely
come amongst them.
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This harmony was, alas! soon broken ; but we must
go back a little/to explain.

We said that Mrs. Ellersley had determined to
write to her niece Bertha, in the hope that she could
tell her of some one who could help her in the edu-
cation of her children and her ward. This she did
very soon afterwards, and in due time received an
answer. But we must premise that Bertha Talbot
was the daughter of a gentleman who had lived in the
East during the whole of her childhood and youth,
which had consequently been spent at an excellent
achool at Kensington. Her happy holidays had always
been passed at Oakridge, with her aunt and uncle
Ellersley, and they both looked upon her as a dear
and eldest daughter. But when Bertba was old
enough to leave school, her father returned to Eng-
land, and charmed to find his motherless daughter so
completely what he would have wished to see her, he
immediately took a house in London, where, in the
midst of good society, and with the means of im-
proving her mind, Bertha's education was finished
according to her father’s standard. Bertha herself
was, however, scarcely satisfied. She felt that to be
the admired and courted object of the world around
her was not enough for her. She burned to be of
some use, to find something to do. But she knew
that, if it was right, the way would be opened before
her ; and, meanwhile, she strove to be a comfort to
ber father, and to avoid being spoilt by the petting
and indulgence which it was his pleasure to bestow
upon her.

Things were in this state when she received Mrs.
Ellgrsley’s lotter ; but a change immediately took



64 A GOVERNESS OFFERED.

place in her prospects, which obliged her to delay her
answer forten/days:*)Ancunusual thing for me, dear
aunt,” she wrote at length, “ who am generally such
a faithful correspondent, but I hope you will excuse
me when you hear the reason.” She then explained
that her father had during this time received the offer
of an appointment which would oblige him to return
to the East. The office was so honourable, that he
only hesitated to accept it on his daughter’s account.
Her health bad been pronounced not strong enough
for India, and, should he go out alone, he would again
leave her without a home, “unless, dear aunt, as you
have 8o often promised, you will give me one. Do I
not remind you of this promise boldly? You will,
perhaps, withdraw it now, particularly when you hear
the condition that I wish to add to my coming. I
want to come as the children’s governess. Do not
refuse me. It seems the opening for work and use-
fulness that I have so long desired. If you think me
fit for this work, let me enter upon it. You shall see
how heartily I will try to fulfil my duties, so that you
shall soon forget your often troublesome niece in the
staid preceptress of your daughters.”

‘With many other arguments Bertha Talbot urged
her proposal ; but welcome as it was in many respects
to her aunt and uncle, they hesitated to accept the
sacrifice that she was so anxious to make, and they
had to be satisfied that her father approved the plan,
and on many other points, before the matter was
finally settled.

But at last it was arranged ; and it was when the
children returned from Helena’s first walk, that they
were told to prepare for their new governess the pext
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week, and that she was to be their cousin Bertha!
Their astonishment was unbounded. The news that
Bertha was coming had always been the signal for
rejoicing, but now other feelings were mixed up with
their joy.

Marian’s opinion was, “I am very glad. I shall
like her better than anybody to teach us, for she is so
accomplished.”

“And she is never cross,” added Edith, who had
clapped her hands with unmixed delight at first.
¢ 8till, Marian, Willie minds her more than anybody,
except papa; and don’t you remember, Marian, last
year, about the cherries, you know,’—and Edith
blushed a little at the recollection. * You know she
was 80 grieved, and she spoke quite differently to us
all that day. I don’t think I should like to vex
Bertha, Marian.”

“ Perhaps you might not,”” said Marian, with a
superior air; “ but I am decidedly glad that she is
coming.”

‘When Marian used long words and spoke in that
way, Edith felt put down, and generally turned to
speak to some one else, which she did now :—

« Are you glad, Helena ?”

« 1 don’t know,” replied Helena, indifferently.

“ How can she ? ” interrupted Marian ; “ she does
not know Bertha; besides, it is quite different with
Helena : Bertha will be like any one else to her, you
know—she is not her cousin.’

“T know that well enough,” said Helena to herself,
as she went up-stairs, and, instead of taking her things
off, sat down in the window-seat to make herself
miserable. I know that I have neither cousins nor

¥
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anybody to care about me. Oh, papa!” And, with
the old ‘longing' grief, Helena-sat thinking, and un-
happy.

The impression that Miss Talbot’s coming would
add to her troubles grew upon her as she indulged it,
until she really looked upon her as a stern enemy,
who would come and take part with Marian against
her, and would probably deprive her in a great measure
of the society of the only people she cared about ; that
was, the baby and her dear Mrs. Ellersley, whom she
had begun to love with all her heart.

‘When she saw the preparations that everybody
was making for Miss Talbot’s coming, she grew worse ;
and when Captain Ellersley set off on the Monday
morning for London, for the purpose of escorting Miss
Talbot to Oakridge at the end of the week, Helena’s
heart sank to zero, and her depression was noticed
by all.

yIt was wet weather, and they were all confined in-
doors; but Edith and Marian were fully occupied with
many little schemes of preparation for their cousin’s
coming that Helena could not enter into. So
Helena was little interrupted ; they had no lessons,
and she could take her book to her own room often,
without being noticed, and brood there over her fancies
and the future. It was during these hours that a
strange scheme entered her head, and engrossed her
mind so entirely, that whether she was alone or with
the family, she was thinking about nothing else for
several days.

This was a no less wild and singular idea than to
go to Sarah—to leave Oakridge, to escape alone, to
run away, in fact ; and, once having reached Sarah, in
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her ignorance,of thé world, Helens felt no doubt that
they should be able to arrange some plan of living
together, perhaps near to The Court—at least, until
her uncle should return.

No thought of fatigue or difficulty deterred her:
once out of the precincts of Oakridge, she feared
nothing,—only it must be done before the return
of Captain Ellersley and the dreaded Miss Talbot,
or the difficulty of accomplishing it would be much
increased. In fact, no time was to be lost, and Helena
decided that Thursday should be the day on which she
would take herself out of the hands of those who had
been appointed to take charge of her.

As may be supposed, Wednesday was an anxious
day to her; the subject was never out of her mind;
and whenever she thought she should not be missed
she was making little preparations for her journey.
Money she knew would be necessary, so she put
her three sovereigns in a purse, and trusted that these
would be enough for her expenses until she arrived in
London. Afterwards she thought that Sarah would
be able to arrange for everything of that sort, and she
only intended to take with her a carriage-bag, into
which she stuffed a medley of odd treasures: a little
miniature of her papa, and a locket, containing
his hair and her mother’s; then there was an old
neck-handkerchief that she had an affection for, and
a small copy of the “ Lady of the Lake.” Besides
these things, there was a little ivory box, and her gold
thimble, and some other small articles ; and, last of all,
in a hurried way she pushed in a book of hymns that
Mrs. Ellersley had given to her a week or two before.
If she bad stopped to think a moment as she put that.

F2
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book in, she, perhaps, might not have taken the step
that she knew must bring such anxiety upon one who
had been very kind to her.

‘When the bag was packed, Helena hid it carefully
in a drawer, with a fervent hope that neither nurse
nor Bessy might have anything to do with her clothes
that day, and then she joined the rest down-stairs;
but she could not enter into their conversation, for it
was all about what they should do when their papa
and Bertha came ; and Helena blushed whenever any
of them appealed to her, for she expected by that time
to be far away.

‘When bed-time came, and she bid Mrs. Ellersley
good-night, her courage nearly failed ; something rose
up in her throat, and she felt inclined to put her arms
round Mrs. Ellersley, and say, “ I cannot leave you!”
but she checked the impulse very soon, and only kissed
her with a passionate affection that Mrs. Ellersley
well remembered afterwards.

A feverish anxiety kept her awake until very late,
but at last she fell into such a heavy slumber that she
did not wake completely when Bessy called her, and
it was breakfast-time when Edith came to her bed-
side, and merrily laughed at her for sleeping so long.
So she had to dress quickly, and had no time for re-
flection ; nor, indeed, did she wish for it, but rather
chose to avoid it ; and for that purpose chiefly, after
breakfast, she went into the nursery, and played a
long time with the children. Never had she been so
amiable with them. Percy declared that he liked her
to come into the nursery better even than Edith ; and
every now and then she seized the baby in her arms,
and rocked it fondly to and fro. But when she spoke,
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it was in a hurried, trembling voice, and her laugh
was quite unnatural)and .a8/she"took the baby back
from her, nurse said, * Miss Bertram, how your hand
burns, and you are all in a tremble, now. Does your
head ache, my dear ?”

“ No, no, nurse, I am quite well,” answered Helena,
hastily ; and nurse said no more aloud but to herself
she said, “I shall speak to my mistress about the
young lady—with the smallpox so near, we should be
careful ; for, though Miss Edith has not taken it, the
infection may have come into the house; though, in
my own mind,” she added, as she stirred the fire, © I
often think the poor thing frets herself about some-
thing ; her poor papa, maybe, for that old Sarah said
she thought there was nothing like him. However,
I will speak to my mistress this very morning.”

Meanwhile Helena, for a change, had gone down--
stairs, and there she found a walk to the village in
contemplation, and Mrs. Ellersley told her to get
ready to go with them. This was the opportunity
Helena had waited for ; she certainly intended to go
out, but not with them. She could not condescend
to say that she was tired, or make any untrue excuse ;
so she only went to her own room, and said to the
girls, in passing,—

“T do not want to go to the v1llage tbxs morning ;
I wish you would tell your mamma so.’

And Edith and Manan, accustomed to ber whlms,
only shrugged their shoulders, and did as she desired.

Mrs. Ellersley was distressed that Helena should
not be ready to go out on the first fine morning they
had had that week, and was sure that nothing but
illness could make her so unwilling to take exercise ;
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and then nurse gave her opinion, and Mrs. Ellersley
determined\'thatl sheCwould have Mr. Parry to look at
baby’s gums, and that he should see Miss Bertram
too, and afterwards she told Helena to go to the
library, and keep herself warm, and spoke so kindly
to her, that she had very nearly given way to her wish
to cry, and then betray the whole scheme.

But she did not,and Mrs. Ellersleyand the girls went
out. Then Helena jumped up, and with hasty, trem-
bling hands took out her cloth jacket, and her black
hat, and quickly dressed herself for her expedition.
‘With her carriage-bag in her hand, she listened in-
tently for some minutes, with her door ajar, to be sure
that no one was within hearing. To meet Willie on
the staircase would have been fatal, and he might
burst out of the nursery at any moment. But no
sound was heard: so she ran down the staircase,
across the hall, through the porch-door—because it was
standing open, and through the garden to the gate.
This was, again, an important moment, for the gate
creaked upon its hinges, and the watch-dog, in the
stable-yard, generally barked when he heard this
sound, and gave notice to the servants. Her heart
beat as she gently moved it so that she could just
squeeze through ; it closed behind her with a strong,
sharp click, and she started, but no one was near;
and, when she passed out upon the road, there was
nothing to be seen but a string of coal-carts droning
in the distanee, towards the town.

Helena turned the other way. On Monday she had
driven with the other girls, and their papa, to a small
station, from which Captain Ellersley went to London,
and Helena thought that it would be safer than going
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from the town, and that she could easily find the way.
She was not\afraid Jof thé (distance; she had often
walked five miles and more with her papa, and once
at the station, and on the railway, she should have no
more difficulty ; for poor Helena, in her ignorance of
London, supposed that having her address, she could
as easily find Sarah there as if she were in a village.

From the high-road presently she turned into a
lane, which the guide-post informed her led to the
station which she desired to reach. In this lane she
soon met a girl whose face she recognized as belong-
ing to some houses near, and, to her horror, the girl
stopped, and, with a curtsy, said, “ Oh! if you please,
mum,. the other young ladies has gone that way,”
pointing to a cross-footpath that led through some
fields to the village.

