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¢ Lrrn is but a song—

Art is wondrous long;
Yet to the wise her paths are ever fair,
And Patience smiles, though Genius may deéfair.
Give us but knowledge, though by slow degrees,
And blend our toil with moments bright as these,
Let Friendship’s accents cheer our doubtful way,
And Love’s pure planet Ié_nd its guiding ray,—
Our tardy Art shall wear an angel’s wings,
And life shall lengthen with the joy it brings!”’

HoLMEs.
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* JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS.

[

’ -~ CHAPTER L

It was in the year 18-—, and the last season of the
beautiful but ill-fated Astor Place Opera House.
The house that had been 8o poorly supported was
this one evening full to overflowing, for a very
popular opera was being performed. The enthu-
siasm was great, and thd applause general, as the
favorite cantatrice finished one of her most diffi--
cult rouladés, and bowed smilingly in answer to
her warm reception. She had been much ad-
mired the preceding winter, and the second week
of Rosa Bertini’s engagement was truly a brilliant
ovation. ‘ ] ST

It was a glowing, living, beautiful scene—the
animated faces that greeted her, and the small
gloved hands that did their share in the genuine
enthusiasm of their applause. The song so gen--
erally applanded was repeated, and the Signorina
Bertini sent a happy, eager, and saucy glance to
one of the stage boxes, as, bowing and smiling,
she ran off the stage, her hands filled to over-
flowing with flowers. ‘

- A young man was leaning far out of the box,
watching eagerly every movement, as she bowed
low, holding the handsomest bouquet—the one
which he had thrown—in one hand, to distin-
~guish it from the rest. It was a striking face
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that answered her saucy look with one of deep

admiration. Then the face disappeared, and he

was seen making his way behind the side scenes,

- earnestly looking for some ome.

et Y(my are lateg, signot.” And the dainty foot

of the pet of the public was tapped impatiently,

as it was seldom she deigned to wait for any one.
““Yes, Rosa, my beautiful one!” The_smaH

gloved hand was raised to his lips. ¢ My sister.”
“Yes, I know—Ia Signora Gétta.” An‘d the -

delicately curvedlipslaughed mockingly. “Si gnor

Ward, your English names are so hard. Bah!
The pretty lips were puckered up very tight, as

though the hard words hurt them. ’

" “Don’t, Rosa!” And the young man’s face
clouded. “You mustlove Margaret for my sake.
Won't you, darling?”’ As the perfectly formed
head was laid for oné instant on his shoulder. ]

“Yes! yes! But la Signora Gédtta,—how is

.she?” And the silvery laugh rang forth afresh.

“ Margaret is very sick, wicked one!” The
young man’s laugh joined with, and -echoed her
own. ‘She will be better, Rosa, when she knows
you! She mustlove you!” And the eyes were

loving, confident, and full of hope that gazed at’

her seriously.” “To-morrow morning! And then,
Rosa Ward, forever.”

«Oh, bah! Don’t! don’t!” The slight figure

shuddered as she raised her hands in mock horror

to her face, not heeding. the pained look of her

companion. .
. 907
“Do you repent, Rosa?’

“No, no!” And seeing she was going too far,
the loving look was called back to her eyes. I

will love all for you, signor.” The aciress—for -

" she fully understood her part—mised her magni-
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ficent black eyes to the speaker’s face. The Sig-
norina Bertini was extravagant, and the Signor
Ward was rich; though she loved Paolo Gior-
dino, the tenor of the troupe to which she be-
longed, as she had nevér loved man before, she
would marry Mr. Ward instead of being true to
him, as Giordino was poor, and poverty was too

~dreadful to be thought of. “She would have to

leave the stage, and she was triste; but she would
be a great lady, and if she tired, and did not like
her new life, she would come back again. Signor
Ward might storm and fret, but what did she
care when she was the lady?’ And so the little
game went on. . A
John Ward. Tt was not a pretty or poetical
name, and no wonder the Italian’s ears, used to
softer sounds, did not relish it. Mr. Ward, a
rich banker of New York, died four years before ,
my story opens, leaving his son a princely for-
tune, and under the protection and gnardianship

| of his sister Margaret. Mr. Ward had been a

proud man; and Margaret Ward, who at the .
beginning of my story was thirty-five, ten years
her brother’s senior, inherited all her father’s
pride. So it was not strange that she frowned
on the young cantatrice, her brother’s intended

bride. All that a sister could do, had been done;

but the young man grew only more obstinate, as
he langhed at her prophecies of unhappiness,.and
rushed more blindly on to his destruction. *Be
unhappy with his Rosa—impossible! And Mar-
garet would learn to love her, too, in time; for
who could resist her?” Spoiled from his youth
up by a doting father, no wonder he listened
coldly to his sister’s warnings, and hurried more
cagerly on. His mother died while he was yet
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young; and his loving Margaret, who, until now,
. had never opposed him, was his chief guide and
counselor. Enjoying life to the full, eager and
confident in his trust of all this world could give,
the young man who had never had a disappoint-
ment could not bear one now. ¢“He was sorry
‘Margaret was unhappy; but she was so good she
" would soon forget, and be the same loving sister
he had always known. e could not help loving
hisRosa. Had notall New York beensubjugated ?”’
And so the young dreamer reasoned on. He
was troubled when he thought of Giordino; and
one evening he had met him with Rosa, talk-
ing much too earnestly and aftectionately to suit
his ideas. Then Giordino had her ring; but
what was a ring when he had its owner? So

the fair cantatrice reasoned, and persuaded him.

She would not leave the stage, but would be his
singing bird till the end, when he locked her up
in his cage with golden bars, as she langhingly
styled his love when he twined his arms round
" her slender waist, while she tried to throw some

of the lovelight into her eyes that came so readily

at Giordino’s call. , .

But Rosa was thinking of something more
solid than love—real, veritable gold, and what
it could buy, as she looked into her lover’s trust-
ing face with those treacherous dark eyes.

The programme said, the last appearance of
the Signorina Rosa Bertini; who intended retiring
from the stage, and so the house was crowded.
And foolish John Ward was congratulating him-
self on his darling’s bearing her withdrawal from

the stage so bravely, and thinking how much she
" must love him to do so much for him; while
Rosa,; clasped tightly in Giordino’s arms in their
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final tablean, was shedding bitter tears—not for
the loss of her old life, or of hope or prayer for
her new, but simply.that she was bidding good-
by to the man she loved. She was contrasting’
the life she had been living, wherein the Italian’s
love was all in all to her, with her future hus-
band’s cold home, as she scornfully. styled it.
She would go abroad, and she would see her
Italy, but not with her Giordino. And thé tears
v;lellie very genuine that her treacherous, eyes
shed. L

- If John Ward could have only seen and under-
stood them, his sister’s life and his own would
have been saved much sorrow. The Signorina
Bertini was, however, too trained an actress; so
the saucy lips only langhed more gayly, as the

-curtain was at last down, and she was thanking

the man soon to be her hushand, as he wrapped

- her warmly in her cloak, and pressed many lov-

ing inquiries for her comfort and happiness. -

- “The carriage is waiting, darling.” The warm.
cloak was gathered more closely round her as he
held both hands open waiting for the many wrap-
pings and trifles she. carelessly handed him.
“Only to-night, and to-morrow you shall see

Margaret, my darling!” The little hand that

was so ruthlessly covering him with her belong-
ings was detained for ene instant in his own.
“Don’t be foolish1” The white teeth pressed
the full red lip as she jerked her hand roughly
away. “You hurt me, John-—my ring—and
those people.” The loving look was called back
when she saw his changed face. Was not Gior-
dino watching her? And all her new part was
forgotten when she thought with a pang of their
parting. She had never called him by his first
b
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ﬁame, as it was so hard, so she said, and the
pained look was all gone from the eyes that
watched her, as again, forgetful of her petulance,
he rapturously raised her hand to his lips. “I
am tired, John. And those people stare so.
. Come!” Why could he not see that, as she
walked on with him; the Italian following them
stooped to pick up a closely written letter? Rosa
Bertini was a finished actress, and she was only
playing her part better than usual this evening.
~ The signorina had bidden good-by to the man-
ager and the various members of the troupe who
-“erowded round her, and Mr. Ward was waiting
patiently tilt she was ready to go, congratulating
himself on her love for him. He did not notice
that it was only when they at last turned to go,
and there was no longer any chance of seeing
Giordino, that she was again tired. The moon
was shining brightly, an auspicious omen for
their future life, so her happy lover said. He
. was too blissful to observe the suppressed yawn,
and the coldness of the hand he held in his own,

as he told her of the home that had been his.

father’s, and which would so soon be hers.
It was one of the most beautiful places on the
Hudson; and his father had taken great pride
~ in making it as perfect as he could for his boy:
the young man was telling of that father’s warm
. love and care for him, neyer thinking how pained

his father would have been at the~step he wags -

taking. Margaret did not like it, but Margaret
-loved him 'sé6 much it would soon all be right.
He looked on his present disregard of her wishes
and warnings, as\he looked on many of his boy-
ish escapades, when his sister had been kissed
and coaxed into good humor @%ain.

X
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fMaré'aret Ward had lived onlyfor the pleasure

of her father and brother, whom she idolized, not
thinking of her life as owing any other duties

. than the love and care she could lavish on them

so ungrudgingly. It was only now that a doubt
came whether she had been wise or not; whether
if she had spoiled her brother less, he might not
go wildly have rushed on his fate as he was then
doing. His sister could see no promise of hap-
piness for him in his new life; she_had never
parted from her brother, and it seemed strange
to think they should be separated now. The new
love had filled his heart so entirely, there was no
place for the old. J
It was true, her brother had asked herto go
with them across the ocean, but it was not done
very warmly; the signorina was much too ex-
acting, and required too many calls on his time
for him to remain idle, or have any thought of

| other love than her own. Margaret would not

have gone, however, even if her presence had
been more urgently requested, as she would have

@  fclt strange and sadly out of place with the
i foreigner. .

~And then the gay life they intended leading
would not suit her more serious tastes.” She
dreaded the new life for her brother, and pas-
sionately resented the, loss of his love. After
years of devotion, was all her love to be thrown
aside for this stranger, whom he had only known
amonth? An actress, too! And the hot blood
of shame mounted to her cheek when she thought
of her disgrace. Miss Ward, like many others,
inherited an absurd prejudice against everything
connected with the stage; she was therefore con-’
fident that only misery and degradation could

Y S
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~ result from her brother’s marriage with an ac-

tress. She had not only guided his youth, but
hoped to guide his choice of 'a wife. Had not

pretty Lucy Cecil been staying with them a year,/

as she said, for companionship? The child was
loyely, but much too young to be a'companion
foI her, as she acknowledged in her inmost heart.
Margaret loved and admired her pretty friend,
and intended that her brother should do the
same, for she would make a pattern little wifé.

© John had laughed with Lucy and been devoted
to her all one summer, so that his sister smiled
serenely on the fruition of her hopes, not, think-

ing how soon they would be all shattered by his

foolishness; as his sister, for the first time, had
to find that her boy’s will, as she 'hadiga:jned to
call him, when opposed to her own,“was the
stronger of the two., Years ago Margaret Ward
had refused the man she loved, a young mission-
ary bound for Otaheite, simply because she could
not leave her father and boy brother. TFor Mar-
garet Ward was a worshiper at this eloquent

-young priest’s shrine, and he had convinced her

that a mission in Otfaheite would be theé height
of all earthly bliss. Now she acknowledged to
_hersslf that her whole life and her soul’s welfare
had been sacrificed to her boy brother, who so
little counted the cost. ' :

It was a bitter thought, though some of my
readers may be unkind enough to smile at poor

Margaret's view of life and her idea of bliss. -

There is nothing stranger in fiction than in real
life, as we all know; and there is no accounting
for taste, Miss Ward’s idea of bliss was Ota-
heite and naKed savages; and though you and I
- may-smile, she would be just as little contented
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. + .
with our ideal{ Religion is a good thing; there
is nothing better, nothing more worth wishing
for than to be good. But religion carried to fa-
naticism is an abomination, and almost as dan-
gerous in its influence on others as no restraining

influence at all. You can understand, therefore,

what little chance there was of the Signorina
Bertini and Miss Ward becoming nearer to each
other. ) '

Margaret knew that her brother was often at
the opera and other places of amusement; and
though she loudly denouneed countenancing such

 places in others, John had been her idol, and

could do no wrong. 8o that what would have
been considered wicked in another, was looked
on more leniently in her brother’s case. - Young
men wotuld be young men; and that foolish say-
ing of sowing .their wild oats was quoted in her
brother’s favor. John would settle down in a
year or twogvith prettylittle Lucy, and she would
keep house for both her children. All had been
arranged in her own mind, though it was not to
be carrfed into execution. So Margaret Ward
had lived on happily, contented in her Dorcas and
monthly meetings, and satisfied in her church,
sometimes longing for the time when her boy
would settle down and be all in all to her.-

The settling down process, however, never
came, and John had aid in a larger sharé of wild

. oats than his sister dreamed of. The time had

come for their separation; her brother would
make the Signorina Bertini his wife next morn-
ing, and had wrung an unwilling consent from
his sister to see her before they sailed. The poor
boy was, she believed, bewitched by the arch-
fiend himself, ' -
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John Ward had gone to spend the last evening
with his adored Rosa; and Margaret Ward had
gone to her bedroom, with her gold-stoppered

smelling-bottle in one hand, and a manuseript

‘book of daily prayers in the other, arranged ex- -
pressly for her by the young Otaheitan minister -

wheén she was still young., So we will leave Miss
‘Ward gaining refreshment and strength from her

smelling-salts and prayers, and turn to the Signo- -

rina Bertini, and see how it fared with her.
The Astor House was in the zenith of its splen-
dor. The most luxurious apartments were se-
cured for the signorina’s benefit by her ow
‘and her lover’s orders. Dark-red curtains adde
beanty and softened the light that was shed

through tinted globes on the richly furnished
room. Small but beautiful *was the parlor in_

which ‘we find her, as all had been arranged to
perfection. The air was laden with the per-
fume of flowers, as the signorina had many
admirers who were very lavish of "their floral
offerings. :

-On a low couch, near the brightly'burnirng. 3
grate, is seated the signorina, looking daz-

. zlingly beautiful in the rich dress that so well

becomes her. She is 'a splendidly handsome

woman, though small in comparison with her
companion, who is far above medium height.
The signorina is looking her best, as the blaze of
gaslight suits her style of beauty, and only sets
1t oft to fuller advantage. She is older than her
companion. by five or six years, and looks fully
her age, for she has had a hard wearing life, and
it i3 only as she is leaving the stage that at last
- her talent meets its due acknowledgment. She
is a superbly beautiful woman; but though we

(
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admire her charms, we cannot hel@ Wondering"
at the perfect ease with which she has blinded

- her companion. He is very young, only twenty-

five, and though he thinks he loves as man never

loved before, it was more as a piece of bravado,

and to astonish his young companions, that the .
first step was taken. Then if his sister had been

more patiént, and had not opposed him so vio-

lently, and trumpeted Lucy Cecil’s virtues so

loudly, he might have paused to think before it

was too late. DBut so it is, he is rushing madly

on to his destruction; and now that Rosa’s voice

and influence are exerted, he feels infinitely
happy, and regardless of consequences.

He is a very handsome man; though his beauty
lies more in his fignre and in his great strength
than in his face. He is very tall, as I have said;
we would not be inclined to notice this, however,
unless he were contrasted with others, as his

figure is so perfectly proportioned, and so easy

and graceful in all its movements, that his great
height is lost. It is a frank, open, manly face,
not regular in features, but true and loving in its
expression—a face that knows no deceit, and ex-
pects none in others; and as we watch him, we
see how entirely unfitted he is to cope with the
more wily nature of his lady-love, and how per-
fectly fitted are the coils of the chain she grasps
so tightly. '

~ Itis asilken mesh, this girdle of love, but strong
and firm in its coils as steel, which will bind its
victim tightly to her will and pleasure. If she

| " must lose her Giordino, she will pay herself well

in all this world holds of good. Already there is
some dispute between them, and as the young

man pounds with the toy of a poker the brightly
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burning bituminous coal till it rushes in one
sheet of flame up the chimney, we see that some-
thing is'wrong, and this is not the happy evening
to which he has been looking forward. -

¢«So you did not get that ring, Rosa, and you N

promised—-—" _

“8ignor, you are making the room too warms;.
do stop beating the coal: it is not poor Gior-
dino’s head.” o -

« But why did you not get the ring?”’ And he
threw himself discontentedly into a large arm-
chair. , :

« How could you expect me to think of any-
thing this evening?’ A stress was laid on the

' last words.

“Rosa! Rosa! Is that true?”’ And the inert

listless figure was beside her. ¢Is that the reason,
darling?”
« Whynot?”’ And the saucy black eyes looked

into his 6wn as no woman could look who really

. loved. «“My poor boy!”—she ran_her small
_ jeweled hand through his thickly curling hair—
“my poor boy! do you think you are such a mon-

ster?” And both hands were in requisition, ashis

face was turned toward the mirror. ]
“Youlove me, Rosa?” The question was asked
* for the thousandth time. “Say you love me,
Rosa.” ' :
«Foolish boy! how often shall I tell you?”
“And Giordino?” . .
¢« Giordino is mio amico, and you are mio caris-
gimo.” The actress was doing her part better
than. she had ever done it before. “I am so
_tired, signor; let that do. for to-night. You
know I have to meet Signora Gétta to-morrow.”
And again the mocking laugh rang forth.

-
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. “What will you wear, Rosa?’ The young
man, already beginning to feel the difference in
their position, looked anxiously at her, for he
was _afraid of shocking his sister by the actress’s
glaring taste in dress.
; “ My gray dress, to suit the signora; that will
0. K
“Yes, perfectly well.” Glad that she did not
care for something more conspicuous, he was
satisfied. | ’

“I am so tired, signor; how many times shall

I tell you? Do go, and give my duty to your

sister.”” Again she langhed mockingly.
- “ Well, good night, darling.” And he held her
for one instant to his heart. “Good night till

~ to-morrow.” Oh! if he had only opened the

door and looked back, how different would have
been his life! These little chances that come.
and go, dazzling one with their will-o-wisp
brightness!—seen one moment and gone the
next! Ny =

.. g soon as the door was closed, the actress,
till then an actress, ran to the little side table
turning eagerly over and over again the notes
and cards that lay there, not finding the one she
wanted. Only one, and she would have held
back even then,

o« Fool! fool!” And the sharp white teeth were
firmly set on the full red lip till it lost all Golor.
Then a richly jeweled locket was taken from

~ her bosom, and she gazed with all her soul at

the dark handsome face that laughed back into

her own with those cruel mocking eyes. He

had taken all her love, and then bade her wed-this.

Yankee; and the scorn was very genuine as the

words fell from her lips. There was a likeness
, 3
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of her future husband on the table, and the
temptation was great to take and break it into a
- thousand pieces. Quick as thought the miniature
was crushed under her heel; and then sorry, or

may be frightened, the broken fragments were

gathered up carefully and thrown into the grate.

“Poor boy! poor bey! But if he had never
come, Giordino would have been true and never
told me to go. And now—fool! fool! that he
is——" In a tempest of rage and distress the
signorina threw herself on the couch and sobbed
~in a perfect passion of grief as for a few moments

the woman -asserted herself over the actréss.
Then she rose to her feet,and looked long at her .

face as she carefully effaced the traces of weep-
ing. She must not spoil her eyes or her rouge;
Giordino might come even yet, and the thought

gave her new strength, But Giordino, wiser and -

more crafty than herself, did not come; and Rosa
Bertini, tired of waiting, fell asleep with a locket
pressed closely to her heart,—mot John Ward’s
likeness, .for that smouldered in the ashes of the
grate.

JOHN WARDS G’lO VERNESS.

CIAPTER II.

It was a gloomy morning that dawned -on
John Ward’s new life, cold and cloudy, and the
young man could not shake off his depression, .
now that he was out 25 Rosa’s influence. He . -
felt more unhappy still when his sister Margaret -
held him in a long loving embrace, and mur-
mured many inquirtes for his comfort and happi-
ness. He must have a warmer coat; and lovingly
and lingeringly the sister delayed their parting,
while she showered blessings on him and prayers
for his future happiness. Her heart was softened,

L and he was her own dear boy again, and I think

if her brother had asked her to go with him now
she would not have had the heart to refuse him.

_ It was well that he did not request that sac- -
rifice, as there were many pages in the man’s life
1t were wiser to forget; and it were better, if he
had much to suffer, he should leave that suffering
behind him away from his home, and come back
where there was nothing, not even his sister, to
remind him of the past. But I am anticipating
the thread of my story, and must go back.

The brother and sister were & strange contrast
—he so tall, full six feet in height, and strongly
built in proportion, though the size and strength
of fuller mannood were not yet attained; while
Margaret Ward was far below medium height,
being-s0 small as almost to attract attention by
her diminutive size. The Wards had all been a -
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handsome family, and particularly pfided them-

selves on their figure and height. Margaret’s -

petite’ form not meeting her.father’s approval,
she had been quietly put aside for her tall, hand-
some brother. She had never resented or ap-
peared surprised that her mother’s care and all
-%gr father’s love should have been lavished on

im. < :

It had become so much a pettled fact that their
~ young king should rule all, that Margaret never
questioned the justice of that rule. Her mother
died when John was only twelve:years old, and
“his sister had taken her mother’s; place. She
had had other brothers and sisters, but they were
all sleeping in the family vault, and she was the
snly one who remembered to tell her brother of
them, as he was much too young to know, being
the youngest of all. Her boy brother appealed to
her heart when they were first left to'mourn their
mother’s loss. The child appeared to feel the be-
- reavement more keenly than most children, and
all'her care was needed to comfort him. 8o the
young tyrant was indulged in all things, and took
all from his sister and father as hisright. Iehad a
warm, loving heart, and fully repaid them in affec-
tion; and this was the first time Margaret Ward
had really been made unhappy by her brother.
It was hard, just when he could requite her love
and care, he should leave her; and then she had
felt so proud and happy in him. She had so often
boasted of her boy, and looked forward to the
- happy day when he should be married to Lucy

Cecil. She did hope the poor child would not be-

unhappy; for Margaret did not doubt but that
poor little Lucy Cecil, who was thinking more of
~ her blue eyes than anything else, was already in

JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS. 25

love with her brother. John Ward was far from
happy on his wedding morning. He did not like
to take his sister with him, as he knew Rosa
would oppose it violently, and he was too much
in love to judge dispassionately. His sister
would be so lonely,—her very size appealed to

‘his heart. The Wards had been tall, queenly

women, and Margaret was their family name.
So when this strangely misnamed little Marga-
ret had come, she still received the same name,

]

though #he was sadly in contrast to the former

sisters of her race. \

“You will be patient with Rosa, for my sake,
Margarét? You know I love her so dearly. I
would not make you unhappy else!”

“God bless you, John, and make you happy,”
was her only answer. She could not even speak
of her new sister, for her heart was very full.

. Even then he might have turned back, as the
knot was not yet tied, and he was far from happy.
He was more dazzled and bewildered than in
love, and he dreaded what his companions would
say if he- turned back now. He wished Rosa
had the ring she had given Giordino; but when

¢+ he thought of her loving answer he tried to be .
- satisfied. They were to have been married early,

at eight o’clock, as the steamer sailed at twelve,
and he wanted Margaret to have some time with
his wife before they left, so that she should know
something of her, and could feel more interested
1n his letters. :
Eight o’clock, and now the quarter past, as he
paced up and down, feeling more uncomfortable
every moment. The signorina had kept him
Walting often, and he had borne it patiently;
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but it was different now. “The signorina would

-be down in a moment,”’—s0 her maid said, but
- still the moments wore on. “The signorina was
sorry, but she had been ill all night, and could
not help it.”” His heart softened when he heard,
and he styled himself a brute to expect so much
and not to think of her comfort more.
““She was late, but if she were ill, how could
she help it?’ And the impatient tramp com-
menced again, as he was but half satisfied. At
last—though long after the time—the signorina
came, and he felt fully repaid as he looked at
her. She was simply dressed—he had nothing
to quarrel with in her toilet. Her face was ex-
~ceedingly pale, and her large lustrous eyes filled
with tears as she came toward him, which made
her look more lovely than ever. She had delayed
till the last moment, trusting for some word from
. Giordino, and it had never been sent. Ier heart
was very full—though her tears were all for her
old lover, and not one thought for the man that
would so soon be her husband. There was not
one soft emotion in her heart when she thought
of the young man’s love she was taking so freely
without any hope of return. She was thinking
of the future and the comfort it would give her;
‘but there was not one tender feeling for the giver
of all that comfort. KHven when the ring was
placed on her finger and the benediction spoken,
Rosa felt more like loathing her lover than ever;
and cold were the lips and pallid the face that
her husband kissed, as he called her by her new
name, so hateful to her, and blessed her for his
present happiness.

“ Margaret will be waiting,—it is so late, Rosa,
my darling wife!” '

\j

alone.
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«T do not intend to see your sister, Mr. Ward,

i —I am tired.” And seeing that she was trying
- her husband too far, she put her hand to her

forehead, that was indeed throbbing and aching.

.- “@Go see your sister, John! Tell her I am ill,

but give my love. 'We are:late,—hurry back,
dear; I will wait for you at the hotel, John.”
The strain was so great that she could hardly
wait, but was pining to get rid of her husband
and have one more chance of seeing her lover.
So, trying to feel happy and satisfied, the young
husband left. his wife and hurried to his sister,
for their time was very brief. Margaret Ward
had dreaded this meeting, as she could hardly -
tolerate her new sister, and it would be a severe

test of her love for her brother to even bear her

presence patiently; so there was a heavy weight
Iifted from her heart when she saw him come

“Rosa was ill, Margaret, and could not come.
She is so tired—my poor darling! I am sorry
you could not have seen her—she looked so
lovely.”  And even with that unsatisfied want, .

“her brother was very happy.

“It was kind to let you come alone, John;

- tell her I said so. -We could not know each
. other in so short a time, and I like to have my

brother to myself for a brief space before Igive -
himi up.”  And the cold kiss he had taken from
his wife was very different from the warm ones

showered on ‘b‘im from the loving lips of his

sister,

“I have tried you, John, I don’t doubt; you
know I do not know as much as you do about
professionals.” And his sister took his hand in
hers as he frowned darkly at the name. “I will




28 JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS.

try to love your wife, John, and we will forget

‘all the rest—won’t we, dear?”’
“T wish you had only seen Rosa;. yow would
understand better, Margaret. Butwait! Look!”

And a beautifully executed miniature was put in-

his sister’s hand. It was a likeness taken for her
old lover, and the face was softened and truly
lovely that Margaret Ward gazed on. Rosa Ber-

~ tini had been full of thoughts of her lover when .

it was taken, and the flashing black eyes were

softened as only thoughts of his love could soften -

them. She had it taken to give Giordino that
morning, should he come; but the Italian, dread-
ing a scene, wisely stayed away, and Rosa, as a
peace-offering, had given it to her husband. It
wag simply the head and shoulders, and Rosa
had had it taken as her lover remembered her
long years ago when he first met her at her
father’'s house. There were no flowers or orna-
ments, which she delighted so much in ; the only
thing to relieve it -being the long black hair,
pushed back from the glowing, beautiful face.
¢“She is lovely, John!”  And she scanned the
likeness closely, while a proud, *happy smile
played round the young husband’s lips.
" “You should have seen her this morning,
Margaret! She was more lovely than I have
ever seen her, and, poor darling, she was far

from well. Think of all she is gi\?i’ng up for-me!

The life of excitement, and the homage to which

she has been ‘accustomed.’” -
“T know that, John, and will try and remem-
ber; but remember also” all you are giving up,

and do not spoil your wife by treating it too -
lightly. You are doing the best thing you can :
in leaving home, and may be, when you return,
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we can make your friends forget the story of
your marriage.”’ o

Margaret Ward was struggling hard to be
kind; she was strangely softened by their part-
ing, and her brother realized the concession she
was making. She was soYelieved in not being
brought in personal contact with his wife, that 1t
appeared comparatively easy. It was not such a
parting as might have been expected from two
people who loved each other so dearly, and had
never been separated before. There was a gulf
between them they both recognized, but could
not bridge over. John was longing to be gone
back to Rosa, still not wanting to appearunkind
to his sister by shortening their parting. He .
was full of loving thoughts of his wife, and the
cool tolerance of her name did not satisfy him.
He would have liked Rosa to have met Marga-
ret, yet he dreaded that meeting more than
he acknowledged  to himself. And though he
would have liked her to have been with him, he
was better satisfied @& it was. Ile felt that he
had placed himself in an awkward position;
still he did not acknowledge it to himself, and

| fought against it.

Margaret Ward saw her brother was moved,
and though the palliating words hurt her, they
were spoken on his account. What had the
actress to give up in exchange for the position
she had gained in her father’s house? A name-
less adventuress filling all her brother’s heart,
and casting out her love and care, that had been
his for years.. She had found how perfectly
ineffectual were all her railings, "as she had
proved only the night before, and she wanted
her brother’s last remembrances of her to be
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pleasant. She schooled her toﬁ,gﬁe and tried

to be interested in her sister’s likeness, and in

_hearing of her. (And though she acknowledged

the beauty of the miniature, when she compared
it with Luecy Cecil’s pure, girlish face, she won-
dered still more at her brother’s infatuation. So,

while she dreaded the parting, and clung to all.

that was left her, she did not feel at ease, but
longed for him to go. ; That barrier would al-
ways be there; he could mever be the same to
her, and the thought was very bitter. Their

parting was hurried over, and her brother left

his home to commence his new life.

Their home, as I have said, was on the Hud-
son River; but this winter, and ever since their
father’s death, three months of the year, in the
coldest weather, were spent in New York. They
had a house with every comfort that money
could buy; and though Margaret Ward was
very ascetic in everything that pertained to her-
self, anything that had.any connection with her
brother’s comfort could not have too much
lavished on it. Therefore their home was per-
fect in all its belongings. Margaret Ward might
dress herself in sack-cloth and cover her head
with ashes, for all her brother cared. She could

- distribute tracts, and read the prayers of the
Otaheitan minister all day long, if it gave her .

any comfort. But even this mortification of the
. spirit, that she gloried in, could not give the per-
fect bliss she expected. It was mortifying, but
even these perfect prayers, that were to have
been her stay, had lost some of their savor.

' The house on Twenty-fifth Street was given
up, and Miss Ward went back to her summer
+ home, thinking only of keeping all bright and
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pleasant for her brother’s return, which was so
indefinite. - :
Mr. Ward was a good correspondent, and the

letters were long and loving that he wrote her,

now that they were separated, and that bone of
contention was not brought so constantly before
them. He had pretty much his old place in her

‘heart, and their past disputes were forgotten, or

if remembered, there was always some excuse
ready for him. Ile wrote long descriptions of
the beautiful places and things he saw, and oc-
casionally alluded to his wife. All was brightly

* tinted in his eyes, as he was very happy in his

love. :

. A year passed away, and still the same glow-
ing letters, with no word of a return. Then the
little Rosa was born, and the father’s love was
all poured into his sister’s heart.

‘Giordino” was in' New York again, filling
another engagement with a new prima donna; ’
and though people had wondered at young .
Ward’s. foolishness, it was all forgotten in some
new scandal, and many were ready to welcome
Mrs. Ward’s return to New York.

Meanwhile Rosa, free from Giordino’s influence, -

“and touched by the warm love of her hishand so

freely sliowered on her, was at last contented,
and promised to be a much better woman than
she had ever been, "Mr, Ward wrote of a return
home, but the time had been delayed by his

-wife, who dreaded meeting her former lover.

So the time was put off; as since the little Rosa’s
birth her husband could deny her nothing.
Three years had passed away, and then the

loving sister, waiting at home, received news

of the coming of a little son, a second John
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Ward, to take his father’s place. It was not
until now that the breach was healed, and the
long letter of congratulation was full of love and
kind wishes for his wife. Then Mr. Ward’s
next letter carried a tiny note from Rosa, as even
she for the time was touched by the perfect self-
abnegation and love of her husband’s sister.
Four years passed away, and then five. The
- letters from abroad were full of the beauty and
briglitness of his children ; but still no time was
fixed for their return. Margaret Ward had
changed sadly in these last few yeprs, Naturally
delicate, the loss of her brother’s love preyed or
her, and sometimed she feared that she would
never see his return. She had lost the aim of
her life, and could not fill %he{blank. She was
devoted to her religious duties,\and her charities
were fast filling up all that was Yeft of the heart
that had been so entirely given to her brother.

She was jealous even of his love for his children, -

as putting her further away from him, and so
she waited, hoping every letter would speak of

his return. Now, however, there was a great

change in the 1étters so eagerly looked for; each
one was shorter than the last—cold, formal de-
- geriptions of the places he hiad seen, and an oc-
casional mention of the children; but his wife
was never spoken of. His sister wondered and
sorrowed over the change, and longed for him
the more. There was a great trouble that he
could not tell her of; and though he tried to

conceal it, and appear the same, her loving heart {8
read only too well, His character was changing, . #

and the first freshness of youth was gone; he
was becoming soured and morose,as she could
- plainly see, but could not help.

| thing she heard.
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Another year passed, and then the s]iameful
story was known: Rosa had left him for her
former lover, and he was coming home with his
children. It was the agonized outpourings of
the strong man’s spirit, though he appeared to
think more of the shame to himself and children
than anything else, as love was long since dead.
He did not tell his sister, but by little things the
story was more plainly narrated than if he had
told it. Rosa had never been the same sinee her
little son’s birth; they were in Paris at that time,
where she again met her old lover, and he exer-
cised the same baneful influence over her life.
The naturally passionate disposition that had so
long been held in check, now had full sway, and
not only coarse words, but 'even oaths at times
sullied her husband’s and children’s pure ears.
Their nurse, Marietta, did all she could to make
them lose their respect and affection for their
father; so the children were early tutored to

. despise everything connected with him. The

saw so little of him, and then so little that was
Pleasant, that the lesson was easily learned.
John Ward turned from both his wife and

children and took refuge in dissipation. It was
only when his wife left him that he could thifik, . -
of returning home, for he could not bear the ..’
shame of taking her with him. She was cold
always now, and it was a relief that she was
80, a8 those stormy scenes of passion recurred
only too often. The ehildren, wild, elf-like little
beings, atraid of their mother, and tanght to

‘despise their father, had no resource but in each

other. Rosa inherited her mogher’s beanty and
talent for music, and the child could sing any-

4

i
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Rosa was practicing all day long, as she in-
tended returning to the stage, though- her hus-
band did not know-it—he saw so little of her.
And the songs that she sang so brilliantly were
echoed back by the little mocking-bird, who

knew more of her mother’s language than her

father’s. Her mother loved her passionately,
and she was the only link to her husband and
the only thing that kept her with him. Her
baby boy was too much like his father to be a
favorite, but her girl’s jetty locks and brilliant
black eyes reminded her of her Italy—so she
said—and they were treasured accordingly.
Sometimes for weeks the child was petted and

~ gpoiled, till she owned obedience to no one, and

then again, for some childish fault, she was pun-
ished and even beaten by her mother, till all that
was evil in her nature was aroused. Naturally
affectionate, and chilled by both father and
mother, she would cling to her nurse, Marietta,
to whom she was devotedly attached. Marietta,
however, treated the child in the same manner
as her mother did—spoiling her at times, and
then again treating her with unjust severity, so
that all that was beautiful in the child’s charac-
ter was kept in check, while all that deserved
blame was fostered. . The children, and Rosa
especially, bemoaned their mother’s loss, but
their father cared too little for them to notice
their distress—particularly his little Rosa’s suf-
fering. o : )

So that they had enough clothes to wear and
~ plenty to eat, he was satisfied; and the poor
little forlorn children, taught to despise their
new home before they had even seen it, were
rather unruly members to introduce to his sis-
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ter. Poor little Ros;, who was older

brother and could better understand, E]ﬁﬂgh:g
her mother’s memory, though it was a forbidden
subject, and felt her great loss keenly. It was
the only love the child had known, and she
dearly” treasured it accordingly, as she always
remembered her mother now in her happiest

‘moods.  “Her dear, beautiful mamma,” all day

long was the burden of her cry, which Marietta

- encouraged as much as she could. The more

she weaned the child’s love from he 4

more chance she had of becoming ; éaei']:]g;’ngl?t
member of the family, and Marietta was in
much too comfortable quarters to care for
change. 8o Mr. Ward, who could not control
them, and was distressed by their noisy lamenta-

ggf{ésn,se]?rought her home With him in self
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CHAPTER IIL

Eient years had passed since John: Ward had
bidden good-by to his sister, and now he was
again at home. They arrived earlier than they
were expected, so his sister was not waiting to
receive them, as she had intended. There was a
buoyancy of spirits and a freedom’ of step which

he had not known for years, and he wondered at

the great change wrought in his feelings. It
was a relief to leave the last few years of his
life behind. him and know that there was no-

thing in his home to remind him of the past.

How much he thanked Providence now that his -
sister had never known his wife and had not -

gone with him abroad, as he had wished her
%o do. Those wild, neglected children were all
that remained to recall the past, and he felt it
impossible to take any interest in them, for he
saw. them dreading his presence and avoiding

his advances, as taught by Marietta. There

was so little that was childlike and lovely to
win his love. Hand in hand they were always
seen together,—little Rosa fighting her brother’s
battles and giving him all the love of heér wild,
passionate heart. Untrained and untaught, she
was a strange, wild little girl to bring home to
. his sister for guidance and protection. Then
the child hated everything connected with her
father’s name, and was so alive to defend her
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brother and herself from injustic it di
not promise to be a very peaclzaful h‘f)’uﬁ%to]g i
Taken away from Marietta, who served as a
constant reminder and encouraged her in all her
rebellion, it might have been possible to win her-
but with Marietta it was simply an impossibilit ;
Margaret Ward received her brother and his chi%-.-
dren with open heart and arms; for the children
38 unconnected With their mother, would he ver ;
b:,%;r t.(])“jiif’ eﬁ\%eel%gy ghe last comer—her little
_ . r. Ward was a h
at thirty-three than he had beena;ltdfg?tf}tr -Eljen -
All that was rough and unformed in the ;)Jrroun '
man had toned down in face and form, if not irg;

" disposition ; and the face his sister looked on cer-

tainly justified all her pride. i
inly _her pride. In the excit
of éhelr first meeting she could not seexﬁ;v?znég?g
ﬁn morose the man had become, and how little
w% notpﬁed the two poor, forlorn little strangers
» Otho owed him. Rosa, leading her brother
! grftenetgland, did not have a father's love to
Softer e way to nearer acquaintance with her
“Is this Rosa?’ " And Aunt M
. _ P . Margaret, moved
L ﬁreﬁllfa tired, and forlorn little faces, stoop’ed over
“Yes, and you are Miss Ward.” '
es, and ard.” The tu-
’;cl)lreg (]:il.ﬂ_d raised her face indifferently foi ]:fgr
8 n ‘g 188. So young, only seven years old, but
I}Jel. ect httle'woman, eager and ready to resent
a “silgggtst ﬁ? either her brother or herself,
‘ 18 b » :
tal::eNthe boy’s}i arlxllg.httle John?’ She tried to
‘Not John! Giovarnino!  Gi ino!”
shrieked the child, while ghe stampggaﬁgll-ngl;y
L 4% )
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foot, and the little boy, holding his sister’s hand,
echoed her words. :

“«Vannino! Vanninol!l-——and no John: John is

ugly; mamma never say John to Vannino,” the
~ baby lips lisped. - :

«Take those children up stairs directly, Mari-
etta.”” And their father, troubled by their noise,
opened the door. !

«Please not just yot papa!” Aunt Margaret
tried to smile pleasantly, though she felt disap-
pointed; she had expected so- much from this
© first_meeting, and already her brother’s children
~defied her. Her heart warmed to the baby boy,
‘and she would have loved Rosa too in spite of

her strong likeness to her mother, if that little
lady had permitted. But poor little Rosa, taught
by her nurse that she could expect no mercy
from her aunt who did not love her beautiful
mamma, had rather an unruly temaper for any
one to manage. The ckild had a great horror'of
being whipped and sent to school if she were
naughty; for she was very backward with her
lessons, and had not yet learned to read. Her
mother had tried teaching her when not other-
wise employed; and, though she loved Rosa
" dearly, she was not patient, and the lessons were
often connected with coarse words, and even
blows, so that it was not strange the child
dreaded them. ,

“@iovannino, won't you come here?”’ Using
the strange name she disliked, to conciliate the
child, she made a third attempt.

“T love Rosa.”” And the little fellow held his

sister more tightly, as if afraid of being sepa-

rated. -
« But won’t you love me, Vannino?”
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‘““No, me only loves Italy.”” H i
nurse for a,ppro{*al. Y © looked at bis
“Go to your aunt, naughty boy!” And Mari
etta, seeing the chilq’:l was going);oo far for ?11(;11:
own Interest, tried to make him loosen his hand.
- ﬁ (;,Sch)ga gohttcl)o.’l; Tﬁlehpuzzled child, hold-
1ster t1 t

jng s sist ghtly by the hand, gave the other

““You will love me, wor’t you, Vannino?”

‘ ; no?’
~ “No, me love Rosa.” . And t},ﬁnking he had
offended before, he again looked for his nurse, -
bu‘ii ‘Lniraﬂetta had left the room. .

ell, sister Rosa is a good little girl.”
Mili%arethtook the ehild"sghand.I ° gl Aunt
‘No, she is not good one bit.” And the
an odd, knowing look in the child’s ey;;e:gzz
never should have been there. “I am not good
%c?cllil:,l?gtllss '(;.qul‘d‘ ]I)’%)a siys Vannino and I are
evils. idn’t Vannino 2’
gl%e boy nodded. nh e Vanminot

ou must not talk so, Rosa; it is not pretty.”
“Itis true.” The child,looke(’i round tlgiogr;l ,

- and seeing her nurse had gone, added in a low

voice: “I don’t tell lies, but Marietta does.”
_ : oes.
“Poor child! poor child ! what strange train-

‘ing you have had!” Aunt Margaret sighed as

she thought she need n ‘ N
ﬁn‘t‘i her gm_iSSion. not now go to Otaheite to
be You are tired, my poor little dears, and had

tter go to your room; we
other better in time.” hall know each

““No, Vannino not tired. Come, Rosa.”

: . , Rosa.” A
See;;](1g: the étagere filled with knick-knacks, M;::sg
tord (f i Espemal care, the little fellow started -

-“You ecan look at everything, but. you must
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not touch them.” Their aunt, alarmed for her
treasures, followed them, just in time to save'a
delicate fan from Rosa’s eager fingers.

«Qh, how beautiful!” And Rosa held her hand
for the fan so far out of her reach in her aunt’s
‘hand. ' : o0

¢ T want it for Giovannino.”

“You can’t have it, Rosa; you would break it.”

«But I will, I will!” Again the child stamped
her foot as she frowned darkly, and held up both
hands for the coveted treasure. | ‘

«“J cannot give;it to you, dear; I tell-you you
would break it. Be a good little girl.” :

«“But I will have it.” 'And seeing her aunt’
attention was distracted, and ouly thinking of
gaining her point, Rosa made one spring and
caught the fan, which broke in her hand.