Helena thought herself discovered; but, calling up
all her courage, she only answered, haughtily, “ Very
well!” and hastily passed the girl. Of course she
did not take the footpath, but walked straight for-
ward, as fast as her legs would carry her, and almost
oppressed with the excitement of feeling how com-
pletely, at last, she was free.

CHAPTER VIIIL

Brrone long, Helena met a waggon, laden with
railway goods ;—this assured her that she was in the
right road for the station; then a man, who said, “ A
fresh morning, miss; >’ and, after that, she saw no one
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for a long way, until the regular fall of her own steps
quite sounded in| her ears:

But the lane came to an end, and branched out
into two roads, and here came her first perplexity, for
she did not know which of them to take, and, although
there was a public-house not far off, she durst not go
to ask her way. At last, as she went a little dis-
tance, first up one road, and then the other, she
espied a holly-tree, quite covered with ripe red berries,
and it flashed upon her that Edith had looked out of
the carriage-window here, and had begun to sing the
old story from the “ Daisy,” of «“ Master Tommy and
his Sister Jane,’—

“ Were going up a shady lane ;"—

and, satisfied from this that she was now upon the
right road again, she went on with certainty. But,
after awhile, she reached some scattered cottages that
she did not in the least remember, and, when she had
passed these, she came to a village with an old church
in it, and a newly-built school, and a turnpike-gate
at the entrance that she was sure that she had never
seen before, and, in some trepidation, she asked her
way of a good-natured looking man, who was leaning
idly over the wall of his garden.

“To Coverton, miss?”’ said he; “you see yon
house, with the crooked chimney ; turn to the left, and
the road lies straight before you. It’s a longish walk,
though.” But Helena had not waited for the last
observation, nor had she noticed his stare of curiosity,
but with a hasty, “ Thank you,” she had already
resumed her rapid walk.

‘When she reached the corner of the house with
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the crooked chimney, she found, to her pleasure, that
the road would'lead' her'quite’away from the village :
but first she had to pass two cottages; and from one
of these a great dog started out, and barked furiously
at her. Helena had never been afraid of dogs, and
she had no time for fear now, so, with a loud “ Get
away,” she passed the dog—who, fortunately, was
contented with defending his master’s very limited
property,—and pursued her way.

This led her soon to a very long and steep hill, and
it was in climbing this hill that she first became con-
scious of fatigue ; but she did not heed it; her only
fear was, the danger of pausing for a moment, and
she would not even wait to drink from a spring that
bubbled up by the side of the road, although she
longed for it as much as any wayworn wanderer.

It seemed an endless hill, but at last she reached
the summit, and there she found herself at the com-
mencement of a moor, which it seemed that she must
traverse, for the road led straight across it. It was a
large, bleak, heathery moor, and over it the wind blew
piercingly ; the sun had gone in, and a mist hid all
the distant country from her sight; and the moor
was quite new to Helena : she was sure, now, that she
was in a different road from that she had driven along
on Monday ; but the man had certainly said that it led
to Coverton, and perhaps, in case of pursuit, it might
be fortunate that she had taken a less-frequented
route. .

So, on the slight dark figure hastened, across the
lone moor, with no human being in sight, except a
shepherd, far off, who was quite unobserved by Helena.
At the other side of the moor she promised herself a
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rest, for her ankle had begun to be painful, and for
the first/\time -al 'thirill . of /fedr' passed through her.
Loneliness she liked ; hunger and fatigue she did not
care for, whilst the one object was straight before
her; but if her ankle failed her, what then? She
shrank from the prospect; the moor seemed longer
than before, and she sank down, rather than sat, upon
a rugged stone at one side of the road. The sky
was one dull grey above, as far as she could see; the
moor spread far around her, unbroken in its dreary
sameness, except where, here and there, a stunted.
leafless alder grew. In the misty distance was the:
faint outline of some hills, and even the spire of a.
church might be nearly traced ; but all was wrapped
in mist —a cold, damp mist, with nothing to cheer the
traveller.

Helena sat long, scarcely thinking, but unwilling
to move, and almost stupefied with fatigue, until she
was aroused by a distant, but distinct sound. It was
the shriek of a railway-whistle, and at dnce she started
up, reminded of her errand. Her bag had fallen at
her feet, but she took it up again, and bravely re-
sumed her walk.

Gradually the moor narrowed at the other side,
until it became a wide, but little-frequented lane,
where the broad green turf at the sides was broken
up here and there, and the black burnt circles showed
that it had been occupied by gipsy camps. At present;,
however, it seemed quite deserted ; but before Helena
had, with much pain, walked more than a quarter of
a mile farther, she was startled by the appearance of
three sleek cows, and behind a girl driving them.

They had apparently come out of a field close by,
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for the girl had turned to shut the gate behind them ;
and while she ‘was-doing ‘this, the ‘cows passed by the
end of the short lane, where they should have turned,
and came rather quickly towards Helena.

“Howe!” cried their driver, running after them,
and waving her arms; but the cows only went the
faster, until the girl, perceiving Helena, called out
directly, “ Will you turn them, please ? ”’

Helena knew nothing about turning cows, and she
would rather have stood aside, and let them pass ; but
she pitied the girl’s difficulty, and being really good-
natured, she held up her arms, too, and cried out,
“ Shoue! shoue !’ as she had seen the country-people
do; and the cows, apparently surprised, turned round
at once, and were soon driven in the right direction.
Then the girl stopped till Helena came up, to say
“ Thank you; if it had not been for you, I should,
maybe, have had a long run after them. I am always
frightened of their getting out upon the moor.”

The girl spoke with a south-country aecent, and
very pleasantly, and there was a merry smile about her
mouth, that made it pleasant to look at her, though
she was only dressed in a dark cotton frock, and an
old straw bonnet, with a little plaided shawl, crossed
in front, and tied behind. Helena smiled a little, in
return, and was about to speak, when the girl said, in
rather a different tone—for, as Helena came near, she
saw that she was not, as she had expected, a girl from
the neighbouring village,—

“You walk lame, miss. Are you tired? Perhaps
you would come up to the farm, and rest awhile?
Aunt would make you welcome.”

“No, thank you,” replied Helena; “I am in a
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hurry ; but perhaps you can tell me how far it is to
Coverton/??!

“ Scarcely a quarter of a mile from here, miss,”
replied the girl. “You'll see it when you've turned
that corner.” .

“Is there a train soon, do you know?” asked
Helena, feeling glad, somehow, to exchange a few
words with the cheerful country-girl.

“A train!” echoed the other.

“Yes; from the station there,” said Helena.

“ There’s no station about here,” replied the girl.
% Ob, very likely you’ll mean Little Coverton! but
that is above four miles from here. You will not be
thinking of going there to-night P’

Helena could not answer. Four miles yet to walk!
Her heart sank at the idea, for her ankle was very
weak and painful. The girl, supposing that she
hesitated, continued, in rather a coaxing way,—

“You had better come home with me. You see
the farm just at the top of this little lane. You
might know it anywhere, with a pigeon-cote standing
up like a tower. You could rest a bit, at any rate.”

“ No, thank you,” said Helena. Much as she
shrank from the four miles more, she never thought
of stopping until she should reach the station ; and
she asked again, “ Can you tell me the way to Little
Coverton ?”

“Let me see,” said the girl, considering a little.
“You don't go through the village, I know, but you
turn to the left, the first turning—no, it’s to the
right,—and then it is almost straight all the way.
But, miss, you’d better let me call uncle; he’s only
in the farm-yard, and he could tell you all about it.”




A LAST RESOURCE. 77

« No, thank you,” said Helena; “I must go now.
Good evening;”” ‘and’ away she walked, leaving the
girl looking after her, with some pity, and a good
deal of curiosity.

It seemed a long quarter of a mile to Helena, when
she came near to the village, and took the turning, as
she supposed, that the girl had pointed out to her;
but, unfortunately, she had missed the right one, and
once more had lost her way. This she only began to
find out when she reached a place where the road
divided, and where the guide-post pointed in neither
direction to such a place as Little Coverton.

She now felt sure that she had lost herself again:
the twilight had gathered round her; the mist was
thickening on the lower ground; and all her limbs
were throbbing with fatigue. For the first time, she
began to despair of going on to-night; and when in
the distance she thought she could still see the pigeon-
cote of the farm-house, a longing seized her to go and
rest, at least, awhile, and be near the pleasant girl
again.

Scarcely making up her mind what she should do
when she arrived at the farm-house, she turned
back, and endeavoured to retrace her steps; and
having once allowed to herself that she was tired, she
seemed to feel it more than before, and by the time
she had reached the place where she had parted from
the girl, she could hardly drag herself along.

She had almost to feel her way up the little lane,
for the mist had increased quickly ; but in the dis-
tance a bright light gleamed and flickered, and this
she thought must shine from the farm-house, so she
made her way towards it, until she was stopped by a
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wooden gate. She opened this, and, following the
cart-road 'into/whichCit| led) shé'[¢éame to an archway
in the midst of the out-buildings, through which she
entered a large farm-yard.

An old-fashioned door, at one side of the yard,
belonged, as it seemed, to the house; so Helena went
up to it, and knocked upon it with her knuckles. It
was a feeble knocking, but it sufficed to rouse the
watch-dog that had been lying in a kennel at some
distance, and his deep barking was answered by a
shrill yelping from a cur inside. Helena started when
she heard the barking ; but the great dog was chained,
and the little one was silenced speedily, by the voice
of one who at the same time unlatched the heavy
door. It was the girl herself, and whilst Helena
hesitated what to say, the girl exclaimed,—

% Oh, miss, I am glad that you have come back;
walk in, please. Aunt, it’s her that helped me with
the cows.” She added this as Helena limped over
the threshold, and then shut the door behind her.

The aunt she spoke to was a tall, sensible-looking
woman, who was standing near the fire, in the act of
turning aflat brown cake that had been baking on an
iron girdle, such as are still used in country places.
She hastily finished turning it, hung the girdle a little
higher, and then came forward. The girl had held
out her hand rather timidly to Helena, and was
leading her into the kitchen.

This was a large room, that extended quite across
the house; it had a sanded floor, and rafters for a
ceiling. At the far end was the long low window
through which Helena had seen the light shining
from the wide, old-fashioned fire-place. On the broad
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mantle-shelf, above the fire-place, bright candlesticks

and irons, &'china 'shepherd-and-'shepherdess, and

some other ornaments, were ranged; and under the

window a long table was already spread with tea-things
_and a loaf and cheese.

But Helena did not see all this at first: the light
and warmth seemed to blind ber, and make her head
feel giddy.

“ Come in, my dear,” said the woman, going
forward to meet her; “come up to the fire; it is a
cold night, and dark for such ag you to be out alone,”
and she threw an eye of curiosity over the ladylike,
and what appeared to her the costly, dress of the
young stranger, as she pushed a chair close to the fire,
and made her sit down in it.

Helena sank down in the great wooden chair withou
a word. L

“ Poor dear!” continued the woman, ¢ she seems
quite lame ; you must have lost your way, surely ! Let
me take your hat off. You must bave some tea
with us, and then, perhaps, my husband can see you
home.”

Helena was too much exhausted to make any
objection even to this alarming proposition, and the
good woman proceeded to relieve her of her hat and
handkerchief. Then she could see how pale and tired
Helena looked; how sunk her eyes were, and her
hands as cold as ice ; and Mrs. Bray’s compassion was
completely roused.

“Your hands are starved, and I dare say your feet
feel as bad,” said the kind woman. * You shall have
them in warm water, and then, Janet, you can bring
your Sunday shoes down, and we will warm them for
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the young lady to put on; and let me take your heavy
jacket off} 'my/love'; (it will makel you feel more com-
fortable.” )

And, as she suited the action to her words, the
woman looked at the fine black dress, and the slender
gold cbain that held the little watch that had been
her father’s last gift to Helena, and again she won-
dered at such a young lady being out alone.

It was no time, however, she thought, for asking
questions, till she had followed out all her hospitable
suggestions. 'When Helena had been well warmed,
and had Janet’s Sunday shoes put on, then she turned
to see about the tea.

“ When I bave taken the cake off, the kettle will

boil up in a minute ; so, Janet, you had best run and,
tell your uncle that tea will soon be ready.”
! «Yes, aunt,” said Janet, taking the hint at once,
and understanding that her aunt wished to give her
the opportunity of explaining to her uncle what her
native delicacy told her would not be pleasant before
the young lady.

And, by the time the kettle boiled, she came back
with the farmer—a tall, stout, fresh-coloured country-
man ; and he asked no questions, but said, civilly,—

“You’ve had a long walk, it seems, miss ? ”’

Helena answered, “Yes,” with an involuntary blush,
for she did not know what puzzling question might
not follow ; but an impulse of politeness made her
rise and offer the great arm-chair in which she had
been sitting to the master of the house.

“ No,no!” said he, “you need it more than me.”

“Bit ye still,” said the wife, who managed most
matters, in the house, at least; “ and, Matthew, come




TOE TEA-TABLE. 81

and get your tea; and, Janet, move the little stand
to beside the young lady—she’ll 'take hers more com-
fortably then.”

And then she bustled about, and made Janet
bustle about, till her husband was sitting to his tea °
at the long table, and Helena had a little round table
before her, with a cup of steaming tea upon it, and a
hunch of the brown cake that had just been baked.

“ And now, would you like a rasher of bacon, oran
egg, my dear? you could have it in a minute—only
say,” and she pointed first to a side of bacon that hung
from one of the great beams, and then to a door, behind
which the eggs might be; but Helena declined both,
and at last she, too, sat down, still getting up every
now and then to encourage her guest to eat, or to
press something else upon her.

“'Won’t she have some cheese ?*’ said the farmer,
in a low tone, as he helped himself to an enormous
slice; and the offer was transferred to Helena, but
she declined that too.

After she had once begun to eat, however, she
enjoyed her tea with a zest that pleased her hostess
well, and she said with triumph,—

“ Ay, I thought you could take it when you tried.
There’s nothing like trying, as I said to Janet hers,
when she thought she could not milk a cow. Now, a
drop more.” ‘

But Helena had already finished two of the large
deep cups, and she could take no more, so the good
woman was obliged to be content ; and the farmer now
had also finished his substantial meal ; so, with a look
out of the window, to see if the mist had cleared at

@
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all, he muttered something about foddering up, and
left the house.

Then Helena sat still, in a comfortable, dreamy
state, watching Janet and her aunt move quickly
' here and there, clearing milk and bread-and-butter

away into the dairy, washing up and setting things in
order, until the little terrier lying on the warm hearth
near her feet, the tidy form of Janet, and ‘the active
movements of her aunt, the sound of the wind outside
rattling the old window-panes, the gentle burning of
the fire, the flickering light that played upon the wall
and rafters, all sights and sounds faded from her eyes
and ears, and Helena fell fast asleep.

Then, if she could still have watched, she would
have seen that the farmer's wife looked at her com-
passionately, and said, with a pitying click of her
tongue against her mouth,—

“Poor thing! she is quite worn out. I wonder
where she’s come from! There’s something wrong, I
warrant. We must keep her, if we can, and Matthew
must make inquiries in the morning if anyone knows
aught about her.”

“ She’s pretty, aunt, isn’t she ?” said Janet,
warmly. .

“ Why, she’s fair enough, Janet,”” replied her aunt,
“and her hands are lily-white, and her dark hair’s soft

- and silken ; but d’ye notice, Janet, that proud twitch
of her rounded lips ? It’s an unbroken spirit, I ween.
Poor bairn! I wonder what’s her history? But suf-
ficient for the present that she was in need of our
help. The Good Samaritan didn’t wait to say what
is he, nor who is he, but he took the stranger, and put
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him on his own_ beast, and that is what we should do
too, Janet. It 1sthe Lord’s work, if it is set before us;
that is all we have to mind. And now, get your
knitting out, Janet, and we’ll not light the candle, for
fear of disturbing her.”

So Janet got a stool, and sat down by her aunt’s
side before the fire, and they both knitted away, and
talked in low tones, until the farmer came in and
joined them.

And Helena slept on—a deep, heavy sleep. They
got their suppers, but that did not wake her; and it
was not until nearly nine o’clock that she made the
slightest movement. Then it was the little terrier
that disturbed her. Some noise outside bad startled
him, and he gave a loud, sharp bark. The farmer
silenced him at once, but Helena was roused.” She
opened her eyes, and stared wildly round her.

Instead of the little French bed, with its flowery
chintz hangings, the bright sunshine peeping in' at
the window, and Bessy standing with a jug of hot
water in her hand, or Edith crying out, “ Helena, it is
breakfast time!’’—she was in a long, strange, half-
lighted place, and every object new to her. She rubbed
her eyes. It seemed a dream. But the farmer’s wife
said,—

“I am afraid, miss, that Nip has woke you up
suddenly.”

And then it all came into her head, and she gave a
deep sigh, and leaned back again.

But she did not shut her eyes, and the farmer’s
wife, seeing that she remained awake, bade Janet
fetch a candle and the books, for it was bedtime for

G2
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all, she said. And Janet lighted the single dip candle
in a bright 'brass'stick, and put it on the round table
before her uncle, and then she brought the Bible and
a smaller book from the broad window-sill, where they
had been lying, and when she had set them, too, on
the table, she sat down again, and folded her hands
before her.

The good farmer took out of a leather case a huge
pair of spectacles, wiped them carefully with a red
cotton handkerchief, and put them on. Then he
opened the Bible, and read with reverence the second
evening lesson. Helena listened with surprise, and
when they afterwards knelt in prayer, she shyly joined
them.

‘When prayers were over, Janet moved the books
and table, got another candle, received her aunt and
uncle’s blessings, and then turning to Helena, said,—

“ Now, miss, will you go up to bed with me ? ’

“ Tt is only a rough place,” said the farmer’s wife ;
“but if you will share it with her, you are quite wel-
come, and I hope you’ll get a good night's rest.”

“ Thank you,” said Helena; and then, with a
manner that had much more of sweetness in it than
she often showed, she held out her hand, to bid “ good-
night.”

“ Grod bless you, my child,” said the farmer’s wife,
taking it kindly ; “ you'll let me kiss you, the same as
Janet, as your own mother is not here to-night.”

“ I have no mother,” burst from Helena’s lips, and
the tears started to her eyes.

“Poor thing!” said the farmer’s wife ; “ but you
have friends. Are you going to them, my dear?
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You shouldn’t, have left them, to travel by yourself
in this way.”

Helena felt as if she should have liked to have told
the motherly woman all her injuries, but she had
some idea that she should not meet with her entire
sympathy, so she stopped, and only said,—

“1 am going to my friend Sarah, in London.”

“ To London by yourself, my dear ?** exclaimed the
farmer's wife, in amazement. “But who is Sarah,
then ?”

“ She was my papa’s housekeeper, and I am going
to live with her,” said Helena.

“ And does your papa know, my dear?”’

“ My papa’s dead,” said Helena; and, tired as she
was, she could not refrain from bursting into an agony
of tears.

The good woman put her arm round Helena, and
drew her near, and tried to comfort her, whilst Janet
stood by and cried, from sympathy.

‘When Helena was a little soothed, Mrs. Bray
said,—

“Now come to bed, my dear; you are sadly tired,
and rest will do you the most good; and to-morrow,
if all be well, you shall tell us what you mean to do.”

Then, preceded by Janet, carrying the candle, they
went up a crooked wooden staircase into a long,
low room over the kitchen, and the same size. It
seemed a store-place as well as a bed-room,—for
many things were piled up at one end, and there
was a strong and unpleasant smell of cheese through
the room.

But the low bed at one end was large and clean,
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and the furniture, though poor and scanty, was all
kept in good'order.

“ Now, my dear young lady,” said the good woman,
before she went down stairy and left the two girls
together, “ you will not find this place such as you
have been used to, but I hope you will sleep soundly,
and get rested.”

At first the girls were rather shy, but soon Janet's
sociable humour got the better of her timidity; and,
while she waited upon the young lady, and paid her
every attention she could think of, she talked away to
her with a heartiness that Helena, who was now wide-
awake, could not resist.

“Isn’t this a nice large room ? " began Janet, com-
placently ; “ and it’s never cold, on account of being
right over the kitchen. Perhaps, though, you do not
like the smell of the cheese,” she added, finding that
Helena did not agree very warmly with her: “ now,
I never feel it—I suppose, because I’m used to it ; for,
when I first came here, I know I couldn’t bear some
of these strong smells.”

“ Have you not always lived here ? *’ asked Helena,
with indifference.

“Oh, no!” replied Janet, with a momentary look
of sadness; “I have only been here two years this
harvest. 1'm a London-born; you wouldn't think it,
would you, now ?

“You know London, then ? " said Helena, with
sudden interest.

«“ I should do,”’ answered Janet. “ I was eleven
years old when mother died, and that was only three
months after father and little Joe.”
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“ Are they both dead P said Helena, with pity in
her tone.

“Yes,” replied Janet; “and that was what made
me so sorry for you, miss—if you will not mind my
saying so—for I have not forgotten what it is. Joe
died of a bad fever ; that was what shook mother first
—the nursing him—and she was so cut up about it ;
then there was the accident, and she didn’t live long
after that.”

Janet’s eyes filled with tears, and Helena looked
at her with sympathy.

¢ She was aunt’s only sister, and all the relations she
had, and what made her so happy when she died—next
to going to Heaven, I mean—was that aunt and uncle
would take care of me, she knew; and they are
always 80 good to me; I hope, when I am a woman,
1 shall be a help to them. Aunt says I am now; but
I mean when she gets past working; then I shall do
everything, and she shall be a lady, as I tell her.”

“ Do you like being here ?”’ said Helena, who felt
rather sick with the cheesy smell.

“ Oh, yes,” said Janet, cheerfully. “It is my
home now, you know. At first, when I came, I
didn’t like it, because I used to think of mother, and
wish for her back again ; and, when I had to get up
before daylight in winter, and go out on the cold
mornings, and serve the pigs and the calves, and to
work, till I was ready to drop, at making bands in the
harvest-fields, or anything like that; or when uncle
used to get sharp with me, then I would sometimes
cry a bit to myself. You know it was all so different
from my other home, miss,” Janet added, in an
apologizing tone.
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“ London must be different, I should think,” said
Helena.

% Oh yes, miss!” said Janet; “and then I was
fond of reading and such-like, and in London you
can’t walk along a street but you see pictures and
beautiful things; and we lived in our parlour, and I
never had much to do, but to go to school, and I used
to be dressed up—as poor mother liked to see me—
all in silks and muslins, to walk in the park of an
evening, with mother and my father when he came
from his work—he was a clerk,—and when we came
in again, father used to put his arms round me, and
call me his own Janet. I can remember it as well as
if it was yesterday, and mother putting me to bed,
and kissing me, and it all seemed very different when
I came here. I didn’t know my aunt rightly, and
when things seemed rough, I used to think of old
times, and I could feel something come up in my throat;,
and I used to throw my arms out of bed, and cry.
It was very wrong of me; but, after a bit, aunt found
it out, and she talked to me, and she told me that I
should be content with the station God had placed
me in; and, by degrees, I got over it, and I tried to
be good, and to help my aunt and uncle, and I don’t
think they ever look back on the time when I was
such a trouble to them, moping about, as I did at
first. But I shall tire you talking this way, miss,
Aunt says I am a great talker, when I get set on.”