«Oh Rosa, Rosa! my beautiful fan!”” And Miss '
Ward was really distressed; while the child,

frightened at what she had done, stood quietly
by her. :

«Are those children hepe yet?” Their father, -

who had been making some change in his dress,
came in on the scene. of contest.  “In mischief
too again. Margaret, I told you you had better

* let them go. Rosa, you little devil, where is

- Marietta?”

¢« There, didn’t I tell you so?” Rosa raised her

face defiantly to her aunt’s.

¢« Where is Marietta?” And holding the child,
who was struggling to get free, by the hand, Mr.
‘Ward led her to the door—Giovannino following
them, screaming at the top of his voice, as he
thought his sister was being hurt. .

“Me love you, Rosa,” said the littlg.sobbing
creature, who was hugged close by his sister, as

bl
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they struggi(a.d ﬁp the dark stairs. Two poor, ill-
fc;'agned, pafsaon}?te, loving children—~how could
it be expected that in the life they led th
be any different? d ey would
“ 1:he llclwe you Rosa, and me hate papa.” This
was the happy return to which their Aunt Mar-
garet had looked forward, i
! dg}r;’i_: see h(ﬂvy you can tolerate those little
imps; their squalling is enough to deafi J?
And Mr. Ward closed the doo%'. o one
“Oh, John, John, don’t talk so! Poor little
{)hltlzgs% how could you expect them to know
egtert™ '

“Well, I am glad you like them, for it is more
than I do.” : 3

“Brother, don’t talk so. Remember they are
your own children, and if they are ill trained, it
is not their fault.” ’ ’

“There i3 no use in being sentimental.” ITer

. brother, who had only been at home a few

hours, was already frowning at her. “T don’
mean to be unkind, but I am tired, and the
squalling of those children always puts me out.”
‘“Poor little things, they must be tired too!
John is very much like you, brother.”
“Do you think so? 1 don’t think you pay me

much of a compliment.” And he laughed disa-

greeably, as a picture of the large-eyed, forlorn-
looking child presented itself before him. “You
cannot expect me to be very affectionate, Mar- .
garet.” There was a hopeless look in the man’s
eyes. “I have seen very little of the children
the last few years; Marietta does all that is
necessary. They are as well as children usually
are, and stood the voyage bravely. Rosa is a

bright little thing, though she is as saucy as the -
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devil. Qiovannino I hardly know. You must
learn to drop that ‘John,” Margaret. The child
does not know the name, and they have been
well trained to despise all that is connected with
their father. You must not expect too much from

the children of such a woman.”” And the hot

blood of shame mounted to the man’s brow.

~ %I wish you had left that nurse behind; I
don’t like her looks. I am sure her influence is

bad.” o :
T do not like her either, but there was no

help for it. I thought of leaving her, but I had -

‘to bring her to satisfy Rosa. You have already
found that the little vixen has a will of her own.
It is a great deal better to let her have her own
way ; it is less troublesome, and makes less noise.”
And Mr. Ward indifferently shrugged his shoul-
ders. o
How his sister mourned over the change she
could so plainly see! She did not recognize in
the cold, sneering man her loving, warm-hearted
brother. If he had only taken Lucy Cecil as his
wife, how different his life might have been! Oh
these little ifs, that make up the sum of one’s ex-
istence! The man’s life had changed, and-sadly
for the worse, since he had left his sister; he had
learned to distrust all, and think there was no
good to be found in any living creature. His sis-
ter, who had waited so patiently for his return, was
received coldly; he could even sneerat her now.

All this long waiting would find no requital, as-
she could so plainly see at one glance; and she

grew changed too, and had hardly heart to battle

_with the strong wills of the children when op-

posed to her own.

Mr. Ward gave all his time, and ‘spent his

»
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money in raising eattle for the State fair, and
thoroughbreds for the race-course. He was well
known as having the most thoroughly stocked
farm in the neighborhood; and no sum was con-

- sidered too large to lavish on his new hobby. He

looked better on his horse than at any other time,

- and his stables were always well filled. He spent

much of his time with his gentleman friends, but
always shunned ladies’ society. He distrusted
the whole sex, and believed that none could be
either true or good. 8o he avoided their society
and when not withhis friends, spent most of his

~time in study; the idle, indulged boy was be- -

coming a studious man, Shut up in his library,
he was happy to remain there for hours, and his
poor neglected children were never asked for,
He had improved'in appearance and in mind;
but his heart was utterly changed and chilled. ’

Margaret Ward lived to herself too, interested

- 1n her charities and religious duties, Occasion-

ally she attempted some sort of eduneation with
her little nephew and niece, but she could not

- manage them at all, for Rosa set her at defiance,

as taught by the nurse, and Giovannino imitated

Rosa, 80 there was little hope of her doing any '

good. Meanwhile, Rosa and Giovannino, happy
in each other, roamed about the grounds, utterly
wild and unmanageable. All day long the chil-
dren would be seen trudging along, hand in
hand, always loving gnd affectionate with each -
other, but at daggers drawn with every mem-
ber of the family. Sometimes they would be
coaxed into acquaintance by their father’s friends,
who delighted in hearing Rosa sing, as it was

~ very amusing to hear her little voice imitate her

mother’s songs so exactly, Her father, when he
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discovered these attempts at acquaintanceship,
kept her out of the way as much as possible, as
she remembered much too vividly her past life,
and would be apt to pour the story into the
friends’ ears; and he naturally wished the past
forgotten. - Both the’ children admired their
father, and were very happy in everything that
belonged to him. Their greatest delight was
“when they saw him occasionally on horseback. -
“He looked so strong and brave,” Rosa would
say to her brother. <“But then you know we

hate him, Vannino, for he hates us.” And the

boy would wisely shake his head. If it had not
been for Marietta’s counteracting influence, they
would soon have learned to love him in spite of.
discouragements. The woman knew, however,

that if the breach were healed, her place would .

‘ be gone, ag she only controlled them by fear;
and there were many things the little ones would
have told, as Rosa, with a child’s perfect frank-
ness, would not long have kept the secret.

The children were veryhappy, in spite of Ma-
rietta’s unkindness and want of love; for, after
being shut up in a close city, the sense:of free-
dom was great happiness—and then the country
was an ever-varying source of pleasure,

Their new home ‘was not beantiful according
to strict architectural rules. It was of stone, very
massively built, and more for comfort than beauty.
It was surrounded on all sides by porticos wide
and deep; just‘the place for smoking and spend-
ing a summer’s evening pleasantly. The house

“was built much higher than the ground surround-
ing it, so that the ground was terraced down till
it was on the same level. All around it, and in
the grounds, were the most magnificent old trees,
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the growth of ages, which were a never-failin

source of amusement to the children; for the little
red and large gray squirrels had their homes in
them, §nd were always ready for the nuts Rosa
and Gilovannino had in their pockets for them.
Then the birds, too, rivaled Rosa’s songs; and
sometimes she would' wonder if her mother
‘meant the country when she called her her bird

and.-if she meant she was like one of those beau.
tiful, happy little birds she never tired of look-

ing at. : . :
Both the children were sweet-tempered and af-
fectionate naturally; but every one had grown to

- think them quite the reverse, and took so little

interest in them that they were growing up ver
differently from what they would hav% dI:(‘)ne 1);'

. differently treated. They lived very much by

themselves, and grew more wild and unruly every
nselve ‘ ver
day, till at last their aunt, tired by her I‘g;)eateg
endeavors with so little result, and not satisfied

. that they should grow up as they were doing, de-
“termined. to speak to their father, with what re-

sult we will see in another chapter.
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OHAPTER IV. s

MER. WaRD had just come from the State fair,
feeling proud and self-complaisant, as he had re-

» ceived much praise for his contributions in the -

way of stock. His beautiful little Alderney cows
that he was so proud of had won the first prize;
and his Cashmere goats were equally as much
admired, and received the same honors.

Tt was a warm summer day-—not too warm to
be uncomfortable, but just the weather for the fair;
and as Mr. Ward stopped to tell his sister of’ his
success, he was in the best spirits possible. - Usu-
ally his way lay directly to his study from the
stables, but as Margaret had taken much interest
in the pretty soft-eyed pets, he knew she would be
glad to learn their merits had been appreciated by
others. He did not mean to be unkind to his sis-
ter, and did not realize how lonely her life was.
She was not a pleasant companion, being often
irritable, and he did not realize that she was
growing old. She had been disappointed in her
brother, but did not let him see where the trou-
ble lay, but blamed other things, and vented her
displeasure on them. Every one was to blam}e
‘but John, for he was still her idol. It was John’s
horses and dogs, his house and furniture. Every-
thing was her brother’s, and she herself had

~only an identity in her own mind as being his

L

\ 
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sister.  But to go back: Mr. Ward stopped at
the door of his sister’s sitting-room to tell her of
his good fortune. L

¢ Margaret, the Alderneys have won the first
prize, and the Cashmeres also.” -

“IIave they, John? I am very glad. But do
come in, and don’t hold the door open; I feel
quite a draught.”

“ A dranght to-day, Margaret? Why, you have
all the windows down. No, I thank you—I am
not coming in. I am not a salamander.” '

““John, I have something very important to
say to you. Do come in.and shut that door.”

“I will be obliged to have the window up, or

- I shall smother.”” And he threw up the sash,

letting in the warm summer air,

““Do put that window down, brother.” Miss
Ward tied her handkerchief round her neck,
while she pulled her shawl over her shoulders.
“Iam sure I will have an attack of neuralgia,
sitting in this air.” .

“Well—there, then.” The window. was put

- down. “8ay all you have to say quickly—I can’t

stand this long,” And he stood impatiently wait-

- ing. “Ugh! I shall smother. No wonder you

are never well, Margaret, living in this heated

Cair.”’

“J think I could stand the window being up
now, dear.” Miss Ward put on her head a
woolen hood she had been busy mending, while
she pulled her shawl more closely round her
shoulders, and retired to one corner. \

“I wish you could see yourself, Margaret.”

 And Mr. Ward laughed as he threw up the win-

dow. “Barnum would not have to go far to find
a mummy,” ’
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¢ Qh John, John! why did you bring those
heavy boots in here? Just look at my beautiful
. velvet carpet! Charlotte says it is almost imipos-
sible to get those stains of red clay out of that
delicate white ground.” :

«Bother, Margaret! What is the carpet for,
if not for use?’ And he was busy scraping the
offending red clay off with his riding whip.

“«Don't, dear, don’t! I will ring for Char-
lotte!”” She put her hand on the bell. ¢ Char-
lotte, your master has been to the fair and

brought it home with him.” And she pointed .

ruefully to the mud, for, though feeling provoked,
she could not be angry with her brother.

¢« Charlotte, there’s.a good girl; run up stairs
and get my slippers,” And Mr. Ward kicked off
first one boot and then the other, while mutter-
ing something about feeling very much like
bull in a china shop. Mr. Ward was very well
satisfied to-day, and the surprised girl, on her re-
turn with the slippers, was greeted with a smile
and word of thanks. It was seldom that he no-
ticed his servants except to scold them; but he
was a good and just master, never requiring any-
thing unreasonable. His few words of approval
were dear to his servants, therefore the girl’s face
wag very bright as she left the room.

«8o the Alderneys received the first prize?
Pretty creatures! T am sure they deserved it.”

«Yes, Livingston had his there too; but mine

were the finest by all odds.” And a satisfied smile -

played round their owner’s lips. I stopped at
his place as I came along; he is fitting it up
_beautifully.” | . : |

«T wonder if the reports are true about Ralph.

I should think any girl would fall in love with’

&
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him, ﬁe is such a handsome young :
suehI f beautiful place.” young man, end-hae
“How worldly-wise you women all are, Mar-
garet!” And Mr. Ward’s lip curled. “You neaél;i
not trouble yourself about Ralph, he will never
be“mD _lgve for more than a week at a time.” -
, id you carry off all the pri
brocbld you ¢ y e prizes from Ralph,

“No; he was far ahead of me in fruit. You

- should have seen his grapes! But, by-the-way,

Ea(,)l%{;)rerf?’ bringing some he sen’p you in the
_ “That was very thoughtful in Ralph. .

is always 1:hmlghtfu].’g And a plgased Izillliollé
played round her lips. L -

. “ Do you remember that aunt he stayed with
in Bavannah some years ago? Don’t you remem-
ber the fanny accounts he gave us of the way in

- which she managed her second husband, Ralph’
- - S
. uncle? Well, this Henry Livingston died al?out

a-year ago, leaving one daughter by a former
marriage to the care of her step-mothzr, his wife.
This daughter, it appears, is quite an heiress, in-
heriting her money in some way from her mother.

~ She had been away at school ever since her

father’s second marriage, but came home after

‘her father’s death. Ralph and his mother h
- always had an idea of having this girl with thae\\;:

some time; Ralph thinks she might in pa

filled his sister Helen’s place. lgt appe];r;t ll:ggv?
ever, that the step-mother drew the reins too
tightly, and she ran away from home, and no one
knows where she is. Ralph did not- know any-
thing about it till he saw a long notice in the

Paper, and they have shown great stupidity in

not describing her very accurately. She is quite
gk '
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young, and a beauty too, I suppose. ”Ralph and
‘yourself will appreciate the romance.’

“But, brother, did they give any reason for
~ her running away?” | ]
]:'le“No, of gourseynot; but Ralph thinl;s in some
way this old termagant has been trying to get
hold of her money, or do something outrageous.
He will not believe the most natural conclu-
gion, that the girl ran away to marry some
worthless fellow her friends did not approve
of. You know Ralph is chivalrous, so he is quite
in love already with the unfortunate one, and
has a lance in rest for any knight who comes
to dispute her beauty and worth.”’ It was sel-
dom; his sister found him inclined to talk, so
she Tooked very well pleased as she listened to

him, :

“But, John, don’t they mention the girl’s .

name?”’

“Why, you are quite as much interested as

Ralph.” And Mr. Ward, tired of the-subject,
yawned. “I believe her name was Helen; yes,

Helen Livingston. You know she would be -

Ralph’s first cousin; their fathers were brothers.
1t is? the most fortunate thing that Ralph and his
mother have never seen her, and have not had

her staying with them, as she would have given

them no end of trouble.”. .
“But, brother, it may be as Ralph thinks.
Poor Mrs. Livingston will be so much disap-
pointed; she has so often spoken to me of this
" niece who had the same name as her daughter,

and- who she hoped some day to have with her.” |

“How full of nonsensical ideas you women
always are! But what did you want to see me 80
much for?”
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“John, dear.” And knowing she was ap-
proaching a disagreeable subject, his sister hesi-
tated. “I am very much worried about the
children.”

“Well, what’s up now?” His face lost all
that had been cheerful in it, “Hag Rosa broken
more cups and saucers, or has Giovannino fin-
ished the rest of those preserves you had forbid-
den him to touch? They are regular little devils
as I told you when I brought them here, and the
only thing to do, if they are too troublesome, is
to shut them out as I do. Give them rope enough
and they will hang themselves some time, never
fear.” And all that was hard and relentless in
the man, shone in his face. . '

““Brother, how can you talk so of your own
children? I think-if they had not been so neg-

“lected they would have been good childreh; and

it is this very neglect that worries me.”

“Well, have it any way to suit yourself, Mar- -
garet; I am sure I don’t care. They are the
most unruly little cubs I have ever seen, and I
think it is all waste time trying to comb them.

- But, Margaret,”—and he frowned,~“we have

tried the governess plan, and I give you fair
warning I will not have another Miss Moore,
with her dirty, flaunting dresses, making love to
the gardener, and even your humble servant.”
““John, you know I would not have another

Miss Moore for the world, as she did them more
harm than good.” .
. “ Well, how about Miss Staley; did you like

er?’

_“We have been unfortunate, and I am almost -
afraid to try again. If my health only permitted
I might do more myself, but you know very well
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how little T can do, and I am ashamed to let the
children grow up as they are doing.” ”

¢« Well, Margaret, though I do appear so indif-
ferent, I often am troubled, and do not feel wholly
satisfied as to the way those children will turn
out. I would like to give the poor little wretches
'some chance, so that they would not reproach
me at a fature day. They do not take to me na-
- turally, or I would care for them more. Rosais
a bright little thing, and I am mortified when I
think the child does not even read decently,
though she is eight years old.” - '

« And~John, too, brother,” Aunt Margaret,. ‘

with whom the little one was the favorite, jeal-
ously reminded him.

«'Giovannino? Well, I don’t think his brains
will ever trouble him. I never see him but that
he is squalling, and that does not make him very

attractive. Rosa is a bright, fearless little thing, -

and one cannot help admiring the pluck she al-
ways shows. Ralph met her the other day down
in the lower meadows, trudging along as usual,
with Giovannino at her heels. (I wonder the
child has patience with him.) Well, Ralph, as I
have said, met her, and was trying to tease her
brother, which as usual she resented. Then he
wanted to know whose little girl she was, and
why she was left to go about alone. The little
thing spoke up like a regular young tiger-cat in
my defense, telling whose child she was; and
she had a dirty face, and tramped about because
~ ghe liked it. And then she entered into a long

description of your humble servant, and the

splendid way in which I rode; but the little
~devil spoiled all by adding: ‘You know we hate
him, sir” And of course Giovannino nodded.”
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The little story was told in a sneering wa
there was a moved look in the man’s f%ce, ﬁﬁgxf
ing it only wanted time and a different influence
to bring back his old love for his children. “They
are a precious pair of unwashed and uncombed
%(Zlﬁn,g cubs, and have learned their lesson of hate

“ But, John, do you think it wise or right to
let them grow up as they are doing ?”’
. “Bother the wise orright! How can you make
it different ? I tell you plainly, Margaret, I won’t
have another Miss Moore, or any of her kind. T
should be very glad if I could get a lady to fill
the place for Rosa’s sake. There is something
taking in that child, she is such a good little
hater.” | " '

1; B&lt, brother-—-"

nd seeing a pained in his sister’s f

ho ana see g 2 pa look in his sister’s face,

“I will tell you what I will do, Margaret, just
to please you. Iam going to New York with
Ralph to choose his new tandem harness; we
expect to be gone a week—so while there I can
kill two birds with one stone. I will put an ad-
vertisement in the paper for a governess, and see
what will be the result. I do not care for accom- -
plishments, or anything of that sort; I simply
want a lady. Do not entertain any hope of a
good result, as I am very decided on that point,
and ladies do not appear to be in that style of
business nowadays.” ;
_ “Well,brother; Thope you will be successful, as
1t would be a great relief to me. If I could sep-
arate little John from his sister, I might have
some hope of winning his heart; but Rosa is so
passionate, and the boy imitates her so exactly,
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there is little hope of my gaining any influence

over him.” :
«There goes the little scamp now.” And their

father leaned out of the window as Giovannino
ran past to join his sister, who was holding the
gate open for him. | : /

« Johnnie, Johnnie, come here, dear!” his aunt
called ; biit the little figure hurried on, not heed-
ing. But as his father called to him, the child
stopped instantly. : :

«Don’t yon hear your aunt calling you? Come
here, sir.”

«Nobody called Vannino ;" and the little fellow‘ '

" looked at his father. “I'm goin’ to Rosa.”

“@o and tell Rosa to come here—1 want
her.” Mr. Ward laughed as he drew in his head.
“ You see there is no use in your persisting in
that name—the child won’t answer it.”

«“It is all Rosa’s doing.” And Miss Ward
frowned. ¢“You should correct the child. Where
have you been, Rosa?’ —as the two children
entered the room—where have you been, Rosa,
to soil your apron so?” : ‘

¢ Gathering berries.”

¢« And me too,” said Vannino.

«Did you bring any for me, Johnnie?” And
Aunt Margaret held out her hand coaxingly,
while a smile played round their ‘father’s lips.
~ The child stood perfectly stolid, not héeding her,
but drawing his sister’s attention to the flowers
on the carpet. “Johnnie, dear, don’t you hear
me?’ His aunt took a very dirty little hand in
her own. S '

¢“Me hate John—me Vannino!”’ ‘

« Sister- Rosa is a naughty little girl to teach
you such things.” . o _
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““Rosa is good—and Rosa tiot teach! Mel
Rosa!” And the dirty little face essed olose
Hosa " And t y little face was pressed closg

““But you will love me too, won’t you, dear?”’

‘ No, no! me loves Rosa-—me loves Rosa!”

o« But why won’t you love me too ?”’

The child only clung to his sister, with the
same words for answer: “Me loves Rosa—me
loves Rosa!” '

“I know ”—and there was a knowing 1 1

’ k ook 1n
Rosa’s eyes—“Vannino loves me becauge—'«” and
the Chlfld'(lioofl'{gd round the room as though she
were afraid of being heard—«b
rere aftaid, g 'ecause Rosa never

“But who would hurt either of you, Rosa?
Yc‘m should not say such things,” yoR, Sos!

“Oh,nobody!” Afraid she had said too much:
l‘E‘{ﬁsa ljeld- ]}gr] brother more closely to her.

osa loves Italy, and Vanni
T o Y, | nnino loves Rosa and

Their aunt sighed as she thought, if the chil-
dren would only forget. Tt was wonderful how
well they remembered- when they were still so
Zoung‘;‘ I;:xhe never dreamt of Marietta’s influ-
uce. ‘“Rosa, papa is going to bri 7
home to tea,c’hpy(l))u.” soE ring & now lady-

ha‘r; gg, dﬁm’t, dci):n’t!” hAnd the child laid her

] n ner aunt’s in her e “ ’
hand on her ag agerness, “I don’t

_«But it will be some 0 i
youivill(l b wil ne good and kind, that
T8 ?n . . . .
ened.l ’e mamma?” And the little face bright-

“She will be good and kind .
like to know hO%V to re;td,”n1 » and Rosa would .
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Mo, aberi " lés-
 «No, no!” And remembering her former

© BONS, the little rebellious fists were elmched.

~ «But she will be very, very kind.

«“ And not tell lies ?” S
w Nf)l, dear; she will be good, and very kind.

« And beautiful like mamma ?”U _ .

“Yes, beautiful like mamma, Miss Ward

i lease the child. , S
Sal‘(sic,) t(’r);h% etwo devoted friends were soon ?ut
again; tramping thron h the grounds, and build-

ing to
i tles about the lady who was coming
:;Iégcﬁaihem—“who would be good and kind,

and beautiful like mamma, and would not tell
lies.” '

JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS.

CHAPTER V.

Mz. WARD was going by the two o’clock train

- to New York, and as it is only ten now, he has

two or three hours of hard work to be accom-
plished before he will be ready. There is a large
pile of letters waiting to be answered, and the
morning papers are still unopened, he having
found no time to read them. His study is a very
handsome room, though it hardly. deserves the
name, so incongruous are its surroundings. The
walls are covered with dark-green velvet paper,

‘and the walnut of the doors and wainscot har-

monize with the paper, and add richness to the
whole. The beauty of the room is, however, en-
tirely marred by the disorder that reigns therein.

~ On the floor, just under his feet, are his thick
riding-gloves, where he had thrown them as he
took them off; and on the table, in the midst
of his letters and papers, is a box with different
kinds of assorted grain and feed; a new riding-
whip, with a different lash from what is generally
used, is there too; as also a large ball of strong
cord, and a heavy pair of iron seissors, with a
packgge of new fish-hooks; a book is by them,
on the subject of baits and the best way to use
them. His coat is thrown carelessly across a
chair; and we can see very plainly that he has
not brushed his hair since he took his hat off.
His hand is covered with ink stains, showing

6 .
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that he is not an elegant penman ; and the whole
aspect of the room is careless and disordered.
The housemaid has found it impossible to keep
anything in order in his particular province, as

it only calls down rebuke on herself for needless
interference. The necessary sweeping and dust-
ing once a week is done, as Miss Ward is a good
housekeeper; but that is all the attention the
room receives.

Mr. Ward has a strangely assorted library.
All the books generally to be found in a library
are there, but far up on the top shelves, quite out
of his reach; while down below, in more conve-
nient places, are to be found Frank Forrester,
and ofher sporting novels, and works on the dif-
ferent modes of training horses and raising cat-
tle. There are quantities of books all on the
same subject ; and on looking at his library you
can see how large an interest in his life his farm
holds. Long treatises on the different times and
seasons for planting grain, different ways of
breaking-in horses, and even a book on bees—
their hives, the best time for collecting honey, and
what flowers they prefer. . |

The pile of letters is decreasing rapidly as the
gseals are broken, and one after another is an-
swered—some only requiring a few lines, and
others taking a full page; while others are put
aside ag requiring a longer consideration, but

most frequently they are thrown into the grate, .

“as not requiring any answer at all. At last they
are all disposed of, and he throws himself back
in his chair, running his hand through his hair
—yawns, and stretches himself in a delighted
feeling of freedom. Mr. Ward is not a good
scribe, and the letters have been collecting for

3

-~
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-several days, and are put off as usual till the last
‘moment. He is more at home on his horse, or

~in the field with his men, givi irecti
| : t giving direct
seeing them carried -out,,than xgith a pégniial?i%

hand.  He is always irritable wh

and. : en such o
tion is necessary, and the days in the stuggrugjg
itamped with a black mark by all the house-
old, who keep out of his way as mnch ag pos-

. sible.

He yawns again, and stretches himself i
enjoyment of the rest he hags earnegegtllg fﬁgg
looks at his watch to see how much time is left,
H'alf-past'elev_en; one hour and a half left——and
he puts out his hand lazily for the morning pa-
per. e reads slowly about the rise and fall of
grain and the state of the money market; then
he turns to the amusements, for Ralph and him-
self may, if not otherwise employed, go to the
theater; then the European news is looked at
Suddenly the listless figure becomes erect and
every nerve is strained, while the white teeth

~ are set over the under lip till the blood starts

from their firm pressure. The paper is

then taken up and read oveII-) aI,)nd oé)e!:'t goﬁﬂ’
That one little passage of only twelve linesT He
appears unconscious of what he is about as his
finger traces the lines slowly, one after another
He is trying to chain his mind down and real-

~ize what is plainly printed before him. There

is a vacant look in his eyes as he sits
] erf
unconscious of what he is about, starinpg ra?ﬁcsg
]c;ancy. There is a noise heard outside—the
ousemaid going past the door-—and the man

- awakens to the reality. =

“Baved, saved! I am free, freel” |
) ed, d! el” A :
wild light of joy shone in "his face, a,gdhg
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snatched the paper up. again, his eyes greedily
taking in the words. Then the door was closed
behind him, and quick, impatient footsteps were
heard echoing along the marble floor of the
hall. '

« Margaret, ave you alone?’ He opened his
gister’s door and put his head in the room. -

«Yes, John dear. What is it?” And fright-
ened by his face, his sister hastened to him.

« Margaret; read that, and tell me I am not
dreaming !’ He pressed his finger down on
" the column of the paper he held in his hand,
while his sister read: “Died in Naples (and then
followed the date), the Signorina Rosa Bertini, in
the fortieth year of her age.”- A long deserip-
tion of her merits as a singer followed ; but the

story of her life and marriage was forgotten, or

purposely omitted by the writer. -

The cholera raged in the year 1850 in Naples,
* and the Signorina Rosa Bertiniwas one of its first
victims. Dying away from her false lover, who had
deserted her, the woman richly deserved the sad
ending to her life. No husband and children to
mourn-her death, but only joy and gladness that
at length the burden of shame was lifted. The
woman who had so sinned against him could
never trouble him more. "

«John, my brother!” And his sister held him
tightly, while she sobbed on his ‘shoulder, more
moved to all appearance than her brother, who
was at last released. I never told you how I
folt the shame, dear; but God is always merci-
ful; and let us strive to show ourselves grate-
ful for that mercy.,” Heartfelt and thankful
wore the prayers of bothi brother and sister as
they knelt together and prayed as they had not
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~done since they were children—pra

misguided woman who had so I?ear}-rl;dwf;?gc]zgg
his life, and the poor little neglected -children
who still felt the weight of her influence. Then
he rose to his feet, ashamed of his emotion ; and
his sister grieved to see he was still the same
cold, changed brother she had only known the
last two years. The strong emotion had loosened
the floodgates for a time, but the work of years
was not to be undone in a moment; and thouch
there was a relief and freedom about his a,ctio'%s
that had not been there before, and a new light
of hope shone in his eyes, he was still the same
cold, cynical man she did not know. “I have
on(liglr an hour left.” He pulled out his watch
aﬁl - put on his mark of indifference again
8 lé)]:vmnf:.:; plainly his heart was not yet melted.
¥ ave y(;?; anything you want done in town,

r:t‘rga,ret ¢ He tried to conceal his emotion ’

But the children, John!” His sister hesi

tated. What shall T do ?” .

“A . vs . . .
stan d?ﬂ?igﬁe gOVeI'l]‘ess‘? wﬂlful_ly misunder-

“John, you know what I mean, wi ‘
them about——" She ;aijlsegl.ean, will you tell

“Out with it, Margaret! Y 1
( ! ou need not -
tate; I can -bear the truth.” And pr?)w];l]g:il

‘with himself for not braving the subject, and

letting her do it for hj : .
tOWar% the door, him, he impatiently walked

“D - ‘
- ;)”you want them to know? Shall T tell
“No! in Heaven's name, no!” H ;

en’ , NO ! e wa -
ir;oked, sore, and irritated by her persistenié) r;)s '
e could not feel wholly glad on hearing the




62 - JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS.

news.  He impatiently paced up and down.
«She has been dead to myself and to them for

two years now, and so let it be. It would do no -
good to rake up the embers that have been -

smouldering so long. I hope with all my heart,”
and he bit his lip to suppress a worse word,
. «that the past is forgotten, and no one remembers
the shameful story. Marietta was strongly at-
" tached to her mistress, and would be greatly dis-
tressed. Fortunately she cannot read, and will
not know; for if she did she would only revive
all T wish forgotten. Leave the poor little
wretches alone, and they may in time forget.
Rosa is of too passionate a nature, and remem-
bers too vividly to be told with impunity. . If
she hates her father, she loved her mother with
all her heart, and there would be no end of
trouble with her. As to mourning and all that
~ stuff, T'don’t believe in it—it would attract atten-
tion and call forth idie questions, and then she
was not worthy of the respect. Poor Rosal”
And his eyes softened for a moment. ¢She
harmed herself more than she did me; but I
cannot forgive her—she has blighted my whole
life.” i

“Not too late yet, John!” His sister re-
strained the passionate hand that was breaking
the"delicate ivory paper-cutter it held. It is
not too late! It is never too late to commence
a new life, and with God’s help you will do it.”

“Don’t hope it, Margaret. I am not the same
- man I was, and I have those little imps ever .

to remind me.” ‘
“Yes, . brother, always to remind you and
humble your pride; but to show you, with God’s
~ assistance, a truer, a nobler path. There is hope

AR

L
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always for us poor sinners, if we only fich
good fight bravely; trusting, in and th{oughtI%: ‘
will Ife will help us at last. Tet past sins only
serve as stepping stones to climb, higher;
strengthened through suffering so would I wish
my brother.” And Margaret Ward smiled
proudly, as the light of hope shone through her
eyes, dimmed with tears of emotion. “You are
not maimed in body but strong, and hope will
strengthen your spirit too. | There has been a
black cloud over our lives, but the sun is shin-
Ing out again brighter and more beautiful than
I ever have seen it. Is it not so with you #”’
‘You are true, at least, Margaret.” He
pressed her to his heart, while the hot tears, so
strange to his eyes, rained @own on her bowed
head. “God bless you, Margaret, and keep
you true, so that I do not again lose my faith,

~ We bave. been dreaming long enough.” He

straightened himself up again. “I must not

- miss the train, as I promised Ralph, and would

not like to disappoint him. Have you
) m. any com-
mands, Margaret,—any. worsteds tg be seyaiected
or dresses bought?—as you gave me directions
last time, and xzvha,t fine work I made of it! Take
care of those little imps of mine; and tell Rosa
I will bring the crossest governess I can find, to
Ig;e%{[ her in ?delil zhere is my horse! Good-
argaret.”” He kissed his si ; '
by, hing o sed his 731ster, who stood
“Andy, exercise the bay and chestn
ut well
and turn the colt down in ythe lower pastul‘fge;) I

noticed she had broken down several of the

fences.” And giving a1 ']

20 'ing a long string of orders t
his groom, to be carried out in hisg absence,rid:
Ward mounted and rode off at full speed, for
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he was late and ‘did not want to disappoint his
friend. |

«Poor fellow!” His sister wiped away the

quickly-falling tears. “He has had a hard life;
but, thank God, he is free at last.” And very fer-
vent were the prayers she sent to heaven for their
future happiness and peace. All the past was ob-
literated, and hé would commence his life again—
if not as heart-whole and trusting, wiser and bet-

ter able to understand others. We hope that the -

aunt’s prayers would be heard,’and that his poor
little children would comé in changed for the
better in the new life opening to all. ‘

Ralph wondered much at his friend’s conduct
on their way to New York. Sometimes his com-
panjon was gloomy, and then again he would
laugh wildly, and appeared to be bubbling over
with happiness. At last Ralph could stand it no
longer. “There is something the matter, Ward.
I do not want to be intrusive, but I am a very
old friend!” , ‘ .

«“ Why, have you not seen the morning paper?”
And Mr. Ward leant over and took it out of his
bewildered companion’s hand. '

«No! that new harrow was bothering the men,
and I have been out with them all the morning.

- . Wegentlemen farmers donot have muchleisure.”

« How is your mother, Ralph? 1 have not
seen her for a long time.” And he folded the
paper down under the few lines that had brought
so much comfort with them.

«She is better, thank you, and said she wonld.

go over and spend the day with your gister, as it
promised td be so fine. But what is this?” His

* attention was instantly riveted. < God bless you,
John!” And the tears stood in his eyes, as
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the two friends, who had known éach other si
they were boys, locked their hands in grv?a[tl'f::
clasp. “I am almost as glad as if it had hap-
pened to myself! Are the children to know?
Excuse me, John; it was a foolish question. I
understand.” As his friend’s face flushed, he
hastily changed the subject, and they were goon
deeply interested in discussions about their rela~
tive farms, The fair was talked over too, and
they congratulated each other on theirgooé,l for-
tu?‘e?[ 11]1_l receiving first prizes, '
‘'l have a queer commission from Margaret
I should not wo if anion
honoue ot B nder if we have a companion
“Why, what do you mean ?
more practical jokeg: I protesi,:.’?ld fellow? No
“No; but Margaret has sent me on a wild-
gggls]e-gh?se ; she is not satisfied with the ehil-
dren, 911‘1. !,Wants another-governess to keep them
“‘ Well, what do you propose to do?”
‘Put an advertisement in the paper, ¢ Wanted
a governess,’ and s0 on. I do not care for ac-
complishments, but I want a lady, and some one

~with a pretty determined will, to con
pret I uer Rosa.
- The child is growing more ur;managélable every

day, and if she goes on as she is doi ’

kn‘?ghwhere she%vill end.” °% foing, £ don’t
e is a bright little thing, John, and I thir

that Italian is more to blameg for her unrulinl(ragz

‘than you think.”

‘I do not doubt it, Ralph; but what is to be
done? Margaret cannot manage her any more
than a child; and I dread those stormy scenes of -
passion so much that we keep Marietta more for
peace sake than for anything else.”
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«T hope we shall not meet with another Miss
Moore.” Ralph laughed. : i

« Preserve us from such a fate!” And Mr.
‘Ward laughed too at some amusing remem-
brance. “Have you any idea where you will
get your harness, Ralph ?” ,

«“No; I shan’t go to —,” mentioning the
name of some firm. ¢ They cheated me con-
foundedly the last time I was there. I do not
~ want anything showy, but something strong,

as I see those grays are going to give me a

reat deal of trouble. I intended letting mother

ave them, but I am afraid they will never be
broken in.” | S

¢« What do you say to a trade for my bays?
Minna has gone blind in one eye and Jetta

stumbles. I don’t know what Margaret will do,

she is such a coward, and her pets are only.
good for light farm work now. They were the
prettiest team we ever had, and Margaret was
- very much attached to them. I should have

them turned out to spend their old age in clover,

if they were not so confoundedly tricky and did
not break down the fences so abominably that I
had to give it up. Standing in the stable makes
them stiff, and so I have to make them work in
self-defense, as Roger has too much else to attend
to to see them exercised properly. Here we are
at last!” as the train stopped. “The Brevoort, I
suppose?’ . : * -
“ Yes, that will do.” And arm-in-arm the two
friends-were soon walking up Broadway.

JOHN | WARD'S GOVERNESS.

CHAPTER VL

Ix one of the up.per,- stréets of New York—
Twenty-sixth or Twenty-seventh, I don’t exactly
remember which, as the house has been pulled
dewn—was a small brick house, only two stories
high. It was very old,sand everything about it,
though in perfect repair, was just as when it was
first built. The door-step was of dazzling white-
ness, and the brass plate on the door, if the sun
had only ?hone out, would have reflected back
its bright‘rays; but as it is nearly dark, that is
1_m11\9/19851%e. ,

188 Davenant, as we read on the door-plate,
teacher of French, musie, and drawing, mlfst be
a good housekeeper, as everything is in such ex-
cellent order. The pure white curtains are in

- the most perfect state of crispy, firm stiffness,

ar_nd the grate-fire, which is reflected through the
window, 18 burning slowly and fitfully, though it
Is summer. It hasbeen a damp summer, and the
location is damp too, though that hardly accounts
for it satisfactorily. The grate-fire and its sur-
roundings tell the story plainly. Miss Davenant
must be an old maid, fussy, and as much averse
to cold as Miss Ward, No young unmarried -
lady would live alone in that independent style;
and if there were a male individual in the. house,
he, with the natural impudence of his sex, would
certainly have his own name there instead of his
wife’s—that is, if he were worth anythin g.
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Some men—though I am thankfal there are
" not many—are, and like to be supported by their
sisters, wives, or mothers; but we will take the

most natural view of the subject, which is the .

true one after all.

There is a young girl’s face gazing out into
the darknéss, with a serious, troubled look; and
as the face is very lovely, we pause, interested
enough to inquire into the subject of her trouble.
A lady of about sixty is seated at the table count-

ing her stitches; she is crocheting, and as it is

nearly dark, she must be very careful in order to
avoid dropping her stitches. The usually placid
face is troubled too, as every now and then she
looks at her companion. '

“ Gertrnde dear, won't you come away from
the window? theroom is not as warm now.”

«] am very comfortable, thank you, Miss
Davenant,” as she brushed away a tear.

A <« Gertrude, come here, poor child. You must
not despond. You lose hope too readily.”

« But, Miss Davenant, I have had that adver-
tisement in the paper every day for a week, and
still no answer.” =

.« Nonsense, dear! I could tell you of many a
‘more serious disappointment than your own; we
cannot expect an answer as quickly as we want.”
And Miss Davenant smiled cheerfully. ¢Iam
-very glad to have you with me, dear, and you
are so much like your mother it brings back the

old'days. Do not begrudge me a little pleasure, "

You ¢annot tell how your young face gladdens

me. o
«Dear dear mamma—oh, if they knew! And

' papa, how little he knew how things would bel”
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Her eyes filled with tears. - “ You don’t think I
have been wrong

~ “No, dear; I'wish I knew more of the law,

.. but I can inquire, if you like.”

« szo_, please don’t—promise me, Miss Dave-
nant.” And the young girl grasped her hand
eagerly. “I am so very much afraid of being
traced.” '

“Well, I won't; don’t distress yoursel
%ook so frightened, dear child. Itywill ngtml;g
long. ‘ | '

“No, not very.”

“You may get into a nice family, and be as
happy as I was when I was with your mother. A
governess’s life is not generally agreeable, but
there are exceptions to every rule, and yours may
prove an exception.” And Miss Davenant en-
tered into a long discussion of the comparative
merits ar_ld demerits of the case, in which her
young friend was deeply interested, and soon
forgot heér trouble. :

“I am so glad you do not blame me, and that
I had some one to come to. That old diary of
mamm%’s I told ¥ou of was full of many loving
remembrances of you.” 8he pres :
she held in hers toyher cheek, pressed the ban

““Your mother was my best friend, dear. I
owe my present home and all I have of comfort
to her km.d care. I hope, dear, you may be as
fortunate in finding kind friends, as you will not
stay with me. I am afraid, Gertrude, your ad-
vertisementwas not full enough—~you might have
t;'u;d  something more. You know the usual
style.” '

“I could not put in anything to make people
: v
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expect too much. You know I have mo expe-
rience in teaching.” ' ' '

«Waell, dear, we will sce what to-morrow will
bring; I certainly cannot quarrel with anything
that keeps you with me.” ~And she caressingly
stroked the soft brown hair, as the girl raised
her large dark eyes to her face. “But what did
the shopping of this morning result in #”

“I bought so many things!” She leaned
eagerly forward. “I have a gray merino; 1 will
want it soon. And then I bought a pink silk.”

“ What for, Gertrunde ?”’ . o

«Tt was so beautiful.”

¢« But what will you, as a governess, do with a
pink silk

¢ Oh, I forgot I”"—as with a vexed face shg bit
her lip. I am afraid you will think I am very
silly and vain; but I have never had one,” hesi-
tatingly. “ And it was so_pretty, I really could
not help it. And then I forgot.” Her com-
panion watched her with an amused face.

¢« But what else did you buy ?” ,

«I have two more plain dresses, and some
muslins, and a black silk—that is always useful.”
She looked at Miss Davenant for approval.

- «Yes, dear, that was sensible. But what -

else?”’ ) :
«] have boots and gloves, and a bonnet
trimmed with gray.” And she looked more

sure of approval this time. “Itis not a bit be-

coming: I wish I could have & rose or some-
thing in it, it would not look so plain.” '

“ Why could you not, Gertrude 7"’

“ Do you really think I might? It would make
it look so much better. I do wonder if I could
have a hat—I have always worn one ?”’ '

3
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“That depends very much on where you ‘a
going. If in the country, I think you n}lfight rl?
it }‘sIno,}il: to’l(()i gbay.” 7

should be so glad. But I must lear

more dignified. I do wish my hair did Toril: 1;:(1)1138
I tried so hard to smooth it back plainly this
morning, but did not succeed.” I am afraid no
one will like me, as I do not look old enough
Every one will think I would not be steady
~enough, as they do not know.” And she was
too much interested to notice Miss Davenant’s
amusement as she watched her serious face.

“Don’t think too much about th\at,' Gertrude ;
there is a great deal of chance in such thingé:
tSac‘;neJ?’persons might think your youth an advan-

“ Do you really think they would ?”’

“Yes, why not? i]was very yol
commenced teaching myself.” v YOS “Then !

“ Miss Davenant, you are so kind, and give me-

- 80 much hope.””:

:i But, Gertrude, how has the money‘lastéd [
I have not spent all.” She drew out her

| pocket-book, and counted her little fortune.

:: Tam glad you can afford the pink silk.” .

“ I am afraid you will think I was very silly.””
No, dear; on the whole, I think you have
done very well. Experience is usually more
dearly bought than it has proved in your case
There is the bell. I wonder if Jane has come in
yet? I sent her out with a letter. But wait, T
will go.” Putting her work on the table, she

‘rose to go to the door,

“Let wme. You are (;old, Miss Davénant.” And -
not waiting for permission, Gertrude was already -

‘in the entry.
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¢« Ts Miss Lylez”in 7 o

«Yes, sir.” And Gertrude, whose heart was
beating very fast, held the door open. '

¢« Can I see her?” s

«Yes; please come in, sir.” ~ o

« Migs Lyle.” And Mr. Ward, for it was he,
walked toward the elder lady. ¢Miss Lyle, I
believe.,” = - ' :

« No, this is Mies Lyle. Gerfrude dear.” She -

put her hand on the young gifl's shoulder.