“No,” said Helena; “you don’t tire me.” However,
Janet did not say much more, and Helena lay think.
ing how differently this new companion talked from
anyone she had heard before. Janet had lost her
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father and ber mother and her home. She had come
to a place where she had to go'out-'and in, and work
hard, and she had to sleep amongst cheeses, and yet
she was always merry, and seemed only to think of
how she could be useful. It was very strange, and,
thinking how strange it was, Helena fell asleep.

CHAPTER IX,

I seemed as if Helena had been in bed but a short
time when, the next morning, she was roused by a
rough voice calling out,—

% Arn’t you up yet, Janet ¢’

“ Yes, uncle, in a minute!” cried a sleepy voice by
her side, and Janet jumped up, ran to the window to
see what sort of a morning it was, and then proceeded
to perform her toilet.

She moved about very carefully, that she might
not waken the young lady, and Helena, though quite
awake, did not speak, and Janet said her prayers, and
went down without knowing that she had disturbed
her.

Then Helena got up, and she, too, went to the
window, and in the gray morning light, looked out at
the dreary prospect. The mist was still there, hiding
all distant objects ; but near at hand, the tiles of the
out-buildings, the leaftess hedges, and the grass in the
field before the house were all covered with heavy
dew. It could not be more than half-past six, she
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thought; but she was too anxious to go to bed again,
tired as she'still felt; so-'she'begdn to dress herself as
well as the dim light and the scanty accommodation
would allow her.

Bhe missed Bessy to brush and plait her hair
—indeed, her arms ached before she had got it put up
in any fashion, and there was no looking-glass to see
if it was straight ; however, she managed to dress
herself at last, and then she went down stairs.

By that time it was much lighter, and when she
entered the kitchen, Mrs, Bray, the farmer’s wife, was
upon her knees before the fire, trying to blow some
life into the half-green sticks. She was too much
occupied to see the young lady at first ; but when
she did perceive her, she got up, and said,—

“Well, my dear, are you rested? Sit ye down
here, then, till I have got the fire made, and the
breakfast ready.”

The kitchen was half full of smoke, and everything
looked cold and miserable, and Helena shivered.

“You see, Janet’s out in the farm-yard, serving the
calves,” continued Mrs. Bray; “and then she bas to
milk, and after that she’ll have to get the butter and
eggs ready for the market, so that I must make the
fire myself, and it’s not so easy to me since I have
bad the lumbago in my back.”

The fire still would not burn, so Mrs, Bray went to
a cuphboard and brought out a long piece of sheet-
iron, which she fixed before the chimney, and thus
increasing the draught of air into the fireplace, the
sticks at last began to flame out, and the fire in time
burned up. Then the good woman set herself to sweep
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the kitchen, and put things in order, whilst Helena,
still half asleep, watched her operations with some
curiosity.

She also went backwards and forwards, in and out
of the dairy, and other places ; and Janet came in two
or three times, with her hands blue and mottled with
the cold, but a merry smile making her face look
warm. Then Mrs. Bray washed her hands, and put
on a clean apron, and began to make the breakfast
ready. This did not take her long, and when her
preparations were finished, she came up to Helena,
who still sat by the fireside, and, putting her hand
upon her shoulder, said,—

“ Now, my dear, that I have time to speak to you,
I should like to hear about your own matters. Can-
not you tell me something more about yourself? I
am a plain woman, and you, I can see, are born a
lady ; but T have had experience, and I could help a
young thing like you, if you would only let me see
how I am to do so.’

Helena blushed, but did not speak ; and seemg this,
Mrs. Bray continued,—

“ Are you sure that you are doing what is nght —
what you think your father would have liked? Is
there no one who should be with you now ?”’

“I don’t know what you mean,” said Helena,
proudly. “You have no right——" and there she
stopped. :

“ No, honey,” said Mrs. Bray, rather sadly, “I
have no right, that is true; only, whether it be gentle
or simple, I can’t see a young person running into
trouble without trying to help her out of it. I
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think, and Matthew thinks too, that you must have
other friends''that" yot might!be'with; and oh! my
dear, think what you’re about, before you cast off
your lawful friends, Can’t you go back to them
now 7"

Helena gave almost a shudder, and cried out, “ No,
no; I must go to Sarah, Iam going to the station
this morning,”

At this moment, Janet and her uncle entered the
kitchen, and Mrs. Bray, turning to her husband,
said,—

“The young lady thinks she must go off by train
this morning, Matthew; so, instead of going to
Coverton, hadn’t she better just drive to market with
us, and we can set her off from D——p"’

Matthew agreed with his wife, as he generally did,
and they proceeded to have prayers, and then break-
fast, without more talk about the matter. But whilst
they were at breakfast, there was something said about
London, and where Helena was going to, and it came
out that Sarah lived in the same street that Janet’s
father had lived in; and Matthew said that he would
go to some relations of the people who had succeeded
him in the house, who lived in the market-town, and
arrange for some one meeting Helena in London; or,
if not, why, he would go with her himself. This he
privately arranged with his wife, and then he brought
the market-cart to the door; and Janet piled her
baskets of butter, and eggs, and poultry, up behind,
with a seat for Helena in the midst of them; and
then the farmer and his wife got up in front, and
with a cheerful nod to Janet, who had really shed
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a few tears at parting from the young lady, thinking
she might\never seé her) againu; they drove away.

The farmer’s horse was a good one of its kind, but
it was not like the fleet carriage-horses that Helena
had generally been driven with, and as they jogged on
at a steady pace she had plenty of time to think.
Over and over again did Mrs. Bray’s words come into
her head, and she was compelled to ask herself the
questions—*“Is it right to leave your lawful friends ?
Are you doing what your father would have liked ?”

Happy is it for the girl to whom conscience thus
speaks, when she listens to the holy voice, and tries
in earnest to follow its dictates.

Helena knew quite well that it was by her father’s
wish that she had been placed with Captain Ellersley,
and Sarah had gone away from her; and now that she
‘once acknowledged this truth, the distorted veil
through which she had seen other things seemed to
be falling from her eyes. She compared herself with
Janet.

Janet in that rough farm-house, remembering her
mother’s fondness, and the superior comforts of her
childish days, and yet happy, and anxious only to show
gratitude and be useful ; hard worked, left alone, as she
was to-day, in that dreary place, and yet cheerful, and
never thinking of repining ; whilst she, also an orphan,
had been taken by friends who had watched over and
eared for her; and as she contrasted her own lot with
Janet'’s, she could not but acknowledge to herself
that Mrs. Ellersley had been very kind to her. And

_then there was Ernest, and the baby—ah ! that dear
baby! should she never see it again P—and Edith!
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Janet would have called Edith a nice young lady, she
felt sure;/and/ her)guardian+-she scarcely liked to
think of him, it made her feel uncomfortable ; but she
could not help remembering how he used to call her
one of his girls, and make her always equal with them.
And in contrast to that cheesy chamber, rose up her
pretty room, and the sweet garden, and the stream,
and the Bathurst woods; and then she thought of
Marian, even, with more of kindly feeling, as she
remembered the lovely picture at the Hall, and Marian
staying with her, when she sprained her ankle. No;
Helena did not allow it yet; but she was not sure
that she was doing what was right.

A kind inquiry how she was getting on, or whether
she was cold or not, were the only things to break her
train of thought, until they drew near the market-
town, when the road began to be thronged with
people, all going in the same direction. Here a
woman, mounted on a strong cart-horse, that jogged
her up and down at every step, was taking her butter
to market, in a heavy basket that she held upon her
arm. There a common cart, so full of mothers and
children, and chickens and ducks, that it was wonderful
how they all got packed into it, and how they ever
would be got out again. Then a richer farmer drove
past in his gig, his loaded corn-cart following at a
respectful distance; and droves of sheep and cattle,
and various people walking, made up a curious
assemblage.

Most of them had a greeting for the farmer and
his wife. “A fresh morning, Mr. Bray!” ¢That's
not Janet, surely £ “ Well, missus, you never come
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our way, I think !”’—a reproachful salutation from a
hospitable ‘neighbour—~were-'among the numerous
recognitions they received.

“ How amused Edith would be,” crossed Helena’s
mind, when the remembrance that she should probably
not see Edith any more checked the thought, and
made her sorrowful. ¢ Cannot you turn back again,
honey, if you are not in the right path ?*’ came into
her head again; but it was only to be rejected once
more. “Turn back now! impossible!” and as she
said this to herself, they crossed a bridge, passed
through a turnpike at the other side, and were in the
town of D—.

It was the largest town that Helena had seen, and
she was astonished at the bustle in the market-place,
which was full of booths, and carts, and market
people; and noisy with men crying their different
wares, and organs and ballad-singers, and the tread
of busy feet.

But out of all this fuss they speedily turned into
the large yard of the principal inn of the place, where
Matthew Bray always put up his cart and horse,
because he knew the landlord ; and here they dis-
mounted and unpacked the cart.

Helena was benumbed with cold, and Mrs. Bray,
seeing this, said, “ You shall come with me into the
bar-parlour, and get well warmed. I know that Mrs.
Robinson will be glad to see us ; and Matthew, if you
want to be going to the corn-market, don’t mind us.
I can carry the baskets well enough, and you can
come back again when you are ready, to see about the
young lady.”
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Matthew took herat her word, and went off directly
to the Vcornvmarket, whilstClhis wife led Helena
through the back-door into the hotel. There were
other people going in at the same time, and Mrs.
Bray kept close to Helena, that she might not be
pushed about.

The bar-parlour opened out of the main passage of
the house, and at the opposite side was the door of a
private sitting-room, and they had to make way a
little for a tall, handsome young lady, who was passing
into this room as Mrs. Bray and her charge came up.
The young lady was followed by a military-looking
man, who stopped to say to a servant behind him,
“ Let the carriage be ready at twelve precisely.”

At the first sound of his commanding voice, Helena
started so violently that Mrs. Bray perceived it, and
seeing also that she would have turned away, seized
her arm, to prevent her doing so. At the same
moment the gentleman looked up in an indifferent
manner, as he was proceeding into the room, when
suddenly his eye fell upon our heroine, and, in an
accent of surprise, he exclaimed, “ Helena, are you
here ?”

Fain would Helena have rushed from the place, but
her good friend was watching her. 8he pushed her
forward, whilst, in a hasty whisper, she said, earnestly,
¢ Gro back into the right path, honey;’”’ and Helena
was obliged to submit to the recognition.

“Why, child, how is this?”’ said the captain.
“Are you all here? Have you come to meet us?
Here, Bertha!”

But Helena did not reply, and her guardian, all at
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once, was struck with her unusual appearance, her
pale, anxious face, the)llines deeper than ever beneath
her eyes, her lips trembling with emotion, and he saw
that something was amiss. He looked next at Mrs.
Bray—her face, he knew, as belonging to a woman he
had often seen in D——; but there was evidently
some mystery in the matter, and not wishing for an
explanation in the passage, he led the way into the
sitting-room, where Miss Talbot, supposing that her
uncle had been detained by some one he knew, was
quietly looking out of the window.

‘When she heard her uncle’s step, she turned round
to make some trifling observation to him, and was
much surprised to see him leading by the hand a
graceful young girl, in deep mourning, whose appear-
ance showed that she was in great trouble, followed
by a homely but respectable-looking woman, in a
chintz gown, a plaided shawl, and a black silk bonnet,
who appeared to be watching the other two with some
curiosity.

“ How is this, Helena ?”’ said Captain Ellersley, after
Mrs. Bray had closed the door. “Is not your aunt,
I mean Mrs. Ellersley, with you, or any of the chil-
dren? Who is this person? Speak, child. 'What
has happened ?”’

Helena seemed to try to answer him, but she could
not.

Captain Ellersley turned to Mrs. Bray.

“Well, sir,” said that good woman, “I will tell
you all I know. This young lady came to our house
last night at darkening; its the Hill Farm, sir.
Matthew Bray, my husband’s name is,—you’ll have

H
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seen it in the voting-papers, sir; and my niece, that’s
Janet Cummin—-quite'a’young/girl she is—had seen
her walking along the road to Coverton, and very
tired and lame she seemed to be, poor thing, so Janet
said ; and she wanted her to come and rest herself at
our house, but she said she must be going to the
station. However, I suppose she’d been fairly worn
out, poor young lady, for, when she came to our door,
she was fit to drop, and so she stayed with us all
night, and we made quite free with her, sir; seeing
that she was alone, and seemingly in trouble, to our
opinion. And Matthew and me brought her in this
morning, thinking we might hear something about
her in the market; and, if not, why Matthew would
have gone with her—he had made his mind up to it—
for to London she must go, it appeared ; and I'm sure
if she’s anything to you, sir, I'm glad we’ve met with
you, for she was very lone when Janet first saw her,
poor thing.” And baving thus finished her lengthy
explanation, Mrs. Bray looked compassionately at the
trembling girl.

“1 cannot understand this,” said Captain Ellersley,
in a stern voice. “ Glive me some further explanation,
Helena. What has happened at home ?”

“ Nothing,” replied Helena, faintly. She was not
pale now, but crimson with shame, and held her
head down as she said in a low voice that tried ta be
defiant, “ I wanted to go to Sarah, in London.”

“Baruh ! who is Sarah " cried Captain Ellersley,
losing all patience.

Miss Talbot, who had now begun to comprehend
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what was going on, at this moment came forward, and
stood near to her uncle.

“This is my ward, Bertha,” he said, bitterly, as he
turned to her. ‘A pretty introduction for you. I
left her at home with the others, all right; giving
trouble enough, though, it is true; but here I find
her wandering about the lanes like a beggar. What
am I to think? It is disgraceful. Give me some
explanation, child, this instant !”’

But Helena was now frightened; for Captain
Ellersley had worked himself up into a high state of
indignation, and Miss Talbot, seeing this, laid her
hand upon his arm, and said,—

“ Perhaps, dear uncle, she would tell you more
alone.” ‘

And the captain, who was naturally a very cour-
teous man, was recalled to himself; and he turned to
the farmer’s wife, and said,—

“Mrs. Bray; perhaps you will leave us. I am
extremely obliged to you and your husband for your
disinterested kindness to Miss Bertram. At present
I scarcely understand how it is that my ward has
placed herself in such a position, but I thank you for
your hospitality to her.”

Mrs. Bray immediately curtsied, and was about to
‘withdraw, when Captain Ellersley added,—

“But I must see you again. Where shall you be?”

“In the market, sir; but perhaps you would let
me call here again, sir. I should be glad to hear that
iall was pleasantly settled for the young lady.”

“T will come to you in the market,” said Captain

"2
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Ellersley. “ And may I request you to say nothing
about this'unfortunate affair. ' ‘Miss Bertram has only
been with us for a short time; but Mrs. Ellersley, I
know, will feel it much.”

“You may depend upon us, sir,”’ said Mrs. Bray,
whilst Helena sighed at this allusion to Mrs. Ellers-
ley’s distress. “I'll speak to Matthew as I go to
market. Good morning, sir ; good-bye, miss. Janet
will be pleased to hear that you are safe with your
lawful friends.”

A faint smile was all the answer she received from
Helena ; and the good woman left the room.

“ Now, Helena, come,” said Captain Ellersley, in a
half-coaxing tone, laying his hand upon her shoulder,
“what is all this nonsense about ?”’

Helena seemed about to speak, then she hesitated,
and the moment was lost, for a clock struck, and
Captain Ellersley immediately said,—

“It is time for the meeting, and I shall probably
have to take the chair. Bertha, my dear, I am sorry
to leave you under these circumstances ; but will you
take care of her till I come back? Have you any-
thing to tell me before I go, Helena ?”’

Once more she hesitated, and, far too much annoyed
and impatient to wait another instant, Captain
Ellersley seized his hat and left the room.
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CHAPTER X.

TaERE was an awkward silence for a few minutes
after Helena and Miss Talbot were left alone together.
Helena remained standing, with her hand resting
upon the table, in an immoveable attitude; and Miss
Talbot hesitated what to say, for the young girl
was a perfect stranger. But a word of common-
place politeness came to her assistance, and she said
kindly—

¢ You look cold ; will you not come and sit beside
the fire.”
~ Helena turned round at her voice, and with a low
“ Thank you,” moved slowly to the chair at one side
of the fire-place that Miss Talbot had pointed out to
her.

“You had better take your hat off. It may be
more than an hour before Captain Ellersley comes
back to us.”

Helena did so, and Miss Talbot also divested her-
self of her gloves, and shawl, and bonnet; and then,
taking a piece of embroidery out of her carriage-bag,
she sat down at the opposite side of the hearth-rug,
and began to work away as quietly as if she had been at
home. She looked very pleasing as she sat, and Helena,
despite her former prejudices, could not belp thinking
so. She was rather above the middle height; her
figure was good and commanding; and there was a
decision about her whole air which might have been
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unfeminine, had it not been for the softness of her
voice and/the\winnipg smile) that sometimes played
about her mouth. She was, as Edith had said,
beautiful ; and it was true that she might be both
admired and loved.

For many minutes Helena sat watching her with
earnestness, her thoughts busy all the time. At last
‘Miss Talbot raised her dark eyes with a look of some
amusement, and said,—

“Well, do you think you shall like me ?”’

“I do not know,” replied Helena readily, though
she blushed deeply at the same time.

“A very proper answer,” said Miss Talbot ; “for it
is impossible that you can judge yet. I suppose
you know that I am coming to Oakridge to take care
of you all ?”

Helena said, “ Yes,” though, had she not made up
ber mind some time ago that Miss Talbot should
never take charge of her?

“I am afraid that it is going to be a heavy charge,”
continued Miss Talbot, who had resumed her stitch-
ing; “at least, if you are not to be trusted any more
than this. Mind, I do not know the circumstances ;
but, from what I can guess, I am inclined to be very
angry with you, to begin with. 8o is my uncle; that
you must see. You have run away, have you not?”

Helena felt very uncomfortable, but she could not
deny the charge.

“That is what apprentices do, when they have been
badly treated by their masters; and they can be sent
to prison for it. I do not know whether the law
extends to young girls running away from thein
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guardians; but there is always some allowance to be
made for \harshness((op| ill-treatment. Has Mrs.
Ellersley been starving you ? or has nurse been scold-
ing you more than any of the others? Perhaps
Marian has pinched your feelings, or thoughtless
little Edith has been scratching at your pet fancies ?
What! you will aot complain of them? Well, that
is forbearing of you.”

Miss Talbot spoke with severity, and Helena felt
indignant ; but at the same time she could not help
seeing, with increasing shame, the ludierous light that
was thrown over the troubles she had felt so heavy.
8he did net, however, speak, and there was silence for
some time, broken by Miss Talbot’s saying, in quite
& different tone,—

“When I was a young girl like you, I was allowed
to spend all my holidays at Qakridge, and they used
to be amongst the happiest periods of my life. My
dear aunt used to welcome me always with the same
kind smile, and to the children my arrival was a sort of
jubilee. T can faney now that I am going home for
the holidays, and I am full of impatience to arrive.
It seems to me that mo ome could be unhappy in
my sunt Ellen’s house; and yet, if you have willingly
left that home, you must have been unhappy. Is it
80 ehanged since I was there?”

“Not™ cried Helena ; “ but you were their cousin,
—it was quite different. I didn’t belong to them,—
they didn't want me. Edith and Marian had their
own affairs to talk abeut, and I was only in the way ;
and Marian hated me—I know she did,—from the
first moment she saw me. And my own papa is dead,
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and I have nobody in the world to love me, except
Sarah—she\was |our housekeeper,—and she left me
too, but she would not have gone if she had known
how .miserable I should be; and when I heard that
you were coming to be our governess, and I knew
that you would be one of them too, and that you
would just think me in the way too, I could not bear
it any longer, and I thought that I would go without
their knowing—run away, as you call it,—and I would
go to Sarah, and make her take care of me, until my
uncle comes home from Italy. And what is the use
of stopping me? They would not really care,—they
would be glad after awhile.”

‘With the greatest rapidity, Helena poured out this
confession, as if relieving her mind of a great barden ;
but now her voice was choked with sobs, and the
passionate tears flowed down her cheeks.

“ My poor child ! ”* said Miss Talbot, going near to
her, and kindly putting her arm round her, “ you have,
indeed, been very unhappy ;' and, caressing her,
she waited till the torrent of tears had passed away.
“ With such a torment of bad spirits in your mind,
you were, indeed, to be much pitied. No one to love
you! Thinking yourself a burden! Fearing my
arrival a8 an addition to your enemies! Poor Helena !
what a host of troubles you had raised up for yours
self !

Helena rather started from the arm that she had
begun to lean upon, when she heard herself accused
of raising up her own troubles; but Miss Talbot,
sitting down beside her, quietly contmued —

“Listen to me, whilst I tell you the different wax
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in which they have spoken of you from what you have
imagined. 'When 'my uncle came'to London for me
last Monday, I asked, very naturally, how he had left
all at home. He replied, ¢ All flourishing;’ and added,
‘ your little godchild, Constance, is almost as big as
Louisa, and, of course, is by far the finest child that
has ever been seen in our nursery; and she has got
another play-fellow to pet and spoil her. I suppose
that Ellen has told you about the new member of
our family? she is my ward, and we mean to bring
her up with our girls as long as her uncle will leave
her with us.” I was curious about you, and Captain
Ellersley told me further, that you seemed a fine girl,
tall for your age, and like your father—so like, he
added, ‘that my heart warmed towards her at once.
She has not taken much to our girls yet, they tell me;
but she pets the baby famously, so I hope that she
will get accustomed to the rest of us by-and-by.
From that I did not gness that my uncle thought you
a burden.”

Helena was llsbemng eagerly, but she did not reply.
Miss Talbot continued,—
. “Now I will read to you a part of the first letter I
received from my aunt after you came. Listen. My
aunt writes,—‘ Our young ward ‘arrived last week :
she is an interesting girl, and seems to have good
abilities. I hope that she will prove a mnice com-
panion for Marian and Edith. .As yet they have not
made much progress towards intimacy ; but this can
scarcely be wondered at. Poor Helena has suffered
much from the loss of the only relative she knew ; and
her coming here has, besides, separated her from an
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affectionate old servant, who brought her to Oskridge.
In time, however, I (hope that(her young spirits will
rise again, and that she will be happy amongst us.
You will believe, dear Bertha, that it is my wish and
prayer, that I may be able to fulfii my duty to the
young orphan who has been so unexpectedly thrown
upon our care.’ ”’

Here Miss Talbot stopped, and folded up the
letter ; and Helena bent her head down lower than
before.

“ Now, my dear girl,” said Miss Talbot, “ you may
judge whether the feelings of Captain and Mrs.
Ellersley towards you have been exactly what yoam
supposed. You must consider that it was no small
stretch of kindness in a lady already so burdened
with the cares of a large family, to reeeive amongst
them one whom she knew would be a heavy addition
to her responsibility. They might have sent you at
once to school, or they might have altogether declined
the care of you; then you would have probably been
turned over to the hands of strangers, who could not
be expected to have the interest in you that your
father’s old friends would have. You see this now,
do you not ?”

“Yes,” said Helena; “I did not think of that
before.”