«T came in answer to an advertisement. You
_are very young.” | ' '

«No, sir, I am older than I look; I will be
nineteen next month.” And then remembering
she should be dignified, she checked herself,
while Mr. Ward could hardly help smiling ; it
wag very much as though a child were playin
governess. ¢ Shall I play something for you? 1
have had a great deal of care taken with my

~ music. I was educated in Paris,” mentioning

the name of a pension that was well known. “r
am very fond of children, and I don’t dislike the
country.” The sentences came out in eager gasps,
as she wag very anxious of pleasing.- S
«T do not care for accomplishments, as my

children are too young to make it needful at

resent. I think you might suit me, as you do
not dislike the country.” : '

«“T am very glad that-you are satisfied, sir, as

- Llike the coun%ry so much better than the city.

And I like little girls so much better than

boys.” She had entirely forgotten, in her agita-

tion, that he had not mentioned his children par- )

ticularly. .
« But they are not girls.” _
~  «If they are not too old, I am very fond of
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- little boys too.” ‘And she bit her lip i exation,
- while Miss Davenant smiled. v P in vexation,
::glﬁt‘ ’the% }zltre not boys.” .
I e raised. a puzzled facé, whi
CORI:? 1imlot help smiling. P 406, while he
. ave a little boy, and a girl t0o0.”” And
ing she was _uncomfértable, ‘he kindly ralddsee;:
‘ Rosa and Giovannino, my children, have quité
i{un wild, as my sister, who lives with me and
eeps house for me, does not understand man-
aging them. T am afraid' you will have some

- trouble with them, but if you are willing to try.
)

I am satistied.””- And Mr. Ward, pl '
7 And . War eased by h
:}Wﬁ&i{] fa(;e, and satlsﬁe:d that he l,lgd atlast f}(;u::l'
prova{, urned to .MISS Davenant for her ap-
‘¢If, as you say, sir, your children l
S you sa; need
of a softening mﬂqe,nce, and you are plélafggg
glth Gertrude, I think she will answer nicely,
1:_on:l'e persons might consider her age an objec-
ton; but the young usually take to the young,

and in that case her youth ma
‘ ] y be an advantage.
- She is a dear, good child, atd I hope you :\fg;(;l

treat her kindly.” = Miss Davenant’ i
with tears as she laid her Von Gretrades
Shmi\]&der. a8 fhe v?;fe her ,1’1a,nd on Gertrude’s
“ L - :
y wife died abroad,” he quickly interrupted
and then added, « My sister keeps {ouse fmp rﬁe’
and will be a kind friend to Miss Lyle. I think

‘she will like her new home,-as T h
e : ave o
- most beautiful places on th’e Hudson. I%?aflii:%g

Vef'yocﬂlietly, but v
‘Oh, I shall like that!” Gertrade, who h
f"e:([tzovered ‘her discomfiture, quickly inﬁerru%te?f
- have always lived quietly, and I love the
N 7* ) B ) -
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country.” Her bright face certainly contradicted
her first assertion. - - .

«Well, Miss Lyle,”—having settled the busi-
ness part of the arrangement with Miss. Dave-
nant, he took up his hat preparatory to going,—
«when will you be ready to go with me? I can
wait a fow days longer, if necessary, as I have a
friend staying in the city, and could fill up,my
time very well. This is Tuesday—could you be !
ready by Friday?”’ - _ 4

«¥Yes, sir, I think I could.” And she looked
at Miss Davenant. .

¢« Yes, Gertrude, I think you could, to oblige
Mr. Ward, though I am sorry to lose you so
soon.” o :

«Then Friday, if you will meet me at the
C Street depot at two o’clock.”

«T will be ready, sir.”” Gertrude, who was
not entirely at her ease, held out her little hand
stiffly. \

«Good evening, ladies!” And Mr. Ward,
bowing to both, left them; but having some-
trouble in opening the door, Miss Davenant,
olad of an excuse for a few more words in her
charge’s favor, was with him in the entry.

¢ It was kind, coming yourself, sir, instead of
sending a deputy, as a personal interview is
g0 much more satisfactory. Gertrude is very

young,—you will treat her kindly.” And in her .-

anxiety she laid her hand on his arm. .
«Yés, I can promise my sister’s sympathy. . I
am very little at home myself, and ryrely see
the children; but Margaret is always at home,
.and she will do all she can for Miss Lyle’s com-
fort. You must excuse me if T appear hurried,

!

4
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]Iaa}’:?‘Y?‘%‘ ;r&z;da;v?vl‘fén’g for me. He raised his

degzeast’.t}?lz;; ;ti(t}lfé'.t’l:ude will meet \you at the

b 17 % M D
13 M . 3

wry o %ﬁi%‘gfiﬁé;f %‘fiu’f&’%ﬁi‘ﬁgiirdly

good lt;oking, and Oit' is gfe;):a?nggxl-l ‘foh%lg Ezg(f

some than ugly.” She bit her lips in vexa-

“tion. ““T am afraid he thought I was not very

wise, as he said T was young.”

. a8, mad 1 g-

. o‘:l{dth;ln]t{ %ou must not expect too much; he
ond X ot have engaged you unless he were -

1 . s .
lieve%fas’ that is true.r- And she appeared re-
“I think he hardly noticed i ‘
you particularl
enough. He appears to me to be a rl?mn who a{
iome period of his life has had a great trial to
ear. Did you notice how soon he changed the
SLIRJeCt lwhe.n I mentioned his wife ?”’ :
wll No. Did he? How very interesting! Do
a?nc’i me all you think about him #* And as -
eage(r)-}l;. as a child for a story, she bent forward
“ Gertrude!” Miss Davenant sho
! ok her head.
:‘[‘ You must remember ‘and be more digniﬁid.
am afraid I will have to write ‘gouver-
?v?ﬁtgl on & card and let you put it where you
w | el
member?;}’rs see 1t, 8o that it will help you to re-

“Don’t, Miss Davenant; it is only because I

~ am with you—it would be different with stran-

gers. You were so long in the entry,—did he
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say anything more of his sister? T hope she

won't expect too mueh, and won't mind my
being young.” The thin place in her armor

troubled her. “I will have so much to do in

getting ready. I am very glad I won’t have to
go far away, as 1 can see you sometimes, and
“ then I can write to you often.” - :

«“ Yes, dear; that will be a great comfort.”
~ «But, Miss Davenant, you must promise never
to mention my sécret to any one, but wait
patiently—won’t you ”’ ' : .

«May be it would be better to have some
one’s opinion; T don’t feel wholly satisfied.”

« Promise me faithfully that you will not think

of such a thing, as there is no one I would trust. -

T would only have to go away again and hide
where you would never find me.”

« Well, I promise you, Gertrude, to Satisfy .

you, though I don't feel at all satisfied myself.”
«“You are my dear, good Miss Davenant.”

She raised her hand impulsively to her lips. “I -

shall feel happy now, as I have been so careful
no one will ever discover me.” And she shook
her pretty head sagely. :
~«But now for the dresses,—I want that pink
silk made first. T hope you won't think me very
foolish.” She played nervously with the table
cover. o S
“Why do you want it, dear? I don’t think it
will ever be of any use to you.” ‘

«Tt ig so pretty.” Provoked that she could

not give a more sensible reason, she added

hurriedly, ¢ I can wear anything and not betoo

warm, as it is so near the end of the season; and
I have my black alpaca to commence with, I
wonder what I will do with the beautiful lace

N
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- collars I brought with me? I have plent;y‘r of lace

and jewelry, thanks to papa; but I really do not-

- know when I can wear it all.”

“I am afraid you won’t have mu i
] . uch o
:i[‘orhl.t,k(}ertrude ; but it will always be va,(i;isl;ﬁ:'
- think we can manage to get everything under
way if not finished before Friday. ':B‘Yhe pink silk
must be made out of the house by a Freuch
}V(})}man who could do justice to it. Dear child!
! ope you may have a chance of displaying its
fg;ut;;&a . Mlgst]{)iavenant raised the blushing
Imprinted a » ki
pou{i-ng lipe p‘ warm ‘k]SS on the rosy,
L am so sorry I bought it, Miss D |
But now that I have it, it "as woll be made.
doﬂ’(tjyoll think so 7 ey Wd} be made;
“ Certainly, dear. I am not lauchi
. ng at ;
as you have shown much goodb sen%ea igogc;
many things I cannot quarrel with you now. It .

- might have been more serious if you conld not

have afforded it, but as it is we will i
‘ » DU let it pass
and trust, as I said b N on Yo
ch?n‘%ghof’wearing i efore, you may have a8
“What do you .think I had better do ab
_ : o ab
Iy other dresses? I would like to have eve(:*uf
tht?%\ ready if T could.” . A v
' Fortunately we have two whole days b
flE‘rlday, g0 I think we can aceor'nplis?if al?.fgr%
m(gv‘v two women I can find to.sew in the house
%In' if we have more than can be aecomplished’
1ss Green, who is not busy now, will help us.”
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 CHAPTER VIL

“«CoME in!” | |
“Why, not up yet, John? You certainly take

- life easily.”” .

- «Ig it late ?”

«Qnly half-past eight.””

«You don’t say so! How I have slept. I was
so tired out yesterday,—l suppose that was the
reason, Where did you go, Ralph?’ And Mr.
Ward yawned and stretched his arms sleepily.

«To Wallack’s. , I came back for you,when T
left Stern, but could not find you; so .I went to
Wallack’s and had a very pleasant evening.
They are running a new play which is excellent..
‘T would like to see it again, as that pretty Mary
Gannon plays in it guppose we make up a
party and go there to-night. ‘What say you?
. Stern said he would like to see it.”’ :

¢80 be it, Ralph. But hang these boots, I got

them wet yesterday, and they stick like the
devil.” | ‘ : ‘
+ «@8peak for yourself, old fellow; I am free
from his influence sometimes, if yon are not.
‘What's the row now?” in answer to another ex-
clamation. , :

«1 don’t know how I will manage these boots,
the loather is as stiff as iron.. There! on at last.”

And he stamped his foot heavily down. “These

new-fangled city boots don’t suit country peo-
ple.” | - :

i
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- “ But where did you ight,
: go last night, John ?”’
“I went on a duty visit for l\fa : 0 sec
, ( | rgaret, t
}hat old Miss Smith she is always ta%kiné a%o?}eif
I went to get the pattern of tracts now the fash-
ion, Sf{'or Lgargaret’s distribution.” -
it }i);lr ?’?n t mean to say you spent the evening
“No, I rather think not. After ‘ in
| . wards I
answer to that advertisement I told you Oxfygnt .
‘ %nd did you succeed ?” o
Very . 3 3 V
sixteen{’)’ well ; I saw a gushmg young thing of
:: John, do be gerions.”
Well, then, at last T have found a governess

to break in my young colts.”

“What is she like? I never . ;
un‘(‘:(inﬁmuilicati've than you arle.s’?w “yohemore
‘Il tell you what, Ralph,”—and M
- t, R — r. War
jEgrriled frOIE the glass _laughi;lg, with a bruslfuig
18 hand—“if' you are interesting yourself in this

- style in every young woman you hear of, I shall -

not gorwith you any more, as I am afraid the re-

~»sult will be serious. First it was your pretty.

‘cousin you were insane about, last night M
gaﬁancf)[nt’ ?fd now my gg)vernes,s. It isgvery l?:g
frgm’it.”e you, if nothing more serious results
“Do be sensible, John; I think
; ou have
1{23’ :gggg}l;. I am only intere'stedyon your I;;]ili
. osa’s account. You k rai
1ng f“orr {lour daughter.” o Fam wait
‘Well then, Ralph, if you must kno
not fully satisfied with the young WOmax‘Y ,IIh:}:'I;
gﬁigl'gge(%[. kShe is too,young, little more than a
. now wha,t‘ Margaret Will think- per-
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«¢Ts she good looking?” , )
“How it% the world wag I to tell?
« Haven’t you eyes?”

9. )
“Yes, for horses. » -
¢ Wa;'d, you are a brute; I won’t have any-

thing more to do with you.”

«Well, I am satisfied—go ahead!”

 «What in the d—1 did you take the girl for if

you don’t know anything about her?”’ -

o -

T know all that I cared to know.”
« And pray what is that?
“Zhe is a lady.”

«You don’t say sol” Ralph drew down his

¥
face.

8

i Iph.”
¢ the busiest fellow Leverknew, Ralp
A;M}T ﬁ?r%a:d lvgtughed. “1 wa,nte?[d a lalé(iiy,'h a;‘lr((};

ded in finding one. 1 wou
zl[il}clgf‘lrehseli'cfgebe older, to satisfy Margarvet, but I
cannot make her so; and after Miss Moore, 1t 18

just as well to try the other style. 'The most

all is, T don’ d such

i son of all ig, I don’t understan
gﬁﬁgﬂ ° ;iaé Margaret ghould attend to Ehelr,n
herself,", and not send me on such a fool's

errand.” : L -
«You are such a lazy fellow, it is almost 1m

| possible to get anything out of you ; but how di

you ever find your way up to Twenty-seventh |

reet ?”’ . )
Stf‘ I wanted to see about awaiter who is engaged

on Twenty-seventh Street. Miss Smith lives on -

it was quite
ty-second Street, so you see 1
Eglirétﬁent. Now yoﬁ know all, T hope you are
. : d.” ' I - - LR
Sa&l‘%ﬁtirely. But when is this new addition to
to your family going homg? .
¢ On Friday—with me.

-
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“You are not going home this week? I hoped
I had persnaded you out of it.” -

“Yes, Ralph, 1t is a busy season with us, and
things will be all wrong as’itis. I have turned
off some of my old hands, and am not satisfied
with the new.”

‘}‘ I wish you could carry that farm with- you,
J‘O l]l.” . .
‘I echo your wish, as I think things would be
much more satisfactorily managed than they are
when I leave. Did you make up your mind about
those horses |
“No,not yet. You are so slow dressing, T will
have to leave you. Will you meet me at. Del-
monico’s at five ?”’ . & '
“Yes; and if you have time, please find out
the name of that harrow-maker for me,—there’s a

good fellow.”

So the time passed rapidly for Mr. Ward ; and
it is Friday afternoon, ten minutes of two o’clock,
as we again find him at the station. -

“The train will leave in five minutes, and I
will have to whistle for my governess. I do wish

- Margaret would attend to such things herself.

Why can women never be punctual ?” And he
pulled out his watch.

“Just in time, Miss Lyle.” As the bell rang,

and Gertrude received a hurried kiss from Miss
Davenant.

“Write soon, dear.” ‘
“Yes, I will. Good-by!” And the train was
in motion. “Tam sorry I was late, sir.”
“Not at all, Miss Lyle! Do you prefer the
window up or down
“I like it up best.” 1
“Bensible girl,” Mr. Ward thought. “Now if
‘ | 8

‘
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it was Margaret, she would have wanted it down.

Poor little thing, she is frightened!” He handed

her the Atlantic Monthly. :
~ % Thank you, sir!” Her large’ dark eyes were
raised to his face. = . , '

«Not at all.” Mr. Ward inclosed himself in
his shell of indifference. Decidedly -she was
gushing, and he did not want another Miss Moore
to fall in love with him. 8o he read his paper
determinedly for half an hour, while Gertrude
kept her eyes on her book, ag~she thought what
a disagreeable man he was. May be he wanted
to teach her her position as governess; and she
straightened herself more stiffly as she read on,
for Gertrude was proud. :

“« What in the world can she be reading so in-
tently? It must be something interesting.” And
he looked over the side of his paper. I suppose
Ralph would be dy‘ing to know the color of her.
eyes. Where under heaven did she get such a hid-
eous bonnet ? It must be her grandmother’s. Nice

little thing—unobtrusive. Why, she has a nice

hand, and, by Jove, a diamond ring! A governess
with a diamond ring!” He lowered his paper en-
tirely, quite interested, never noticing that Ger-
trude was watching him as intently, too, out of
the corner of one eye that the large bonnet so
well shielded. ‘

¢ Are you too cold ¥’ ‘

“ Thank you—no, sir.” She resumed her

book. - ‘

«Short and sweet. Nice little thing—not ob-

trusive.” But Mr. Ward was too much spoiled at

home to bear such utterneglect patiently. « There .

are several good articles here, Miss Lyle; one on
‘the manners and customs of foreign nations, par-

¥
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ticularly their head-dresses.” ul '
loc‘)‘kji}lg at }lller bonnet. I:I:e could not help
es, thank you, sir!” Gertrude stra
ened herself more stiffly, as she thought %‘21%}:;
amusing himself about her bonnet. Miss Dave-
nant had told her it was too large for her, and
much too old; but he was very impertinent, and
she would show him she was not so’yoqu, and
that he must not take liberties with her. So a;gain
the‘a‘book and paper absorbed all their attention.
Margaret won’t like that ring, I wish I had
8een it before, I would not have taken her
Where in the d—1 did she get it? Such a child. -
too!l. She has got a will of'her own. Bless you,
John Ward, you are as bad as Ralph, interestin ‘
yourself so much in the governess.” And agaj
he tried to fix his mind on his paper; while Get-
trude took her turn in serutinizing his face.
coglg}oﬁd, d;ﬁagreﬁal;lle man—I don’t see how I
ave thought him han 't thi
heul«r_?[?ﬁ{s like a gentleman.”d'some‘ +don't thinkk
at is a very long page, Miss Lyle.” |
:: that ﬁi-%{es ]:)lfou g’lf)ﬂl% s,o, gir ¥’ d
aucy little thing, to think I was i
her! She will be a thousand times Wov:::chﬁgg
Mfs Moorfe. I wish I had not taken her.” |
‘ That view is beautiful, Miss Lyle.” |
| Lovely, lovely!” TLoeking her hands in each
other, she forgqt all but the beauty of the scene
be‘f:ore her, as her eyes filled with tears.

Gushing young creature! T suppose she will:
be quoting poetry to me,—Tennyson, may be.”
Again the paper was resumed ; while Gertrude,
turning to her companion for sympathy met
the thickly-lined columns of thé paper. ’

“Boor!” Again the book went up with a
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jerk. «It would be fearful living with §uch peo-
ple, as the sister might be even worse, and the
children ' Gertrude could go no further;
her imagination pictured all too vividly. < Poor,
Miss Davenant and her hopes for the pink silk—
what a blow they had received !”

«T am afraid you are cold, Miss Lyle.”

«“Not at all, Mr. Ward.” The window was put
down in disregard of her denial, Mr. Ward, in"
his hurry, tearing his hand with the sharp, rough
catch. ' '

“ Hang it!” He covered his hand up quickly, |

~ go that she could not see it. The wound was,
however, deeper than he thought; and bled pro-
~ fusely, at last attracting her aftention.
«“You have hurt yourself, gir; I am very
sorry.”’ | ' : «
¢ It is nothing.”

“Yes it is; let me tie it 'ﬁp for you. Your -

handkerchief is too large.” A small,dainty piece
of linen cambric, oddly in contrast with the
rest of her dress, was in requisition, with which
’ she proceeded to bind up the wounded hand, he

looking on much interested, as the busy, pimble

fingers did their task so neatly. .

& You need not be afraid of hurting me—I am
not a cobweb.” As she handled ﬁim rather gin-
gerly. ' :

«No fear of any one’s taking you for that, sir.”
Her task being finished, she was again deeply in-
terested in her story. B o

« What under heaven did she mean by that?
I wonder if she thinks I am a boor? Pleasant
to be looked down on by one’s governess. I see
we will have no end of trouble; Miss Moore was
a jewel in comparison. She is only a governess

/
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ol nd ol Lt ronle mpel
01(1&811? %‘ailf Hl;o‘gi;?e?f a‘fklz(:ii%journey was acc:)m* |
Pt o e e sopgd
Lolon™® | gs and bundles, Miss

Mr. Ward Tockel o hav i astarsbiment, A

" woman who had no bundles, and did not mind a

WilldO"?Y ; and the brackets round the word “ gov-
erness " were not indented so deeply, for he could

- not help admiring her.,

- Ertg:il fz’z}rrlage 18 not here, and I am afrg,xd you

“No, not at all.” She laughed as "ar
looked at her in new Wonder.g A yourll\g‘r;vx‘trtiig
who was not tired after half a day’s journey.

- “How far is it, Mr. Ward ?” Gertrude, who
felt mollified when she looked at his wounded
hand, raised her eyes to his face. '

“Three miles.” | :

¢« st that all? T could walk it easily.”

“Could you? Well, I couldn’t, and wouldn’t;
so you will have to wait.” Provoked, he ha-rdl_g;
knew why, he commenced another impatient
promenade of the platform. ¢ There is Roger

‘at last! Come, Miss Lyle. Roger, why are you

so late ?”’ And the vials of his wrath were emp-

‘tied on the innocent man’s head, aud his favorite

servant received such a scolding as he had not

had for months, and was very thankful that none

of his fellow-servants were within earshot, as it

hurt his pride keenly. Gertrude, feeling mean-

while thatshe had received a rebuff, decided he

was the greatest boor she had ever niet. |
g . |




\
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She, however, soon entirely forgot her com-
anion, in wonder at the new beauties every turn
of the road presented. She did not intend to
appeal to Mr. Ward again for sympathy, so they
were both very quiet—she interested in all she
gaw, and he, in spite of his bad opinion of wo-
mer generally, and governesses in particular, in-
terested in her eager, ¢hthusiastic face. '

At length their destination was reached, and
she was introduced to Miss Ward. “Too young,
——what can John be thinking of?”” was plainly
written on that lady’s face. The reception was
very cold, for what good could such a child
as that do? Rosa -and Giovannino were then

prought in to be introduced, and Gertrude,

- moved by their little frightened faces, stooped
and kissed them ; and both the children’s hearts
were taken by storm. -
«You are to be good, and kingd, and beautiful,
like mamma, and not tell lies.” She hesitated.
¢« What, dear ?”” As Rosa again repeated, Ger-
trude kissed the queer littlé child, in whom she

was directly interested.

So we will leave Mr. Ward, more surprised and

concerned in the new governess than he had been
in anything for a long time. '
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CHAPTER VIIL

Tur Wards are seated at b ‘

‘ reakfast, and
tﬁoug_‘h by the perfume of the fragrant I;m?;ll;a.
tfa,thls filling the air we learn the beverage is
Oh the very best, it does not bring soothing
1(:1‘ ];)ughts and comfort to either of the partakers.
1 e table appointments could not be improved;
; };1;: stéll%wte see that luxury does not always have -
e s]gz3 Sg.ec appreciation and enjoyment it should

“I wish you would attend to all th '
‘Lw 1 - 1 that co
ghe children- in future, Margaret, if Mie;efs:l cﬁgﬁ:
Oei not suit you.” Mr. Ward tapped his knife
zgle lts plate in & way that was very disagree-
‘iaeram(;n?fy one of a sensitive or nervous tem-
~ “Don’t, John, please, dear, ’
noi‘s;%}}lit ) Very, agtioyi ) g."ar, don’t make that
¢ at is the matter now, M ? ‘
haﬁ %Tdins]s1 Lyle been doing ?”’  arganett. What
othing, brother.” Miss Ward studi
hing, : , led h
ﬁoﬁ'ee cup intently, “It is not what she doe?ar
hut; what she does not do. T said something to
er about_‘tak}ng care of the children’s deport-
ment at meal-times; you would have thought I
:ﬁld something dreadful to her, as she said
though not of course in the same words, that she
intended taking her meals with them, and that
i}o lady could be with others who lacked those
ittle niceties without noticing them.” ‘
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«“« Well, Mafgaret, I thought you Wanted herte
. : ?’, .
sta‘,%rslszst(:iz;gs dear. But she took it so as a rilgm;&
ter of coursé, and never slstlli_d antytzlﬁgtgk?ggl‘l s]}i 2
bei ient, or anything-o 3
]i)sel;log V(;c;';vggflsided; ‘Then the servants wait on
her in a way that I cannot understand. fool hor
" «Thatisit! You want to make P’er ee {
ifortable position as governess. )
ung(}ngh(;l how I1)1nki1mil you are! I don’t seiklixitl)lw ‘
you can Iilisjudge me 80. bI fiﬁgrzhispgoiertai%
to be happy in bher way, bu A ain
tress of the house.” .
deference due to me as mis of the howee.
«Tn short, you want her to cra ,

i ' aises all day long.
at your feet, or sing your prlwa Bt fetics
How foolish you women are, aiway s o flat-

rgaret, you had a mor
tery! I thought, Margaret, yot Jad a mors e
i > for finding fault wit | yli
Slb‘l‘e{gﬁsg,?wa?;s 80 Wigilfully misunderstand me,
degrﬁas she been rude to you, or said anything
out of the zvay [ | |
% Oh, no!” . )
« Weil, then, what thﬁa d—t:1 do you want ¥’ He
ed out of all patience. :
i {}[? ;ﬁfl()l}?)hn ! To.think that I should gver
" hear vmy’brother use such words! Desg., keajg
me!” sighing. “But, brother, do you ¢t ink 1
right in a governess to wear a diamond ring? .
% That isit! You want the diamond ring!

i her -

1. Miss Ward had recourse to
\?ha‘t‘l(];)lgggl}?iref; “«How unkind you are! II hop,i |
I am above all this world’s wicked lures. 1 can't .

lp liking consistency.” S ]
h‘_:\,“p'I‘Le b%nn‘et is ugly enough- to suit atny gg;rr
erness; and I don’t think it a crime to W
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diamond rings. And although you are above this |
world’s wicked lures, I see a diamond sparkling

on your finger, only it is not as large or as fine

as Miss Lyle’s.” \

“Oh, oh, oh!” Miss Ward sobbed,—¢ that my -

brother should quarrel with me about a govern-

ess!” Miss Ward was evidently charging sadly,

and we do not 80 much wonder her brother did

. nat find her a iheerful companion.

James, the Waiter, opened the door.

“Tell Charlotte I want my smelling-salts.”

“Mr. Ward,” —the man hesitated, seeing
clearly that all' was not plain sailing,—¢ Warmer
Jenking has been here, waiting some time, and
appears hurried, or T would not have disturbed
you.” ‘

“You were right, James.” And glad to be

- released, Mr. Ward left the room ; while Miss °

Ward, feeling unhappy that she had vexed her
brother, and as though she would like to make
some one else uncomfortable, proceeded to the
school-room. _ :

“ Miss Lyle, I picked this book up outside of
the door ; I'am afraid the covers will hardly stand

such rough usage as you let the children give
them.” K

“Thank you, Miss Ward! Come in. We
have finished lessons for the present.” Gertrude

smiled pleasantly, while Miss Ward doubtingly
held the door in her hand, not likin g being invited

- into a room in which she considered she had a
- perfect right, but at last ending her doubts by

coming in. .
“Vannino, here is the book we have been

looking for so long this morning. We must keep
it safe, now.” :
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~ “Yes, me will. | |
« Come kiss Aunt Margaret, like a good little
boy, for finding it for us.” ' w (
¢ Fohnnie loves his aunt well enough to kiss
‘her without being told.” Holding her face to the
child. L - ‘
“ No, me don’t. Me no John.” The -old dis-
pute was commenced again. |
«Kiss Aunt Margaret—there’s a good boy,
Vannino,” as the child promptly obeyed. The
kiss was submitted to coldly by his aunt, who
- did not like the forced caress.™
«T think, Miss Lyle, you ehould teach that boy
to know his name, and not that heathenish trash.

The boy’s name is John, and not Giovannino.”

Gertrude, dreading a scene such as she had wit-
nessed the first few days, and was only now be-
~ ginning to conquer, gave him her objectionable
ring to play with. ' o '
«Pon’t do that, Miss Lyle—he will lose it.”
His aunt held out her hand for the ring. 7
“No, no!” The child drew his hand back
with his treasure. _ i
| think we can trust Vannino. You will be
careful, won't you, dear?” ' o
“Yes, me careful.”” And the little fellow, de-
lighted with his brilliant plaything, held it in
the sunlight to see the many beautiful ra,inbf:v

colors. : _ :

«7T think in such a little thing as his name we
had better let the children alone. It only serves
as a reminder, and makes him remember better.

He will forget all about it as he grows older,and

then you can change his name if you choose, and

he will not care.” A
«I am sorry I do not agree with you, Miss
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Lyle; my brother’s name is ver to me.”
Mi‘ss Ward straightened herself vbégreifi%}.me'
I dare say, Miss Ward; but we cannot ex-
pect children to reason—they are guided by im
pulse. 'What a lovely morning it is .andyho‘w:
‘ zﬁagn}ﬁgent t}fose old trees are ” She turned to
th 51 I‘SE ow. “Won’t you come with us for our
If there was anything Mi loried i
after her brother, i}t’ Wasgtheilfilz‘r;f('i is«goI (;lhlg%vr;n ‘
q_lll‘tf ;ﬁplﬂhed by its praise. - ’ i
! ink: it i3 one of the lovelies
ever seen. Come, Vannino, my rii;lplfl celg}i[ehggs
18 going behind a cloud, and we shou%rd 0. Won'’t
you come with us, Miss Ward ?” plead%n é] -
No, my dear, not this morning,” Miss . ard
forgot herself so far as to say. T have a sli ht
cold, and had better stay in. J ames, T thiﬁk
' ?

- might go with you and take care of the children,

and show you all that is worth seei
. 3 1 n seeing. H
lived on the place all his life, and kngws it Zu%?es

- as well ag I do.”

“That would be delightful! You

kind, Miss Ward.” And Gertrude, fbrgeagfl V:Ig
governess, raised Miss Ward’s soft white %and |
to her lips, as she had a great respect for age:
;ggrstgfélegr};hgdnwlf “}Zardhwas ﬁnly forty-five (%eti |
! I er brother), she a

suf“cy, a8 his trouble had wegjg*hed ﬁgggirl;dofllleearst
. Iam afraid I was cross a little while ago ”
she unbent enough to say. “I am not feeling
very well this morning, and old people are often

~.troublesome.’”

“Come and seé us often, if we brighten you

Cup. I WOH]W# love to have you.”

@ 29 s
Thank you, dear!” Miss Ward was certainly
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making a mistake,and forgetting the governess,
won by her lovely face and loving words, and
Miss -Lyle was forgetting her part too. How
much pleasanter it would be for both if they
could only always forget themselves.

« My dear,”—Miss Ward hesitated, interested
in Gertrude,and wishing to be set at ease,—*“don’t
you think that ring is rather conspicuons ¥

«T never thought. I have worn it all my life.

It belonged to my mother. Papa gave it to me,
and told me always to wear it, and I always will,
My mother is not living” Her eyes filled with
tears. .
«Twon't {rouble you again about it; youknow
best, dear.” It was a great concession, but *the
governess” was fast going up the chimney in
smoke, for the present at least.

Gertrude had been in her new home a month,
and, fully occupied and much interested in her
little charges, did not find that the time weighed
heavily. A great change was seen in the chil-
dren, who were devotedly attached to her, and
always happy when with her. All her care had

been paid back with a doublesmeasure of love,

and their new friend’s name was always on their
lips. The summer was over, and they could no
longer take their long rambles; so it was very
fortunate that they had Gertrude’s love to shield
_ them in the house, or they would have had a hard
time of it. Marietta’s counteracting influence
‘was strong, but they were no longer entirely
swayed by her. Gertrude understood the trou-
ble, and was hoping to get rid of the woman.
She did not like to speak to their aunt, as she
was never well, and little things troubled her;
but she hoped for some chance meeting and op-
_ portunity of speaking to their father. ‘
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Miss Ward could not always resist Gertrude’s

~ bright, sunny face, and was often, as we have

seen her this morning, in the school-room

was & proud woman, and very much afraid of %l;ﬁ
dignity ; so when she was irritableé or hot feelin
well, she vented her irritation on Gertrude, who
bore it very patiently. Mr. Ward Gertrude sel-

- dom saw, as he was always engaged on his farm,

and rarely in the house. The ouly ti

might have met him was in the middlczayoﬁltfllzllg3 dsahe
~when she took the children for their walk: bl;)lré
a8 that was always the most fully occupied, part
of his day, they seldom met. e noticed the

- difference in his children, and often thought of

their journey from New York, when irl’

independence ‘had  attracted ﬁim; bu:hieggit:
a proud man, like his sister, and could not take
thought of the governess. Her indifference and
independence were a new phase of life to him.
and if she had been any one but the governess’
1t would have given him something for thought;

- but as it was, he hardened his heart, and tried

to think of her as of a mere machine.
. He had a little soiled ‘handkerchief, he still
€pt, as he said, to serve as a good lesson to
keep Miss Lyle at a distance in future. At first
he decided to keep it in remembrance of her -
kind; interested face; then he thought how fool-
ishly he was acting, Miss Lyle was only the
governess after all, and the best of women were
not worth a thought. Then he looked at it, de-
ciding, as it was dirty, it had better be washed;
and, congratulating himself on being sensible.
threw it on the floor just where the housemaid
would get it. Then, on going down stairs, he had
to go all the way back to pick it up.. No one
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knew how much trouble that little piece of linen
* cambric gave him. If he had left it for the
housemaid to take, his sister would know all
-about it; as servants were so curious, and so fond
of gossip, the girl would know it was a lady’s
bandkerchief dircetly. May be she would de-
cipher the initials, G. H. L., and find that it be-
longed to Mi® Lyle. What was more likely?
He did not want to get Miss Lyle into trouble,
and somehow he did not know why he did not
care to tell his sister how it came into his posses-
sion. Margaret asked so mauny foolish questions,

~ and there was no way of evading her. He would -
" burn it—that was the best way; and he walked

toward the grate. It was such a dainty little
bit of a thing, it appeared a pity; may be Miss
Lyle would miss it and want it—of course she
would—and would think him more of a boor
than ever. So, never thinking but what it was as
useless as if he had never had it, he locked it up
safely in his drawer, waiting for her to ask for it.
He did wish she would, as ke did not want it; but
he could not say anything to her about it now, as
he did not want her to think he had kept it and
thought of it so long: dear knows what else she

' mi%ht not think. If he had only given it tg her .
at

first; but he had not, and there it was toteach

bim a lesson—so he said.. A lesson on what? ~

It was doubtful; but it was equally as doubtful
if Miss Lyle would ask for it. So Mr. Ward,
feeling very much like the man who had won an
elephant in a raffle, condemned the poor little
blood-stained handkerchief to solitary confine-
ment, for no fault of its own, and for what result
remained doubtful. .

Meanwhile Gertrude, comfortable and happy,

| |
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followed everywhere by the children, who were
only happy when with her, wrote long, cheerful
letters to Miss Davenant, who fully entered into
all her troubles and pleasures. Gertrude loved
the country as much as the children, and took an
interest in all that interested them. She was
-never tired of talking to them, and knew so many
beautiful stories to tell them, that they were never
weary of hearing her. S8he had been educated
in Paris, and knew so many strange things to de-
light her eager listeners, that it was always a
source.of renewed pleasure.

« §he was very kind and good, and never told
lies,” so Rosasoon found out; * and more beauti-

-ful ‘than mamma,” the child had added, doubt-

ingly. Vannino had echoed her, and as her heart
became more loyal to her new friend, she said
decidedly: ¢ Much more beautiful than mamma,”
and had persisted in it in disregard of Mariotta’s
stormy threa}:s, and even blows. Gertrude waited
impatiently for a chance of speaking to Mr. Ward
on t_he subject of Marietta’s ill treatment, but
had not yet succeeded in finding an opportunity.

Miss Wart_i, leaving Miss Lyle and the children
to take their walk, waited impatiently for her
brother, as she never could be satisfied when she
thought he was provoked with her. She found
occasion to tell him that Miss Lyle had a reason

- for wearing her ring, and they had better let it

pass, entirely forgetting it was herself, and not

~ her brother, who had noticed it.

“Sheis a very nice young person for a govern-
ess, though very deciged, %oll)m, dear. ghzezz;'lll
call John Vannino, because she says he will forget
that other heathenish name sooner if we et him
alone. I wish you would speak to her; she is
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much too decided for a governess, and it is such
1 ¢t of your name.” -

dlifﬁ%ses Lyl(;':Y is a sensible girl, Margaret, and I

think you had better let her manage as she pleasezs

with the children.” Mr. Ward had some more

troublesome thoughts about the decided young

person who had so softened his sister. “

JOHN WARDS GOVERNESS.

(
CHAPTER IX..

BrEAKFAST was over in the school-room, and -
the breakfast things had been taken away to make
ready for the work of the day.

Gertrude had been asked many times by Miss

- Ward to come down -stairs and join her brother

and herself, but she always had some excuse
ready, and did not even dine with them, but pre-
ferred dining early with the children. The girl
was too proud to accept anything that was not
her right, and to put herself in a false position ;
as she would be very apt to meet the friends of
the Wards if she made a practice of dining down
stairs, and it would not be pleasant to either Miss
Ward or herself, She pleaded the children’s
comfort when invited, and certainly Rosa and
Vannino, as the little fellow persisted in calling
himself, would have missed her sadly.

Gertrude is very lovely as she sits in her low
chair, bending over her ®ager liitle pupils, and
smoothing their path of knowledge for them.
Two little loving hearts, that had never known
any true, consistent love, are learning their les- -
son fast. Her hand is clasped tightly in Van-

-nino’s, as the little fellow masters his a-b abs,

and Rosa’s large black eyes are raised from time
to time to her face, and we see how perfectly both

- the children and herself understand each other,

and how very strong already is the cord that
: e . _

L)
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i i ther. Imost &
binds their hearts together. So young, almo:
c]lnild herself, she can better enterinto their griev-
-ances thanjan older person could, and as the busy
hum is heard, we pause, interested epough to
listen. , - :

“ A-b spells what, Vannino?
“Ab.”
“ And Y-a ?” |

«Ba.” |[The boy patted the hand he held in

his. It [is snowing, Miss Lyle. Can’t we go
- and play 7’

“ What{ does c—o-w spell, Vannino ?” Not

heeding the interruption, Gertrude put her hand

low the word. : ]
be“ We were to go out the first snow—Marietta
said. so.” | Rosa laid down her book, interested
in the fastly falling snow-fiakes.

“You are two naughty children, and can’t go-

ill you know your lessons.”” Then, seeing
J%oig’;ﬂfage cloud, a{; the children were not yet
in perfect subjection, she added: ¢ Iwill tell you
what I will do if you are both good children, at}di
know your lessons in one more hal,f hour. T wil
go with ypu and make snow-balls. ,
“ Will lyou really?” Both Rosa’s arms were
round het neck; while Vannino, less demon-

strative, was looking at her with wide-opened

eyes, and studying the mystery of Miss Lyle
making snow-balls. o .
“ With your hands ?”” Vannino looked at the

~small soft hand he held in his own. “With

your own hands, really and truly?’ Poor little
Oa?nnino had been deceived so often by Marietta
that he could not believe in the pleasure in store
for him. i
“Yes, really and truly. Why not?” as she

ok
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kissed the serious child’s face. She did rot un-
derstand why Vannino interested her much the
more of the two children, though Rosa was
brighter, and gave less trouble. |

“ Why not, Vannino? I always mean what I

say.’

A Oh, you’re too big ! and Marietta never does.”
- “Does what?’ |

¢“She liesI”” Rosa promptly chimed in.

“ Rosa, Rosa! don’t say that. It is not pretty.”

““She does I Vannino ‘stoutly asserted, as he
looked: at his sister for confirmation of what he
had said. “ " ' :

“I mean what T say, Giovannino. Won’t you
trost me?” :

“Yes!” The boy still -looked at her doubt-
ingly.

‘“Poor little Vannino!” She held him closely
to her. ‘

“Iam not poor!” gaid the little fellow earn-

~estly, taking the words in their literal sense.
- “Me is Vannino Ward, and though I don’t love

papa, he will make me rich.”

Poor little Vannino! who was so old for his -
six years. Deceit and neglect had made both the
children old beyond their years. Gertrude drew
them more closely to her as she read the truth,
and seeing how Rosa resented correction from

her aunt, wisely let the undutiful speech pass,.

knowing some older head than the child’s had
suggested it. Love could not be forced; there-
fore it was better not to notice, though it pained
her when she thought of her own father, and
drew her more closely to the little neglected
ones,

“Come, Rosa. Now, Vannino, sit down and
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” - ” . -
” see what we can do in half an hour. As again

the books were resumed. . o
«What does c—o—w spell, Vannino?

« T know what d—o-g spells.” And he raised -

1 ishly. ¢ o
h.l %‘f%\?'lel;i? gzll;es i¥“spell 7" And Gertrude smiled

to?‘-It spells V‘Floss, of course.” And the child
laughed as Rosa and Geertrude joined hll,]’l.
«Not Floss! Oh, Vannino! Dog!” Rosa
laughed again. o
& This will not do, Rosa. Do be attentive.”
Tor ten minutes the children were again deep
in study, and Vannino was almost through with
his lesson as Rosa again raised her head.

« Miss Lyle, how much do you think it would
take to keep a dog alive?” The child’s face was
ry serious. ‘ )

ve“y Not very much, Rosa. Why_ do you asgk?
- ¢« (Oh, no matter!” And again her head was
' er her book, : :
bezl‘tlolvmgw I Vannino, glad of an excuse for
inattention, looked interested. ) )
«“Don’t, Vannino, or I'll never forgive you.
Rosa raised her finger warningly. .
¢« What is it, Rosa—won’t you tell me?
«No, you'd tell.” And the child again looked
dily at her book. ] |
ste‘?];g tell, Rosa! do tell!” Vannino was be-
ide his sister. : , ‘ :
T I l:)cked Floss up.” And the black eyes were
ised defiantly. . .
rm‘??Your fa,tﬁzr’s dog? What will he think?
Miss Lyle; who admired the handsome setter,
and knew his master hdd scolded Rosa before
~ for bringing him in the house, was troubled.

~ened look eame into her face.

JOHN. WARD'S GOVERNESS. 101

- “Go and let the dog out, Rosa. Your father

- will not like it.”

“Idon’t care! And I can't.”
“Rosa, Rosa! after being such a good girl

- all morning.” Gertrude laid her hand on the

child’s hea

“Itry to be good with you, Miss Lyle, but I
can’t let Floss out.”” And her eyes filled with
tears. ‘ 7

 “Why not, Rosa ?”

“I saw him beaten.”” The words were spoken
very low, while she shuddered, and raised her
hand to her head as if to ward off a blow.

“It hurts, Miss Lyle.” She laid her head on
Gertrude’s shoulder, who could feel how her
slight form trembled. ' -

“ What makes you say that, Rosa?"’ Her eyes
were full of tears of sympathy, as she raised the
child’s head.

“Vannino knows!” She looked at her brother,
who shook his head in dissent. “I used to be
beaten, and it hurt s0.” And again the fright-
- “Rosa, think what you are saying, dear. Who
would do such a thing?”

“ Mamma and Marietta. But'I love mamma.”

‘Her black eyes were full of defiance.

Gertrude sighed as she thought what a heavy
task lay before her. If Rosa’s memory were not
so good, how much easier it would have been.

“I think we had better take our play now,
and finish the lessons this afternoon.” Gertrude,
seeing the troublesome thoughts were again re-
vived, wanted to distract her attention.