“ And now let us tarn to the other side. You are
quite old enough to understand that you had also a
duty to perform. If you remembered this you would try
to make yourself so much at home amongst them that
they would forget you were a stranger ; you would try
to become an elder sister to the girls; you would meet
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little Edith’s warm-heartedness with friendly kind-
ness, and you' would ‘interest' yourself in Marian’s
pursuits ; and, as you were the eldest, you would try
to be a good example to them in every way. There
is no better cure for unhappiness than trying to do
good ; but I do not need the assurance that you are
too much ashamed to give me—to feel convinced that
this has not been the remedy you have tried. If yon
had thought of this, you would not have rebelled
against your father’s last wishes.”

“I have not done so,” interrupted Helena, much
hurt.

“Nay; did he not make Captain Ellersley your
guardian P said Bertha; “ your duty was in cense-
quence transferred to bim, and your father would
have been deeply grieved had he known how soon you
would scorn the authority he had set over you, and
throw off all control.” ~

This Helena’s conscience told her was but too true,
and she said nothing in reply.

“You may think that I am speaking harshly to
you, but it is not so. Your mind has become warped
with broeding upon your real and fancied troubles,
and I want to set it straight.again, by showing you
matters as they really are. And you must not think
T do not feel for you—that I have not a deep interest
in you. You should know that it was your dear
father’s great regret, as he expressed it to Captain
Ellersley, that your education had been so much
neglected, and that you had not been placed earlier
under some lady’s care ; and it is since hearing of this
yagret that I have been glad that you were to be one
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of my pupils at Oakridge. And I want you to ex-
ercise your\/own| goocdOsenss; that you may help, not
hinder me. I am supposing that you know that you
are bound, as every Christian is, to resist evil with all
your strength ; that you have learnt your duty with
your lips, and that you desire to fulfil it in your
life. If so, we shall get on well together. It is
because you have been only thinking of yourself, and
not of what you have to be to others, that you have
been s0 unhappy lately ; but that time is over, you
will begin anew. You will go back with us this
morning in a different spirit ; and, by God’s help, you
will be better and happier than you have ever been
before. You will not disappoint me, Helena, will
you?”

I thought I would rather die than go back again,”
said Helena, impetuously ; “but——""

“But you do not think so now,”’ said Bertha,
kindly.

“I think I could go with you,” said Helena, “only
it will be so strange. The girls—Marian will be so
unpleasant. I should not venture to look at Ernest ;
and the servants, too. No; I eannot go back again
to-day.” , .

“I do not expect that your return will be very
pleasant. You have no right to expect that it should
be so. No one can break the laws of social inter-
eourse, a8 you have done, without bearing the penalty ;
and I think you must allow that you deserve at
least to be uncomfortable; but I was not speaking of
the question of your going back, that does not rest
with you. The decision is entirely in the hands of
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your guardian ; and, if he allows you to return to his
family, you'should be gratefal tohim, and not com-
plain of any disagreeables attending your return. You
must see this, Heleua, do you not ?

“Yes,” said Helena, “I will go.”

This was said in a very low tone, but Bertha
smiled to see how Helena still thought it was a sort.
of concession on her part if she went back.

“But,” said she, “amongst those you expect to
see again at Oakridge, you never mentioned my aunt.
Are you uncertain how she will receive you ? ”’

“No,” said Helena, eagerly, the tears starting to
her eyes ; “ but I was thinking how kind she was to
me the night I was so ill.”

¢« And how ungrateful you had been to her,” said
Miss Talbot, gravely. “Indeed, it is so; she must
feel deeply wounded ; but you must try to obtain her
forgiveness, and show her that you are anxious to do
better. Have you never wondered how we happened
to be here this morning ? ”’

I scarcely thought about it,” said Helena ; “ but
how was it? Have younot been at ho—"’ home yet,
she was going to say, but she changed it into “ Oak-
ridge yet P

. Miss Talbot smiled at the change of words. She
saw that Oakridge had been a home to Helens, .
although she would not allow it, and she answered,
“No. We were to have reached Oakridge this
evening ; but Captain Ellersley, rather unexpectedly,
was called to attend a meeting in this town, so we
travelled all night that we might be here in time, and
we have ordered a carriage at twelve o’clock, to take
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us home. It is not far from that hour now,” she
added, looking at| henwatch, ¢ Captain Ellersley will
soon be here.”

Helena sighed, and Miss Talbot resumed her work
for a few minutes, when they were both rather startled
by suddenly hearing Captain Ellersley’s voice in the
passage. Helena half rose from her chair nervously.

“My dear child,” said Miss Talbot, laying her
hand upon her arm, “ you need not be afraid of my
uncle. Youn must allow that he has great reason to
be displeased with you ; but be patient, and show him
that you are sorry.”

She had no time to say more, for Captain Ellersley
entered the room.

“ Bertha,” he said, “ Mrs. Cheveleigh is in the
town. Her husband told me so just now, and I
thought that you would like to see her.”

“Oh, thank you, uncle!” cried Miss Talbot, her
eyes sparkling with pleasure; “but where is she P’

“ At Smith’s, the wool-shop,” answered Captain
Ellersley. “ And she is still so far from strong that
she intends to wait there until Cheveleigh is ready to
return. She has the boy with her, little Walter. I
told Cheveleigh you would go to her at Smith’s.”

Bertha made an eager step forward, then remem-
bered Helena, and hesitated ; “I can see Dora after-
wards, though; it is not as if many miles were to
divide us,” she added, with a smile.

“ Oh, you had better go to her now,” said Captain
Ellersley, « if you think you can find the way alone.
I have some papers to look over, and I will stay here
till you come baek.”
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“Very well, uncle,” replied Bertha. “I shall not
be more than'/tenl miniites, T dare say ; but it is so
delightful to have this unexpected peep at Dora and
her boy.”

Captain Ellersley held the door open for his niece,
received her smiling nod of farewell, and then sat
down at one end of the table, and, unrolling some’
papers that he held in hia hand, was speedily
engrossed in them, and did net take the slightest
notice of his companion.

She, poor girl, had quite understood the little
scruples that Miss Talbot and Captain Ellersley had
had about leaving her alone; and she felt humiliated
at their want of confidence in her, but not so indig-
nant as she would have been before her conversa-
tion with Miss Talbot. She was also painfully con-
scious of her guardian’s silence. Captain Ellersley
had always had a kind, cheerful word for her,if he
met her accidentally, or she was left alone with him at
Oskridge, and she felt the difference.

Yet, with inconsistency, much as she felt the silence
burdensome, she dreaded his speaking still more.
The examination of the papers did not last long ; they
were finished, and put away in a small leather bag.
Then Captain Ellersley got up, stirred the fire, walked
to the window, whistled a bar or two of an air,—in
short, seemed thoroughly uncomfortable.

“ He is going to speak,” thought Helena, with a
quake, as he turned round again. But, no; it was
only to give another poke to the harmless fire, which
was already burning as brightly as it could ; and then
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he sat down in the chair opposite to Helena, who
hardly knew/where toChold her(face.

“I wish I had not gone away,” thogght she—the
first time that she had, in so many words, even to
herself, acknowledged that she had done wrong.
¢ They will never like me again. Oh! how I wish”—
but she was startled from her wishing by Captain
Ellersley jumping up again, and walking - to the
window, where there certainly was not a fine pro-
spect, as it only looked out into the inn-yard, upon
a number of dirty carts and gigs, and an ostler or
two busy with their work.

Much as Helena wished for Miss Talbot’s return,
Captain Ellersley did not seem to have wished it
less; for when, after about a quarter of an hour’s
absence, which had seemed four times as much, she
made her appearance, he greeted her with alacrity,
and rang for the carriage at once.

Before many words had passed between Miss Talbot
and her uncle, chiefly about the unlooked-for meeting
with her old school-friend, the fly was ready. There
was a little bustle of gathering up bags and -parcels,
then Captain Ellersley offered his arm to Bertha, and
for the first time looked at Helena.

“Come, my dear,” said Miss Talbot, holding out
her hand ; and Helena, feeling extremely like a
prisoner, went along with them, and, with cold polite-
ness, was handed into the carriage by her guardian.

The drive to Oakridge was not a long one, and the
time passed quickly to Helena, for her thoughts were
busy. Her companions talked, but she did not listen ;.
she was trying to believe that she was actually going
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back to Oakridge again, and she was thinking of what
might meet'Ler'there)dnd of @ll the 'new ideas she had
heard from Miss Talbot this morning.

The first disturbance to her reverie was when they
stopped at a turnpike-gate, and, looking out, she saw
that they were passing through the scattered village
where she had first asked her way, and, eingularly
enough, leaning over the turnstile beside the gate, in
the same listless manner, was the very man whose
directions she had followed. In a minute her face
was covered with blushes, and she shrank back, not
thinking how unlikely it was that the man should
recognize in the young lady travelling in a post-
carriage the tired girl that he had seen wandering
alone the day before.

But after they had passed this village, Helena looked
out with much interest, recalling, as she passed each
object, the events of yesterday, which seemed, indeed,
a month ago. And soon she saw, with beating heart,
that they were coming very near to the end of their
short journey, and a few tears of agitation coursed down
her cheeks. Although she was not aware of it, the
conversation between her companions had ceased, and
Miss Talbot had been watching her for some minutes.
Her kind heart had been feeling much for Helena,
and, as if.she could not resist the opportunity, she
now said,—

« Helena is very unhappy, uncle. She is sorry, I
know, for having given you so much trouble. Will
you not forgive her ? "

Captain Ellersley’s manner changed at once, and he
said, stifly, looking only at Bertha,—

I
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“ It is your aunt who will bave had tbe most
trouble, and/Vit/ is 'from' -hér 'that Helena must first
obtain forgiveness.”

The tone was so hopeless and so cold, that Helena
felt chilled to the heart, her tears stopped, and the
pale face had all its old constrained expression by the
time they reached the well-known iron gate—that gate
which she had turned so cautiously only yesterday. It
now flew wide open, and they seemed to drive only
too rapidly up to the door, which was closed, for no
one expected their arrival then. But it was not for
long; in a moment Edith was out upon the step,
and Marian not far behind.

“It is papa and Bertha!” cried Edith’s delighted
voice ; “and there is Helena. Mamma! mamma!”
she almost shrieked, ¢ here is Helena!” and she ran
back into the house to spread the news.

Willie, Percy, and their little sister, had escaped
from the nursery at the first sound, and they were
now clapping their hands, and echoing Edith’s joyful
cry. But in the background stood Mrs. Ellersley,
pale and agitated. She came forward to meet them ;
and her husband, seeing that she could hardly stand,
put her arm in his, and led—almost carried her into
the library, where Bertha, escaping from the rapturous
greetings of the children, followed them. |

Then Edith and Marian flew to Helena, and whilst
Edith put her arm round her, Marian relieved her of
her bag; and they both poured forth questions and
information.

“Oh, Helena! where have you been? Mamma
has been 8o ill. "We telegraphed for paps, and James
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has been all over ——. Mamma thought you had
fallen into the river; 'but nurse said —"’

“ Hush, Edie! you know you were not to repeat
what nurse said. But did you go to meet them,
Helena? How was it? Don’t you like Bertha ?
Isn’t she beautiful? Let us come into the library.
How tired you look, Helena.”

And this was the return she had dreaded. How
much she had wronged them! But Mrs. Ellersley !—
she had been ill. Helena yielded to the hand that.
led her to the library door ; but she durst not enter.

“She won’t come in, mamma,” said Edith; and
Mrs. Ellersley’s voice called her directly. Then she
hesitated no longer; but without thinking of her
guardian, who was sitting at her feet, or Bertha, who
was standing near, Helena only saw the smile that
encouraged her, and, yielding to the fulness of her
heart, she rushed up to the couch, and threw her arms
round Mrs, Ellersley, who held her there some
moments. ‘

And Helena had said that she had not a friend!
Captain Ellersley, however, who did not quite under-
stand or make. allowance for the caprice that could
give such pain one day and show such affection on the
next, made a sign to his niece ; and she said at once,—

“ Now, Helena, come up stairs, and take off your
things. Mrs. Ellersley is not well enough to bear
much at present. When she is a little better, you
will have more to say to her, I dare say.”

And Helena, feeling that, in spite of everything,
she had returned to a welcome home, followed Misa
Talbot up stairs,

12
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CHAPTER XI.

Ukp stairs everything seemed strangely familiar to
her. As she passed near the nursery, there was the
old sound—* Behave yourself, Master Willie ; aren’t
you ashamed of yourself ?”’—and she would fain have
gone in and taken possession of the baby, as usual;
but she durst not face Mrs. Nurse, of all people ; and,
besides, Miss Talbot was acting as a sort of constable,
and went with her to her own little room, and only
left her there with the request that she would stay
until she came to fetch her.

And once slone in her own little room, it did,
indeed, seem a dream. She only wished that it were
one, and that she could wake and find it gone; for
although Mrs. Ellersley was so kind to her, she felt
almost certain that her guardian would never forgive
her. He had looked so very stern in the library ; and
no wonder, Helena thought, when she had made
Mrs. Ellersley so ill.

That was what she felt the most. During the
evening, Captain Ellersley took no notice whatever of
ber; the servants, she felt, looked curiously at her;
the children’s thoughtless remarks several times called
a deep- blush to her cheek, and made their father
speak angrily to them; but more than all, she was
grieved to see how completely shaken Mrs. Ellersley
seemed to be, as she lay on the sofa, almost without
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speaking, and depcnded entirely upon her niece for
everything.

And Bertha was at home directly. It seemed as
if, before she came, there must have always been
an empty place, which she now filled immediately.
‘Without her, things would scarcely have gone
smoothly that evening. But she was so kind and
thoughtful. She checked Edith’s thoughtlessness;
she enlivened Marian ; and found occupation for both.
She soothed her uncle, and spared Mrs. Ellersley the
least necessity for exertion; and, above all, she at
once took charge of Helena, who felt, with some
annoyance, that she was by no means at liberty to
move about exactly as she pleased.

Bessy did not come to help her when she went to
bed, but Miss Talbot stayed with her for some time,
and only left her with a strict injunction to the girls
in the next room by no means to disturb her.

The next morning it was worse. The excitement
of the night before had passed away, and nothing but
the unpleasantness remained. Mrs. Ellersley had
had a bad night, and could not come down to break-
fast ; and this did not make Captain Ellersley more
talkative, or the rest more cheerful.

Neither he nor Bertha addressed Helena, and she,
of course, dared not speak a word. Gradually it had
dawned upon Edith and Marian that Helena was in
disgrace, and they regarded her with a sort of sympa-
thizing curiosity. It was a relief when breakfast was
over. Bertha left the room, saying that she must see
her aunt, and the- girls were following her, when
Captain Ellersley, in a voice unusually stern, said,—
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“ Wait; I want to speak to you.”

Both Helena and Marian stopped at the door ; but
he said, “It is Helena that I want; you may go.”
And Marian departed, feeling a good deal of pity for
Helena, for she had never seen her father look as he
did now, except once, long ago, when he thought
Ernest had told a lie.

As for Helena berself, she trembled; but seeing
that there was no avoiding the interview, she came
back again, and stood before her guardian, who was
on the hearth-rug with his back to the fire.

“My niece Bertha tells me,” he began, “that you
are sorry for the trouble that you have given us; but
how am I to be sure of that ? You may do the same
again, or, perhaps, even worse; and I cannot allow
my wife to have the annoyance of such conduct, nor
my house the disgrace of it. You must go to school ;
and I hope that you will there learn to estimate the
advantages of the home that you have given up.”

Helena turned very pale ; the idea of going to school
had always been a horrible one to her, brought up
alone, as she had been; and she felt that Oakridge
was already sufficiently precious to her. Perhaps her
wretched aspect rather softened Captain Ellersley,
for he added,—

“T am sorry to be obliged to act towards you in
a manner that I never contemplated. We always
meant to make you like one of our own children, as
long as you remained with us. But.since we cannot
manage you, it would not be doing you justice to
keep you here. I shall, therefore, take pains to find
some school where the discipline is firm, and yet
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where you may be well treated, until Sir John Bertram
comes to join\me. inthe care of you.”

Helena listened with an aching heart. She had
been wishing to tell her guardian that she was sorry,
but it might have seemed like trying to bribe him to
let her stay ; now, however, that he spoke so decidedly,
she might perhaps tell him without suspicion, and as
he still remained silent, apparently expecting her to
go away, she said, hurriedly,—

“ It is not because I am to go to school—but Miss
Talbot was right. I know that I have done wrong,
and I am very sorry. I shall never be happy again ;
but I wish that you and Mrs. Ellersley would forgive
me.”

The effort was great, and her guardian appreciated
it, and said, in a changed voice,—

¢ Mrs. Ellersley is indeed too kind to you, Helena ;
you will not have much difficulty in obtaining her
forgiveness ; only you must remember that she has
been deeply wounded, and it is only from her extreme
kindness towards you that she forgives so easily, As
for myself, if you really feel that you bhave been
wrong, and are sorry, I forgive you too; and I hope
that whilst you remain with us, we may have no
further reason to be displeased with you. I ought
perbaps to require your word that you will not try to
leave us again, Can I trust you ?”

“Indeed,” said Helena, with a quivering lip;
“you need not be afraid! I would never leave you
all my life if I could help it.” And an involuntary
sob showed how deeply she felt her words.

“ Well, my child,” said Captain Ellersley, with
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something of his old manner, taking her hand, “I
will trust’you.’- Your poor father was my dearest
friend. 'When we were in the army together we were
like brothers. He was the soul of honour. Ishould not
like to distrust his child. You will not be so foolish
again! You will not disappoint our confidence! I will
trust you. Now I must leave you. Whilst you remain
with us, you will be, like my girls, under Miss Talbot’s
charge, and it is my desire that you should be guided
by her entirely. She will be a good friend to you, I
know. You may tell her what I have said, and that
now you are at liberty to join the others, or do what
you like. I am going over to Cheveleigh, after I
have seen my wife; and I shall not be back till
evening. You can tell Ernest to come and meet
me.” And, after speaking thus kindly to her, Cap-
tain Ellersley shook hands again, and then left his
ward to relieve her various feelings by a flood of tears.

Meanwhile Bertha was occupied up stairs, and
Edith and Marian were together in the library, pity-
ing Helena, and all anxiety, when, in the midst of
their gossipping, in came Ernest, earlier than usual,
and delightfully ignorant of all that had occurred.
Both his sisters ran to meet him ; and both, in a tor.
rent of words, attempted to make him understand
the wonderful events of the last few days.

“What now, girls? Gently. One at a time!
Hold your tongue, Edie, and let me hear Marian
first !’ were some of his vain attempts to procure a
rational explanation; but it was of no use, and at
last his curiosity was so great that he let them tell
him in the usual way, Edith pouring out the history,
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and Marian contradicting every now and then, and
putting in notes’ and'additions. “By this means he
learned that Bertha had come ; that she was not a bit
altered, except that she was more beautiful than ever;
that mamma was ill, so that she had not been able to
come down to breakfast; and that it was all because
Helena had gone away by herself the day before yes-
terday ; they didn’t know how, or where she had gone
to, and Bertha had not let them ask about it; and
that she had come back with papa and Bertha; and
that papa had been talking to her in the dining-room
ever since breakfast; and that he looked so strange
they were quite frightened ; they thought he must be
very angry with poor Helena.

So far had they got, when Bertha came into the
room; and warm greetings were exchanged between
the cousins. Then Ernest anxiously applied to her
to know how his mother was ; * for,”” said he, “these
girls talk so fast, that it is not easy to make anything
out. They say mamma has been ill.”

“ She has been rather overcome with anxiety during
your papa’s absence,” said Bertha; ¢ but she is much
better this morning, and I dare say that she will come
down to dinner. She is dressing now.”

“ But it was all about Helena, was it not, Bertha P’
said Edith.

“Well, girls,” said Ernest, before his cousin could
reply, I can only say that, if what you say about
Helena Bertram’s going away be true, it is you that
have driven her to it. And since you tell of her so
eagerly, I will tell of you. Bertha shall be the judge.
‘Would you believe it, Bertha, from the time that
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poor girl came, they have done nothing but bully her
—that is'to/sdy; if they' wére/ not quarrelling between
themselves, they made sides against her. No wonder
if she was miserable.”

“JIs this true P** said Bertha, with a sorrowful look,
turning to the girls.

“ No, Bertha,” said Marian, beginning to cry a
little; whilst Edith for once had nothing to say, but
looked hot and red. “ No, Bertha; but that is
always the way that Ernest has been going on.”

“ Now Bertha, listen,”” continued Ernest ; ¢ was this
fair? Suppose Helena had a book they wanted to
read ; one of them would say to the other, ¢ Have you
seen so-and-so P’ and pretend to be looking for it,
although they knew where it was well enough.”

¢ Unladylike, Marian ; I am ashamed of you!" burst
from Miss Talbot’s lips, whilst Ernest continued—

“Then Helena would put down the book, curl up
her lip scornfully, and walk out of the room; but she
had not shut the door before they would burst out
laughing, and imitate her.”

“ It was only once, Ernest,” cried Edith, in rather
a piteous tone; “and she knew that Marian was
reading it.”

“ Another time,” said Ernest, without seeming to
listen to her—¢ another time they were all walking in
the garden, when nurse brought baby out. They ran
to her, and she held out her hands to Helena ; so, of
course, Marian was mad with jealousy, and she cried
out, ¢ You have no right to take her; she is our sister.’
Such babies themselves! I am ashamed to tell you
these things, Bertha; and I was ashamed of my
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sisters. Fancy their mimicing her proud way of say-
ing, ‘I don’t'choose'{’ or;,"* That'is mine;’ and if
mamma made her first in any way, could you believe
it, Marian was vexed. I don’t wonder she went
away,” and as Ernest said this in the most indignant
manner, he turned round angrily, and walked away
to the window. o

Bertha had sat down beside the table, and was
leaning her head upon her hand, but she did not
speak.

“She has come back now, Ernest,” said Edith, still
" in a pleading tone; “and we will never be unkind to
her again, will we, Marian? I never used to mean, '
but I forgot.”

“ Where is she now, then ?”* said "Ernest, turning
quickly round.

“ She is in the dining-room with papa,” said Edith.
“ She is not to speak to us, scarcely ; and Bertha has
been always with her till now.”

“Shame !” cried Ernest, indignantly.

“ No, Ernest,” said Bertha, raising her head at last.
“You must remember that your papa has reason to
be angry with her. She has shown a strangely wilful
spirit ; and she has acted towards your mamma in &
way that must have displeased him greatly. Sheis,
besides, in some things thoughtful beyond her age,
and she ought to have known better. However much
she may have suffered from my cousins’ treatment of
her’’—and Bertha spoke very sorrowfully,—* she has
shown her great need of a submissive spirit, and she
must be taught it. From what I hear now, I cannot
but think that your father’s decision is a just one;
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and that since she cannot be made happy here, she
had better/go'to/school.”?

“To school!” echoed both the girls. ¢ Oh!
Bertha!” whilst Ernest muttered something that
sounded like a respectful smothering of his former
exclamation.

“Then where is she now ?” continued he, impa-
tiently : “left all alone, I suppose, as usual.”

“No ; papa is with her,” replied Edith.

“ That he is not,” said Ernest; “ he has gone to shoot
at Cheveleigh. The servants told me as I came in.”

“She is alone, then,” said Bertha. “I will bring
her here; but now, pray, Ernest, do not say anything
that may encourage her to rebel against your papa’s
decision. As for you, Edith and Marian, I will ask
you to be kind to her during the very short time that.
she may have to remain near you.”