“Do, do!” The children clapped their hands

~with delight as they ran to the window to see the

8NOW.
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«The ground is covered thick—do look, Miss
Lyle!” Rosa’s eager face was turned to Ger-
trude, who was busy putting the room in. better
order.

to the window. . ‘ e
«What will we wear, Miss Lyle?” Rosa,

whose hand was on the door, paused. o
« Something very warm, and your thickest

boots, Rosa.” ] |
« Miss Lyle,” and the child’s face, clouded and

" full of tears, was put in the door, while a dark

red mark glowed on her cheek, “ Marietta said

we should not go; and she struck me, and I

told her she was a beast.” And Rosa s’samped‘,

her foot. '

«T am verysorry, Rosa; that was very naughty,
and I don’t wonder that Marietta was angry. Grg
and ask her please. But wait, I will go myself.””
 And seeing how much the child’s temper had
been tried, Gertrude started on her errand.

« Marietta, how dared you strike Rosa? If ever
I hear of your doing such a thing again, 1 will
tell Mr. Ward.” Gertrude took the children’s
coats in her hand that the woman was sul-
lenly getting in obedience to her orders. ‘ You
need not come—1I shall dress them myself; but

another time, when either of the children bripg,g :
you a message from me, see you attend to it.”

‘And Gertrude, wondering at her own courage,
as there was no one she readed more than the

swarthy Ttalian, hastened back to the school-

room. . | -
¢« You are going to dress us—oh, how nice!

_ Vannino laughed as Gertrude came in laden
with their things. - ' :

“Do come, Miss LQ& I Vannino pulled her :
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“You must put on your boots yourself, Van:
nino, while I go and get my things.” The
little fellow proceeded laughingly to do as he
was told, assisted by Rosa, who was again all
smiles. They were both too young to have any-
thing make a very serious impression, and they
had had so little affection that the lesson of love
was easily learned. At last, however, they were
all cloaked and ready, and Rosa stopped doubt-
ingly, holding the door in her hand. “Miss Lyle,”
and she raised her face hesitatingly, “could I
have Floss 7"’ ‘ :

. “ Rosa, has poor Floss been locked up all this
time ¥” '

“ You won’t tell, Miss Lyle ?” -

“No, Rosa. But you must never do it again.”

- “ And I may have him ?” .

“Yes.” And the little eager figure ran on be-
fore them, but soon returned, followed by the
dog, who was delighted at being released. Itwas -
a lovely winter landscape, the branches of the -

. trees covered with snow, and everything dressed

in its pure white garb, It was a grand frolic, the
threerunning races,and Rosa and Vannino pelting
Gertrude with the snow, which she as promptly
returned. Floss, too, was barking loudly, by wa
of showing his approval of the sport, and ‘made
the bright scene more noisy. Auunt Margaret
stopped to watch, and shook her head as she
wondered if that was the way the lessons were -
to be learned,—decidedly the new governess was
too much of a child, and she washed her hands
of the whole matter. But although she disap-
proved, she still watched the merry group, and
enjoyed the beauty of the picture quite as much
as another person who had just closed the gate.
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" The Liood had fallen off Gertrude’s head in her
romp, and the hair, usually smoothed down so
tightly, loosened from the conib, was blowing all
over her glowing face in a mass of sunny brown
ripples, as she laughingly returned a well-aimed
 snow-ball from Vannino. | '

 «Qh, children, I am so tired, I don’t think I.
can play any more !” ' ' "

- ¢There is papa!” Inétantly the whole group

changed, as Gertrude blushingly smoothed back
her rumpled locks, and was my lady governess
again, j ‘

« Giovannino, Rosa, come-—we must go.”” She

- held out her hands to the children. | B
«No,no! Not just yet, Miss Lyle.” Rosa put
her glowing cheek on her frignd’s hand, while
‘Vannino already had the othgr hand, and was.
shrinking close to her, quite ready to go, now
that his father had come. _

“Who unchained that dog?” Mr. Ward, pro-
voked that his presence should be so received,
frowned as Floss bounded toward him. “Roger,”
and he turned to one of the men who was pass-
ing, «fasten that dog up directly, and see to it
he does not get loose again.” : :

«“No, no, he shan’'t!” Rosa indignantly ran
forward and threw both arms round the dog’s
neck. « He shan’t, papa! I tell you he shan’t!”
And the child struck the man’s hand as he was
trying'to lead the dog away.

« Rosa, dear, let Floss go.” Gertrude took her

hand. | , ,
«No, no, Miss Lyle!” And in a suppressed
voice: “I told you I saw him beaten, and 1
gshan’t.” |

“You may leave the dog, Roger.” A dark
frown passed over Mr. Ward’'s face. o
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“Thank you, papa, thank you!” im-
pulsively seized his hand andycovere(? (;iawli?ﬁ
leSG:S, a8 her tears rained down on it. It was
the first time since she was 4 very little child that
she had received or taken a caress from her

 father, and the man was strangely moved as he

'pu‘t ?is Othlfr hand on her bowed head
‘1 saw him beaten, papa.” Againi ‘the d
look was called up in the man’s fage. Fat}?er ;1:15
,da:?,g%lr'.cﬁr had inet on.level ground,
Ul you let me have Floss all tom
?g;f(;?v—v-;and m(aiy h‘? b% ]i'ed and be with me a,lyw(;‘;;:
own dog?”’

brea%lpléssly fog? e eager words were poured

““Yes, Rosa, yes!” Her father raised
and kissed her, and t : 1ot by e
tioz, cissed, aw;,y.n' hen, as}.mmed of his emo-

Aunt Margaret watched thé scene fron
\’{'meW above with eyes filled with tearéogfls gllg
}:{ 1ought Rosawas learning lessons most W(,)rthy of

nowing, and which she had tried in vain to teach

‘her.

From that day Floss was a privi 7 |
, rivileged ch -
%‘err, allowed to go where he £1easec% an(:i Ei\];itss

ard’s respect for the new governess was much .

‘more firmly grounded; while Mr, Ward, walk-

ing to the house, wondered if Miss Lyle noticed
) e not

his weakness, and then was angry at l{im:{gf} (;?)3
wondering. "What mattered it to him what the

- governess thought? The proud man bit his lip,

ils he pushed the door open with unusual vio.
ence. The new governess was decidedly more

troublesome than the last.

10
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" CHAPTER X.

«T waAKT to speak to your father, Rosa. Will
you take Vannino in for me?” Gertrude, know-
ing that Mr. Ward was alone in his study, and
this was the chance she coveted, led the children
to the side door. SR |

« Not yet, please I”” the little ones pleaded.

“Yes! Be good children,nd I will tell youa

long story.” : :
“gAs l(ﬂlg as Red Riding Hood ?”
“Yes, quite as long, dear.”
¢ And I may have Floss ?” .
“If you are very good, and do not makeé any

noise, for then I can’t tell you the story.”

« We will be very good, Miss Lyle,” Rosa said,

in delight at being trusted.” ¢ Floss will go to

sleep, and we will be very quiet, won't we, Van- *

- ?!’ )
nl?‘qfes, Tam good.” The hard words of the new
lesson were bravely spoken, to please Gertrude.
“That is my good boy. He will be a man
goon, and able to ‘Eake care of sister Rosa.”
B too.” L o
“é;gdyl(;;, Vannino! Be good children.” P,at’:
“ting his rumpled head encouragingly. “Ann,
- —she stopped a smiling housemaid, to whose

honest, good-natured face she had taken a fancy, |

- —¢will you take the children to the scbool—ro'om
for me, please, and take their things oi%" ! ITwould
rather they did not go to the nursery.”
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“Yes, ma’am.” The girl grinned broadly;
Gertrude left the children telling her the won-
derful news that Floss was to be Rosa’s dog, and
would have just as much as he could eat, and be
with them'always—so papa said, which was the
clincher to the argument. ‘ ' '

¢ Can I come in, Mr. Ward:?”’ -

“Certainly, Miss Lyle.” Trying to be at his
ease, Mr. Ward proceeded to disembarrass one
of the chairs of its load. “Don’t close that door,
it is so warm.” He said it for something to
say. S ,

“I think it is quite cold, and I found it closed.”

“Did you ?” . '-

“Yes, I did. You certainly heard me knock,
as you told me to come in.” She was provoked.

“Yes, of course! Iam very busy, as you see,
and did not hear what you aid.”

“Boor!” was plainly written on her face.

“I did not mean that. Excuse me! I am not
a ladies’ man. (What in heaven’s name can the
young woman want?) Don’t you think it very
cold to-day ?” .

“ Why, I thought you said it was warm !’

“Did 1? Well, Ithink it iscold.” He frowned
a8 though his boots pinched him, while he cleared
his throat. “Yes, cold decidedly. We don’t
often have snow in October.” Clearing his throat

~ again,

“Don’t yo? Oh!” |

“Oh! (What the deuce did she come here
for? I think I gave her a pretty strong hint;
Margaret never does. But this young woman
has enough brass condensed in her troublesome

self to fit out an iron foundery.)” - We see Mr.

Ward’s thoughts were growing confused.
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(““I wonder if he thinks I have come in for a_

" yisit. The man is worse than a boor—a fool. If

we go on in this way, I will never get what I*
have got to say said, The children will be in no
end of mischief. If he were not such a clown,
he would help me. There is something run-
ning in ' me every now and then. I wonder if he
has studded his chairs with pins on purpose.)
Goodness!” She gave a little jump, as she put
her hand down on her dress, and something
seratched it. - | \ :

“ Oh, what a pity! You have broken one of
my finest fish-hooks.” "

“ Fish-hooks!” She’held up her poor little

wounded hand in horror.

“You have hurt your hand very much, Miss |

Lyle. Iam sorry! The next time you come to
see me, I will have all such troublesome things
out of the way.” | o
(“Come to see him! The impudence of this
man passes all belief!) I came on business,

gir!” in her coldest voice.

(“What in the world did she come for?) T

am all attention, Miss Lyle!” ironically. But
seeing the blood on her handkerchief, he. said
more pleasantly: “I am so sorry, Miss Lyle! It
reminds me of the day when you—" He
paused. (“What, in the name of all that is
pious, did I say that for? The girl is a witeh,
and more to be dreaded than the plague. She’ll
‘think I am in love with her now, sure enbugh.”)
He bit his lip savagely; while Gertrude was too
much troubled 'about the best way of introducing
her subject to notice his discomfiture.

“Mr. Ward!” ' :

« Miss Lyle, do you feel a draught?. Margaret
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alwayf does when she comes in here—she never
can sta e i
O(P St y & minute. You see the windows are

“I should say by their] ”
G(Ertéude smile):i - v e1)1 ooks they were closed.
“Can’t take a hint even! Playi |
1 ’ ) ! ying the gov-
erness with me.) Open round th ' |
Not%zmly set—)eloge.” nd the sashes, I mean.
“ Thank you, Mr, Ward, f i
T am vory o i,d, Do, or your ‘explanatmn.
S:‘l\'ll‘he‘%"cfashe goes again [”")
r. Ward, I came in on busi 7
“Did you? th . in pn business. _ |
:: Mr. Ward, I am worried about the children.””
I am sorry, Miss Lyle; but you know I pre-
pared you. 1 told you they were little imps,”

o

“They are remarkably good, affectionate chil- - |

dren.”

““Indeed!” He opened his eyes ve id
(“Pleasant young wo i casure in
contradictin:)gr' o8 g woman, she takes pleasure in

« % is not the I\c{hildren, but Marietta.”

xcuse me, Miss Lyle, I |
m?a%the children.” 7o understoo@ you to

‘Yes, sir! But you interrupted me so quickl
I could not explain. (What a boor that%nan i{:
I hfnéve hardly patience to continue!” ’

(““ Thinks me rude! Well, I'll be s%not if I ever
engage 2 governess again. Miss Moore was a
Jev“zel In comparison with this one.”

. The {\:}ul(_iren are Eld-enough to do without a

rse. Marietta’s influence is n ill
you discharge her?” 19 not good. Will

(¢ Gpn,nng to the point quick enough this time.
The girl’s got good sense, sure enough.) I quite
10% .

-
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‘agree with you, Miss Lyle! But how could you
" manage without her? (No danger but what she
could; sheis equal to anything.”)

- «If you will kindly let me have Ann to fill
Marietta’s place, it will be all that 1s necessary.

1 can superintend their clothes, and do all she

could not do.” . _

«T am afraid you are taking too much on your-
self, Miss Lyle.” (I never saw any person with
more peculiar tastes, 'Wants to turn herself into
a nurse. I do hope this new plan will work, and
Rosa and Giovannino will torment her well.”’)

«T would rather have it as I have said. It
would really give me less trouble.” . :

«Miss Lyle, you can judge best!" But I am
afraid they will give you no end of trouble; they
have very unruly tempers.”

«You misjudge yourchildren sadly, Mr. Ward ! ;

They have sweet tempers, but have only been
 mismanaged.” j
~ (“There she goes again! If Rosa has a sweet
temper, that is something new. I wonder if 1
know my right hand from my left?) Send her
down stairs when you go up, Miss Lyle, and I
will settle with her.”. ‘

«Qh, sir! Give the poor woman some time.’

(“X wonder if she wants to teach me my let-
ters?) Do I understand you, Miss Lyle, that you
think Marietta should go?” N
- *“(Certainly, sir!”

- “Well, then, she goes to-night.”’

“But____'__” .

«T never keep a bad servant in the house a
moment when 1 know it. Marietta has proved
an exception on the children’s account; but she
shall fare the same as the rest.” '
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_“But the poor woman may not be
sir. She may not have mean'z, andﬂx;epared,

. Mlsf Lyle, T am not quite such a boor as I
appear.” Reading her thoughts to her conster-
nation. “I am a just master, though you may
not thl.nk 1t. Marietta will -receive a month’s
wages in advance, though she goes to-night.”

¢Oh, sir! I did not mean——Thank you very
much for the children’s sake.” Gertrude was
melted by his kindness, ‘

“Not at all, Miss Lyle! You are striving to
do your duty, as I try to do mine; we neither of

us deserve thanks from one another; it is not
necessary.”” :

‘¢ Good morning, My, Ward!”

“ Good morning, Miss Lyle!”

“ Piroud, cold, Qisagreeable man; there is some-
thing'noble in him though he is such a boor.”
Such were Gertrude’s thoughts, ’

““I think I repressed the poetry that time; '
the girl is bright, and good, and certainly alady.”
Su‘(‘tl’(l}we(li'e Mr. Ward’s conclusions, -

ood morning, John!” Ralph Livi
eam%rllrllto the roogi. | P mingston
¢ Who was that lovely girl I met in the hall

“ What lovely girl? . Do you mean Miss Lyle
my governess ?’’ ’

“ Your governess!” He @ shri i
«Tp Lout % overnes gave a.shrill whistle, -
- “Miss Lyle just left this room.”

“You don’t say so! She has the most lovely
face NI have ever seen.” :

“ Now don’t go off in an ecstacy, Ralph.” And

vexed, he hardly knew why, he érieda;o change-

~ the subject.

“But where did you get her ¢
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« On Twenty-seventh Street, I told you. Do
let Miss Lyle alone; she is well enough.”

¢J ghould rather say she was. How are the
children, and Miss Ward ?” Seeing his friend
was vexed. ’ :
- ¢« Quite as well as usual, thank you. Margaret
is always ailing, more or less.”
¢« How do they bear the new system of teach-
ing?”’ ‘ ‘
2 Very well. But; Ralph, you never sent me
“that harrow.” ‘ '

«T couldn’t, John! The man had his patent |

taken from him for some reason, I don’t know
. what, and he is not making any more at present.

But I must go. I justcame in for a moment ag -
I passed. I rode Black Bess so fast that she was

all in a lather.” :

« Don’t hurry, Ralph; Roger will see to Bess.”

“Yes! Bat I had better go. I will come in
again this evening.”  And though he did not say
it, Ralph was bent on knowing the governess.

« Now, I will ‘have a time with Ralph about
that girl. I would give anything if she had never

come. She is a bright little thing (if only she -

don’t get spoiled), and manages the children
admirably. I am sorry I was so rough with her;
may be I frightened her. That was a good move
about Marietta. Why, the little thing is as full of
apirit as she can be; but I don’t want Ralph to

fall in love with-her. It would be dreadful if he

were to take a fancy to her; it would be just
like him, he is so impulsive. -~ A Livingston
marry a governess! Iorrors! But sheis a lady.
‘What the d—1 am I dreaming of? I wish that
girl were in the Red Sea.” He took down a
book, and commenced to read. “That man
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writes like a prig.” He yawned wearily. «
I am afraid I rode too far tblrrzis mbrning? { .hopg
I did not hurt Beelzebub. Ralph said she had a

- lovely face. "‘What possessed him to say that?

I wish he hadn’t said it. Ralph is a fool abo
women. She does look p'ret.lgily though. Sllll:,
shall stay up-stairs where he cannot worry her,
poor little thing; she shall not be worried. Well.
I never knew any one so tired as I am th%Jn‘l‘(T\rn:
ing. Ugh!” He yawned again. *I wish T hadn't
made & fool of myself about her finger; I do
wonder what she thought? I hope she don’t
think T have got that handkerchief, Hang her!
Why can’t she ask for it? I don’t know what.
i8 the matter with me this morning ; I never re-
member being so tired. It is fortunate I am not
like Ralph, ready to run after every protty face ;
he would get himseif into no end of scrapes if he

“ had ‘not me to watch him. ®*wish he had let

Miss Lyle alone. Governesses have a hard time
poor things!”  The brackets round the word
were deeply indented. ¢“Ralph shan’t worry her
though she is only a governess, Ralph is a fool]

~ A decided fool! "If I had not known him all my

life I would give him up. He is such a con-

: founded fool I’
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CHAPTER XL

«] askED Miss Lyle to comésdown stairs this
evening after the children were inbed; she looked
so lonely in the school-room last evening. I
thought a change would be more agreea.ble for

her.”

| ne in this
clonded. “Itappears asthough every one in
house were in league to co;:t’gradlct me. Ralph
is coming here this evening. '

v «Dear Ralph! Is he &t home again? | Iwill

be so glad to see’Him.” .. o
“ Ygs; but don’t you understand it is unfor-

tunate? I did not want Ralph t;) meet Miss |

Lyle.” . Toi ‘:; ’

“ Why not, John?” - . .

« Ma%aret,, please don’t begin and ask a mil-
ion questions.” ' _ |
ho‘l‘l'l(?llllle parlor is so large, I don’t see how we
can trouble you; Miss Lyle is going to show
me a new crochet stitch, and she is such a per-
fect lady, I don’t see how she- would trouble
_yo‘z:‘a.I don’t doubt it; but Ralph _‘i}s su,?h a fool, he

ill be sure to fall in love with her.” :
e Fall in love with a governess!” Miss Ward
held up her hands, ¢ My poor br.other,. hov’&:
little you understand the usages of, society. ;‘
And she sighed. ¢ There is no danger of any-

«] am sorry, Margaret.” Mr. Ward's face

»
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thing of the kind; you know the - Livingston
pride. Iwould hot even breathe such a thou ght.”

“I suppose you mean I have not common
sense; it was-a pity I was not more thoroughly
educated to suit your fastidious tastes.” . Mr.
Ward, who was in a thoroughly bad hamor,

- vented it on his sister as the most convenient

object. .
“Brother! brother! Why will you always be

- so violent? You must know I mean nothing

unkind.” But I can speak to Miss Lyle.”
‘“There you go again, Margaret. Don’t you
know if you tell her not to come, now that you
have ssked her, she will suspect something; and -
you women are so very inquisitive, she will soon
find out that Ralph is here, and have her own

thoughts,”

“ Miss Lyle is too modest a girl for anything
of the kind; you sadly wrong her.” N aturally
kind-hearted, Miss Ward took up the cudgels in
the absent one’s favor.

“Well, I don’t suppose I know anything, and
had better go to school.”

“ Miss Lyle is a sensible girl, and acted very
wisely about Marietta; but she does everything
too quickly with the impatience of youth; Ma-
rietta might as well have stayed a few days
longer.” , -

“Bhe might not, and it was I who ordered her
to go instantly; when a servant is discharged
the sooner she goes the better, for she would
have only exercised a bad influence on the rest.”

“I know, brother, but then one pities the

‘poor thing; and I am afraid it will exercige a .
bad influence on the other servants, and make
‘them dislike her.”
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¢ MissLyle has not been hasty, Margaret; she ,

s shown decision of charagter, and much more
ggod sense than you were é(:rer uilty of. V:Th)é
could not you, long'ago, do as she has done, ge ?13
of Marietta, when you knew she ought to g(I) ?

“Don’t be unkind, brother; you know. kzluﬁ.
not strong, or used to children.” A tear trickle |
down heér cheek, as she could not bear reproo
fro‘?lFI;Igi.ve me, Margaret, I know I was cross.
I am tired; and that Italian and I had a stpt:ipy
scene.” He gave her a warm Kiss of reconcilia-

tion that more than healed the brea:h. i}
* % %* *

¢« QOne~two, three—put the thread over the .

needle so, and it will be all right.” Mr. Ward

looked up from his paper, and watched the bright, -

irl i is sister’s stu-
intelligent girl who was bearing his sis _
llig.fﬁt;rgso pgatiently. “ Qne, two, three, Miss
Ward,—that’s it; only hold the thread more
loosélsr, or it will be drawn too tight, and can-

not lie smoothly.”