“ Oh! Bertha, I am sure we never meant——""they
began; but Bertha had already gone, and they were
left to the tender mercies of their indignant brother.

‘When Bertha went into the dining-room, Helena
was not there; and, in some anxiety, she proceeded
to seek her up stairs. To her great relief, Helena
was only in her own room, sitting in her favourite
position, with her elbow resting on the window-sill.
Bhe started up at the first sound of Miss Talbot’s
entrance.

“ I thought you were in the dining-room all this
time,” said Bertha, “ with Captain Ellersley.”

“No; he has gone to Cheveleigh. I came here
because he said that I might go where I liked,”
answered Helena, with rather a defiant air.
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“ 'What do you mean, my dear ?* said Bertha, a little
anxious, from/ Helena’s way of expressing herself, as
to the result of the interview between her angry uncle
and his wilful ward.

“I was to tell you so,” said Helena. “It is all
right,” she added, with a half-smile. “You need not
be frightened. Do you . care so much for what I do ?
You seemed to be afraid that I had been doing some-
thing wrong again.”

“You shall ask me that again, when you know me
better,” answered Bertha.

¢ Perhaps I shall never do that,” said Helena; “I
am going to school. Captain Ellersley thinks I must
want to go, when I left Oakridge of my own accord.
That is natural, is it not ? And he thinks that as I
cannot be managed here, I had better go to some one
who can control me better. That is sensible, is it
not? So I shall perhaps soon be gone.”

“ It is not natural, my dear child, to hear you talk-
ing in this way about it,”’ said Bertha, kindly ; “but
it is a disagreeable subject. Do not let us dwell upon
it to-day. 'We have other things to do.”

“ Let me tell you something that is not disagreeable,
then!” said Helena. “I begged my guardian to for-
give me, and he has done so; and he says, too, that
Mrs. Ellersley will be only too ready to do the same.”

¢ That is good news, indeed !’ said Bertha, smiling ;
“and I may tell you, Helena, that when my uncle
once says he will forgive, he will also soon forget;
you have only to show him that you are sincere.”

“And I am to tell you also,” continued Helena,
speaking still in the same constrained and almost
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bitter way, “ that I may join the others, and do what
I like; '80/1/\suppose) ICmdy (stay here. I will go
down, though, if you say I must.”

“I will not say you must, my dear,” said Bertha.
“Do not fancy that I shall be less indulgent than
your guardian, to-day, at least. But do you know that
Ernest has come, and he wishes to see you.”

“Oh! does he know?” cried Helena. “I cannot
see him 7" .

“ He knows :” said Bertha; “but you need not be
afraid of meeting him. He has just been speaking
most kindly of you.”

“ Ernest always has been kind,” said Helena; “but
what will he think of me ?”

“ As Isaid before, my dear,” replied Bertha, ¢ the
consequences of your conduct will be grievous to you
in many ways ; but the bearing these things patiently
will show that you are really sorry. It seems asif I
were always lecturing you ; but I am your governess.”

“I wish I were never to have any other,” said
‘Helena, bluntly. “I will do anything you tell me.
I want to be told. I hate myself.”

“ There are many things that I could tell you,”” said
Miss Talbot, gravely. “If you like, I will sit down
beside you, and tell you some things now. I will tell
you that you are a Christian, a member of Christ ; and,
however you may hate the sin that cleaves to you,
you must not hate yourself, for whom Christ died.
You have been called to be one of a pure and holy
people, of whom your Saviour is the Head. He looks
tenderly upon you, grieving for your sin. He calls
upon you to take up your cross—the trials that lie
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before you from youth to age,—and bids you bear
them in His\name.)His grace (will help you; His
strength will hold you, for you are His. But you
must throw off your sins. Leave your selfishness,
lay down your pride. Live not unto yourself, but
unto Him that bought you with a dreadful price; and
let every day see you striving to become more pleas-
ing in His sight.”

“I am not His,” cried Helena, speaking passion-
ately. “You do not know how different I am from
what you are speaking of. Sometimes when I was at
church I used to wish that I was like the other people,
—they seemed to be praying all together,—and I did
not feel as if I belonged to them, except when I wanted
some things very much, and when my papa was ill;
but I often wished that I could be different.”

“You did belong to them,” said Miss Talbot, deeply
shocked at poor Helena's loneliness. “ That is one of
the blessings of going to church, that you can feel
that you are making one of a large family, a great
household gathered together in one name, the children
of God, telling Him all their wants, praising Him for
all their blessings, listening to the teaching of His
word. Like one voice, this worship rises up to
heaven, where it is offered by the Lord. Dear Helena,
you must have felt like a ship without a rudder, when
the storms of trouble came around you ; and like the
tendrils of a creeping plant, when the stem they clung
to has been ruthlessly cut down. No wonder that
you were unhappy. But you need be so no longer;
you have but to realize the truths that I have re-
peated to you, and then to enter upon the work that
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is before you. It is the work of a lifetime, but it
is a glorious’ work."“Will'you'not begin with it at
once ? "

“J will,” said Helena; and her heart bounded as
she spoke. It seemed as if she had found what she
had been long looking for. She seized it eagerly, and
at that moment there was no great act of self-denial,
no extraordinary burden of endurance, that she would
not have taken up with almost gladness. 'Well would
it be for her if the spirit was enduring, and would
sustain her against the Lilliputian enemies that attack
the Christian soldier every day.

CHAPTER XII.

It was with a fervent wish that such might be the
case with Helena, that Miss Talbot, after kissing her
affectionately, said,—

“I must go now, my dear. 'When you like, come
to us in the library,”’—and left the room.

She had scarcely been gone five minutes, when
Bessy came to say, “ Please, Miss Bertram, my mis-
tress will be glad to see you in her dressing-room,”
and with a lighter step than had been hers for
many a month, she sprang up directly to obey the
summons.

She was crossing the top of the staircase, when she
was startled by a voice calling out, from the hall
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below,—“ Halloo, Helena, is that you P ”* and she was
obliged to go'half-way 'down' to'meet Ernest, who
shook hands warmly with her. But she was covered
with blushes and confusion, and, though glad to
have the meeting with Ernest over, she made it as
short as possible, by stammering out, “ Your mamma
wants me,—I must go,” and ran up stairs again in
a minute. :

Mrs. Ellersley was lying on the sofa in her dressing-
room, with little Louisa, happily playing with her doll,
coiled up at one end of it. She held out Ler hand
when Helena came in, and bade her “ good morning,”
with a kiss.

“I sent for you my dear,” she said, “because I
scarcely saw you yesterday, and, besides, I wanted
you to hold this scarlet wool for me.”

“ Oh yes, ma’am,” said Helena, taking the skein of
wool. “You are very kind to me, and I am very,
very sorry for having grieved you. Will you forgive
me P’

“ My dear child,” said Mrs. Ellersley, gently
kissing her again, “ do not say any more about it. I
_am sure you intend to be a good girl now. Captain
Ellersley thinks so too. I was truly glad to hear
him ; for he was very angry with you, my dear, and
it certainly was wrong of you, and I am afraid we
had not made you happy, when you could think of
leaving us in that way.”

“Oh no, ma’am!” cried Helena, “it was very
wicked of me; but I know now how much I loved
you, and I hope that I shall never trouble you again.”

“ Well, well, my dear,” replied Mrs. Ellersley,

K
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“ you must try to be more gentle. I think you are a
little too\wiolent| [gometimes;;. yet you must believe
that I love you dearly, and now that Bertha has
come, 1 dare say that we shall go on very nicely.
How do you think that you shall like my dear
niece ? ”’

Helena’s answer was quite warm enough to satisfy
Mrs. Ellersley, and they soon fell into a quiet talk
about buying wools and winter shopping, and the
baby, until Helena felt quite comfortable. But, in
the midst, they were interrupted by the rather roisy
entrance of Mr. Ernest, who saluted his mother
quickly, and then began, in playful anger, to reproach
them,— ' ‘

“ Now, really, mamma and Helena, this is too bad
—keeping me down stairs with the idea that you were
not visible, and here I find you holding a solemn
conclave.”

“ Holding red wool you mean, Ernest,” said Helena ;
and, as this was the nearest approach to witticism
that Helena had ever made in the house, Ernest
laughed so loud, that Louy laughed too, and, draw-
ing Ernest’s attention towards her, he seized her in
his arms, and began such a series of whimsical
gambols with her, that Helena laughed until she
could not hold the wool steady, and Mrs. Ellersley
declared that she would turn them all out of the
room. Then Ernest remembered the errand that he
had come up stairs for, and said,— .

“Mamma will you let Helena off? "We want to
walk to the Red Point this morning. Jennings tellsy,
me that there are still a few nuts left upon the :
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bushes there, and I;bave coaxed Bertha to leave her
unpacking and go with us. You will come, won’t
you, Helena ?”

“ Yes, thank you,” said Helena, “ unless you would
let me stay with you,” she added, turning to Mrs.
Ellersley ; “I should like it just as well.”

“ No, my dear,” answered Mrs. Ellersley, ¢ the
walk will do you good, and I had rather be quiet
until dinner-time. Only ask Bertha to send me
my knitting-needles, and the book of patterns, that
I left on one of the tables in the drawing-room, I
think.”

“J know—1I saw them,” said Helena; and the last
round of wool being wound off her hands, she was
flying away, when she nearly ran against Bertha, who
was just entering the room.

She had come to arrange for her aunt’s comfort,
and to ask if she would not like one of the girls to
stay with her; but Mrs. Ellersley gave the same
answer that she had done to Helena, and she added,
“T have been telling Helena so just now. She
wanted to stay with me. I am quite glad, Bertha,
to see how much happier she looks this morning.
You have no idea how silent and miserable she is
sometimes.”

“ Poor girl,” said Bertha. “ Her mind is relieved
by the kind way in which you have all received her
back again. I have been endeavouring this morning
to drive away some of her morbid fancies, and I am
quite pleased to see how much more cheerful she is.
‘W cannot expect that she will be able all at once to
keep up this more rational frame of mind; but she

K2
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is a dear, loveable girl, and I hope, in time, to see
her both 'good\and happy:'?

Ernest here made an observation in a low,
grumbling tone, which sounded like, “ If the girls
only let her alone ;”’ but his cousin took no notice of
it; for she did not wish her aunt to be annoyed by
hearing of her daughter’s unkind conduct to the
stranger.

She had, however, taken the opportunity of Ernest’s
being up stairs to speak very seriously to Edith and
Marian themselves about it. They scarcely needed
to be convinced that they had behaved in an ill-bred
and most unkind manner; they acknowledged it,
and said that they would apologize to Helena; but
they were much depressed when Bertha told them
that it would be some time before she could regard
them as she had done before.

They did not, however, forget their voluntary pro-
mise, and, for once, Marian was spokeswoman ; and,
when Helena came down, prepared for her walk, she
said, in her most pleasant way,—

“ Helena, we are very sorry that we did not try
to make you happier, but will you be friends with us
now ?”’

And Helena was so touched by Marian’s unexpected
apology, that she spoke in return more freely than
she had ever done before, and, when Bertha came
down stairs, the trio were conversing in the greatest
harmony.

It was rather a relief to Helena to find that their
walk was to lie in quite a different direction from the
one that she had trod so painfully two days before.
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They turned away from the high road almost imme-
diately, and, Ernest)(led| them by the most unfre-
quented route, through a very wild part of the country,
up some steep hills, until they reached a high moor-
land, from which Helena fancied that she could trace
some of the points of her weary journey.

After walking briskly against the mountain breeze
for some distance, they came to the edge of the rocky
cliff, from which they overlooked a most romantic
glen. The ground sloped suddenly from the ridge
upon which they stood, and rose as steeply at the
other side, forming a deep and narrow valley, at the
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