- thi derstand.
« Thank you, dear! I think I un
‘Who t:u hﬁY y01,1 all these pretty stitches you do-

so easily 7

«T learned them at school; you know I told =

1 T was educated in Paris.” _
e Y;j‘sr dear, I remember your telling me. Good
evening, Ralph. Dear boy,?,I am so glad to see
~ ! “How is your mother?” |
Yo Miss Lyle,%/[r. Livingston.” Ralph bowed.
« Mother is very well, }:ha;;kby(::, aléll?allz: ?}I}I:}l:l]%
soon. . You look better .
%gs:eggvogou, Miss Ward. Well, John, any news

" this evening 7

“ Nothing at éll, Ralph. Have you heard anyl.

143 P?7?
more of your lovely cousin?

5
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“ Not aword.” Ralph looked confased.  Mr.
Ward takes the privilege of an old friend, and is
fond of quizzing me.” _ '

Gertrude had heard Mr. Tivingston frequently
spoken of by Miss Ward, and was prepared to
see him, as she knew he was coming that even- .

| _ing, Miss Ward having told her. Mr. Ward, who

‘was watching her, saw thg glad look in her eyes
as the young man came in.” She half extended
her haud, and then blushed a vivid crimson. He
set_her down as a flirt, like all other women,
and felt disappointed, he hardly knew why.
Judging from appearances, she was in love al-
ready, may be with his name—just like any silly -

. school-girl. He looked at her no longer, deciding

she was not worth the trouble.

Ralph, meanwhile, saw the blush and eager
face, and decided that it was his new coat that

- was 50 becoming; and with the vanity that is

always to be found in a man who has any pre-
tension to good looks, stood before the glass in
his room; when he went home, for a full half
hour, contemplating his back, nose, and eyes in
turn, a8 he decided Miss Lyle was a lovely girl,
and a sensible one too, and that he would always
have his coats made the same way. So he made

- an excuse to go to New York very soon after,
~and ordered three coats of the same style, only

differing in color. Mr. Ward looked at the coat,
and wished Ralph had a little sense and would
not run after every woman he saw. What, in
the name of all that was wonderful, did he wear
that coat for—coming to pass the evening in full
dress, as if he were going to a party? He was 80Ty
ke had dressed himself as he had, and he wishe
- : 11 :
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" he were not as good-looking, for he pitied Miss
Lyle, though she was so silly, and he was not
going to have Ralph trouble her. Meanwhile,
Grertrude, interested in Mr, Livingston because
he was very much like a portrait she had in her
possession, thonght he was very ha}dsome and
well-bred, so different from Mr. Ward, and she
knew she tvould like him very much. We see
Gertrunde was forgetting the governess, and the
pink silk was decidedly going up in the scales.

«How do you like New York, Miss Lyle?”.

Mr. Ward frowned st Ralph and tried to at-
tract his attention. He was forgetting Miss
Lyle’s position as governess, and she should not
be trifled with. |

«“Very much, thank you, Mr. Livingston.” She

dwelt on the name ag though she liked it.

Mr. Ward interrupted with some question
about horses, which Ralph answered impatiently,
thinking his friend was very tiresome. So when
again he turned to Gertrude, Mr. ‘Ward inter-
rupted with another question, which this time
she answered herself, showing she understood
what they were talking about. Seeing Gertrude
could join in, Ralph talked about horses for full

five minutes, to satisfy his host, though Mr. Ward

did not look as much pleased as he should have
done under the circumstances, .
«You like horges, Miss Ward ?”’ .
«Tndeed I do, Mr. Livingston! *But I don’t
~ like to talk horse—particularly here.”

“Why not?” Mr. Ward was interested enough |

-to say. : |

~«T think it is not ladylike, or a fit subject for
a lady’s parlor. Do you?” She raised her eyes to
Ralph’s face. “ There are so very many subjects
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t . _
sziﬂzll{))lfi?’ from, we can always select the most
“I agree with you perfectly, Mi
| fectly, Miss Lyle.”
VV:, I]%ow pleﬁgagt t? %nd a kindred spi);it! ” Mr
rumbled. ¢ 1 .
Jrar L?le " e suppose you like poetry,
“To be sure I do, Mr. Ward. I woi
s\a«éi‘l‘g& wanting inhtasté if I did not.” : ?Vould be
suppose that is intended as a settler f.
me. That little witch zue T
evervgfnet with ) ite has the sharpest tongue I
“ What are you1mak:ink i ‘

What g, Miss Lyle—
c‘ushlon? Ralph examined her Worl'z curi%usﬁfa
¢ ’\‘N‘fgo for, may I ask ?”’ ' A

d _ »» .
langn fgl(} y perl-solu may be for you!” she said
‘““Now that passes everything!”
hat ything I Mr, W
dre(aiw away in disgust. “ She is cegrtainly the m?)rs(iiz |
1a}mll;wu)usin young woman I have ever met. To
ka to a man in that style whom she has only
n(l)lwn an hour! I had better be careful myself
'E‘—h eaven knows what she will say to me.”
here;g ?g)peared};_ however, to be no danger of
wigf I{al pgl*l 'anyt ing, so much was she engrossed
iss Ward was too much engaged with
lr]lgrv-v ?[?gf-}{) t,c;hlgoticf(.a what was ggoi%lg (?rvlltll}oglne(ll'
. iier brother’s face grew darker as hel
at her and thought what an idi st b
¢ \ t she was to b
8o much interested in a ]ittlelbmll i 1
a l‘)‘oge Wi:h a hook at one end. - ot gtrmg and
Lne, two, three,” counted Miss Ward i
gost 1a;ggra,vating m,,anner. It would h%:‘\?e 1;1:23
h‘lamdt e greatest pleasure to throw a book at her
ang . But still the “one, two, three” went an.
: poo;' Miss Ward, unconscious of the storm
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that raged in her brother’s breast, occasionally
asked a question of Gertrude, and then went on
contentedly with her task. : . -
Where was Margaret's pride? Her brother
put the brackets in go tightly round the word
overness that it quite hurt him. How ridicu-
ously Ralph looked, turning hims If into a reel
for the governess's pleasure, who was busily en-
gaged winding her worsted off of his hands!
Ralph was making a fool of himself waiting on
the governess. The words were almost hissed
through his teeth as he picked up her scissors,
“Thank you, Mr. Ward.” The low words
brought him to himself, though his sister still
went on in- her insane and purposeless way.
“One, two, three!” If she had only said, *“four,
five, six!” to vary it, it would have been some
relief; but that tiresome muttering almost set
him wild. He commenced an impatient prom-
enade of the carpet, while the three idiots, as
he mentally styled them, still sat comfortably
round the table, not noticing him atall. At last,
however, the window was thrown up, and he was
azing far out into the night. ‘
«Kit-choo ! Kit-choo!” Miss Ward sneezed.
«T feel a draught, Miss Lyle, don’t you "’ :
« Mr. Ward has the window up.” .
«The window up! Oh dear! dear!” She

drew her shawl round her shoulders. 1 shall -

take my death of cold, John! Brother!”
« Mr. Ward.” Gertrude’s light hand was laid
on his arm. ¢ You are making the room too

cold for your sister.”

«Too"cold! Why, it is suffocating.” The

window was brought down with a bang, while

Miss Ward gave a succession of little shrill -

screams.

b
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‘(‘} Ohf,.mydnerves ! my poor nerves ”
oniound your nerves, he had it on the ti
oltl‘ his tongue to say; but could not say ?t tllg
the young girl’s presence. “Hang that girl !
‘I‘w1sh she was in Jericho!” He rang the bell.
James, this fire is not large enough to roast
an ox. Miss Ward wishes it of the adequate
size.” Shutting the door in the puzzled man’s
fa(:?, he made his way towards the study.
. Brother! brother! I am sure he is going to
favery”lll. I wonder if he would take a little
%;'l(])%lf;.l"s -i]i\llzis Ward gras quite upset by her
, mper, a i 1
wai\s{eviv%ently' sptl))ile,d .n their pleagant evening
_Mr. Ward meanwhile plodded .
h;s study, ashamed of having madzpssgl? z;.i Odv{':
gv ggl ci)t’; lfienn];per‘,‘ %nd wondering what (Gertrade
. suppose she will set me dow
as more of a boor-than ever,” and certai ’ he
, tainl
‘S}?uld not expect to compare v’ery brillia ntlly zviltll?
R;:l %ooél-‘natured,l good-tempered, gentleman)
R ngbl “I suppose this is an end of all that is
serf 1'd? I Ralph; he has learned to make him-
self ridiculous, he ig so very weak; and that girl
is Plel;{%ﬂy insufferable, she is growing more
Sﬁgil ea lfgsgh?)?g.’” \Xasdever man blessed with
10ld ! nd 8o the impatient
Elms kept up; but we will leave thg ‘-]iolri ga?;ig
e‘r‘l,B amzhgo back to the parlor. ' :
, . brother must surely be ill, Miss Lyle. . He-
suffers from attacks in his head,” Migsewgg

“tried to explain. “I noticed he has had too

much color for the last few days. Don’t you

‘think he had a great deal of color, Ralph 7

“Yes! I should rather say he had.” And

temper, too, h '
» t00, he addednr:lenta]ly, as Ralph, for
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the first time, was seriously provoked with his
friend.

«PDon’t hurry, Ralph,” as he took up his hat

intending to go. \
 «Ttis late, L am afraid.”

«“No! quite early; stay a little while longer;
T have been so busy we have not_had our usual
talk, and Miss Lyle has some more worsted ready
for you.” :

Fasily persuaded, Ralph again resumed his
geat; and Mr. Ward was more incensed than
ever, by hearing the pleasant hum of laughter
and talk. Evidently he had not disturbed
them at all, and it was very provoking to
feel of so little consequence. He would have

liked to have gone.back, but pride interfered: .

80 the proud man stayed in his study, and won-
dered what she would think, and then was ‘angry
with himself for wondering, but thought all the
more. He even got out her poor little handker-
chief to burn, as he was learning his lesson so.
badly; but something held him back, and he
could not do'it. So the handkerchief was putin

golitary confinement again. “That girl i perfect- |

ly insufferable; I would send her off if it were
not for the children ; but I owe them some duty,
poor little wretches, Itis strange how they take
to her. She is a mystery altogether, an exceed-
ingly disagrecable mystery. I wonder what she

" can think?” So he mused on, uncomfortable
and displeased with himself, and every oue else,
till the servant came to put out the light, and
awakened him from his reverie.

~ true story ¥’ -
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CHAPTER XIIL

It was one evening, toward ‘
g, 8 the end o -
Yﬁgﬁ)er that we again find Gertrude witfl‘l Igl?e
;,) lldren, in Miss Ward’s sitting-room. It had
heﬁn g cold, wet day, and the children had not
ad their usual walk; ‘so, to keep them quiet
and amused, Gertrude was telling them stories
Giovannino was on her lap, with one chubb

~ arm round her neck, making sad riot with her

smooth hair; and Rosa, sitting close b
111s!:en1ng %u:h eager, Wide-o%ened e{relé?r, 'Fl?:
child had ertrude’s hand in hers, and held it to
he‘I: :][lps, while she pleaded for more stories.
the tam tired, Rosa; only one more story, and
th n tea will be ready.” It was a lovely picture;

e young girl’s pure, fresh face, and the little
ones’, warmed and made rosy by the bright
tglfate-ﬁt'e. Ever since Gertrude had been with
them there was the greatest change noticeable
in ‘11:he1r appearance; they were always neat now;
and though their clothes were simply made, the ’
fitted well and were becoming. Rosa’s lomy

Jetty curls were her pride, and she took morg
pains with the little girl, as she loved the bg
m??%v at,lnd was afraid of being unjust. d

at shall 1t, be, Rosa—a fairy story or a

“Oh! a fairy story.”

P
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« What shall it be, Vannino—a fairy story ?”’
«Yes!” The child was too comfortable and
happy to cdre, as he nestled more closely in her
arms. = = ‘
. Mr. Ward was passing the open door, and
paused to look at the pretty group, and listen
to the fairy stories, too. He came in so noise-
lessly, that the children and Gertrude were én-
tirely unconscious of the addition to their party.
«A wonderful fairy story about a giant.” Rosa,
who was fond of excitement, clung to the un-
real. ‘ S "
«If you hug me so tight, Vannine,” as he
gave her a fervent kiss, “I can’t tell my story.”
« Kiss me, too, Miss Lyle.” Rosa’s face was
raised, and Gertrude gave the required em-
brace. :
« Do please begin, Miss Lyle.”
«You won’t ask me for any more? I willtell
you a wonderful story about a giant, if you prom-
ise not to ask me for any more. But I will have.

to keep it unless you do promise, as it will be .

- long.” | .

"‘gi)h, how nice! Dear, good, beautiful Miss
Lyle.” The eager child again pressed her hand
to her lips., “I won’t ask you for any more;
and Floss must listen too.” She raised the
dog’s head on her knee. ¢ Floss knows a great

deal, Miss Lyle. See, he is looking at you.”

She patted the smooth brown head.

«He is a dear old dog, Rosa. But I am so
‘tired, my throat will erack if I don’t commence.
I cannot speak another word, for I never could

tell my story if .my throat were cracked.” Ger-

trude laughed, and having made Vannino more
comfortable, commenced her story. |
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«Tt is to be all out of your.head, Miss Lyle 2’

“Yes, Rosa,” The child, who liked Gertr)l;de’s
stories better than those she had read out of
books, drew closer to her as she listened. * Things
were much finer in the days of our grandmothiers
as every boy and girl knows.” She looked st the
children, who were too much interested to inter-
rupt her. “The sky was bluer; the sun shone
more brightly; the lakes were wider and deeper,
and the rivers longer than we have ever known
them. ‘Well; in the days of my grandmother
there lived a giant on the top of a very high

- mountain. The mountain was so high, it was

away up among the clouds, and no on
reached the top of it where the giante ]?:gde‘;'g:
men who tried ascending it grew giddy long, be-
i(;]eeethey reached a twentieth- part of the dis- -
“ My grandmother was a very old |

had lost all her front teeth ex-g;pt tv&gdg(; 2?12
could not tell the story very distinctly, but I will
(flio“my best to tell it to you.”

- I?géahoﬁ) lflfugngr P b(zth the (fhiidren laughed.

082, interrupt me r :
have all my breath forpmy st(’)ry.e %, and L must
“The giant, who lived on this high mountain

from living so high, had a very good appetite as
the air was purer than when it reaches us. He
ate everything that came in his way, and it was
particularly bad in the summer time; for when
1t grew warm, and the weather was relaxing, he
reached down his arms hundreds and thousands

. of miles, and lifted up the people to ‘eat.

_“The good fairies put the wicked people i
] in
his way; but he ate so much, and ,therlé Wgre 80

many bad people, thére was great danger that
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there would be no. one left. " 8o both good and
bad fairies joined together to punish him. They
turned the world upside down for one night, so

that all the rivers and lakes ran up to the top of

the mountain and deluged it; and it was very
damp, éven when they ran back again. '

«The giant took a fearful cold—such a cold as
had never been heard of before. He coughed at
least a million times, so the thunder shook the
world; and he sneezed so hard that quite a spray
descended from the mountain, and the whole
world caught cold too; even the birds had colds,
and one crow in particular sneezed so hard that
he split his tongue, and he commenced to talk—
for every one knows it is only necessary to gplit a
crow’s tongue, and he will talk certainly ; and so
- the crow commenced.” ' -

« g that so, Miss Lyle?” - L

“People say so, dear,” Gertrude went. on,
while the most attentive listener wondered at the
nonsense she could so easily command. ¢This
was the crow’s story: All my race was mourning
for the sins of the world. My grandmother, who-
was vain, and thought harself finer than the rest
of her family, decided that she would 'wear col-
ors, so she bought a yellow cravat. My grand-
father was to tie it for her; but his bill ran into
her eye, and hurt her so, she jumped, and he
tied the cravat so tightly, she choked to death.
So ended my grandmother, '

« Then the crow told about his brothers and
sisters. It was all very interesting to him; but
the birds went to sleep, for they were not snobs,
and did not care for family. So the crow was

. angry for two whole days, and would not gpeak

a word.”’ .
. N ’ x :
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“What an ugly crow! Th like me
yo?icrame, Misg ]‘ﬂ o at was like me bef'qre
) = s .
her stﬁ%r.Rosa’ 1t was.” She again went on with
“¢What shall I do to make pe
, ople 1
}13;3 zt ?g th:hcrg_wdw:? vain, he fskg)d thgocliw?f-:
ein e bir i ‘
fox 1 couldg;: the of wisdom, was the only oue
:: ‘ST?}:rel and learn,’ said the owl.
..o the crow resolved to travel, and h
hig valise and started on his. jourﬁeyn. ngcricoev?
we will read the crow’s diary: ‘I have been in
fécel_and, where there is nothing at all to eat
orie of the people grow so thin, they turn into
grasshoppers, and are eaten up by the frogs. I
saw one old lady and her grandson eaten up" it
“lrfs a very sad sight. The air is so clear and the
:h y so blue that the people all look ghastly, even
Al ehfat ones. But some are so thin you ¢an see
rlgi,r] t tl}rough them the rocks and stones on the
other side. T went to church, and the words were

~ trozen, as they fell out of the minister’s lips, into

all sorts of glorious shapes, till it was if
jtq see them, I pecked at one or two E&?ﬁtﬁ;ﬂ
bill, and have felt quite happy and good eve{
since. Iam a wonderful person here. The kin
thought so highly of me, he wanted my statu%
cast in ice; but the very thought made me shud
der, 80 I refused the honor. There is anothe;
thing peculiar here. The people have very lon
1];]];’:1?; i) iix(ilégnug are ghe‘y that they have tokeeg
dowIl} e 11[31 ;;1"5 1 hair pins, and only let them
“How very funny!” both the child '
Rosa stopped suddenly in her laugh I;r?dsgg?;fgd ‘
to the chair behind them.. “Papaj, Miss Lyle
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Listen, papa.” And running to him, the child,
who had been nearer her father since the scene
with the dog, took him by the hand, as he rose
from his seat laughing. o ‘

« Now go on, Miss Lyle.” ‘

*«Not to night, Rosa. It is tea-time.” .
. «Tt was such a nice, funny story!” the child
pleaded. ¢ Do, Miss Lyle!” |

«] am sorry I interrupted you, Miss Lyle; I
was quite interested about the crow.” He smiled
at her blushing face. ¢ Why is she always so anx-
ious to get away from me, and never at her ease?”
Mr. Ward softened on seeing the children with

- her, and wondered at her power of amusing them
so well. ¢« Don’t go, Miss Lyle! Ttis early yet.”

- He drew Rosa on his knee. The child sat un-
comfortably, as she did not feel at her ease in
her unusual position and wanted to be put down.
«“You have a very vivid imagination, Miss,
Lyle.” ,

«Not at all, sir! It is very easy to interest
children ; they require so little.” _

«Don’t you think that rather exciting food for
these young ears ?””° Trying to draw her out. .

“ No, sir! I think more harm is done by good,
little moral tales, if long continued, than fairy
stories. Children do not naturally like them,and
they are not candid if they say they do; it soon
males them. stupid ; while fairy tales give the
imagination so much scope,-and suggest so many
new ideas.” She could not help smiling. /|

~ «Yes; I should rather think they did.” Mr.
- Ward smiled too. _ _

« Miss Lyle knows such beautiful stories ; and
she tells them whenever we are good. Is not
that nice ?”’ o

listened till thei

-me 80?7 Those children are wonde
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““How often are you good, Rosa ?”

“ Always now, papa.”” She !
apa. ooked doub
?t hGertr?‘de, as being released she drgvlclr (flf(l)lf}]y
o her. “Am I good, Miss Lyle ?’ .

“ YGS, R ! 1 ‘
good aliosa}, Vannino and yourself are hoth

“I was not
shoc%‘;rher hea%(.md yesterday.” She regretfully
‘“ What did you do, Roga ?”
“T tore Miss Lyle’s dress!
L] - 3 I W ?
H?‘I'I:y:fahlled W1tlﬁtears at the ren?grz(;):;gg!
8 an aceident; you did not i
a What(}gitgrll;\lge put her arm round thfii?liﬁ
Yy . 188 Liyle do?’ the father again
“She mended it!” Rosa’s face bri

““She mended it so T
«Miss Toe t o I could not find the

ghtened.
place.”

_ Cross someti af?”
father said to tease her. TS Hosa 2" her

“No, never!” Ver e
. No, r y earnestly. "¢ She
lwygnps. Poor little things! theyyhad hSahdeanﬁve&'
i e, \z;‘;d had not quite forgotten ar
e must go, it is nearly tea-time,”

rQ?e with Vannino still in 1{@: aa;lnn;e. Grertrude

¢ That child is too heavy.” .

“Not at all, sir.”” She i

0 hor | gld him more tightly .
:: Good evening, Mr. Ward!”
Good evening, Miss Lyle!” He waited and

t r voices were no longer h
¢ She is a good girl; I wonder ny sh:a;]‘z?t;ns‘
in 80 short a time; they are almos rootaged

and. t :
now, and they were such little friglﬁg?ge}gggﬂlg

12

¥
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CHAPTER XIIL.

- - ! ’,

“ MRs groN was here this morning.
“%IVZZ.‘ é%i??fargaret? I would have hked tg
~ have seen her.” -~ Mr. Ward had been mzﬁe
azliablé since the unfortunate. evegmtgh;; the.

arlor, as he felt thorguﬁhlytﬁzﬁﬁ?ﬁalv% himselt.
"« She was looking better.  have scon he

1 time. She asked for Miss Ly1e, '

ﬁor 2ar23gquite delighted with her. I Wlshnhlg_:

L[igingston would remektlnb(iar she ]128 ;rlrlle 8%?92?1 nese,
a t her as she does— .
%I;%e;\l:iﬁlt{)?spoiled. ‘She asked her to come.and

spend the holidays there, as she supposed the

hy 33
ildren would have a hohda;v.
ch‘1‘ V;‘T‘ilat did Miss Lyle say?

bl

« Miss Lyle acted nicely; she said she would -

it I
i ry much, and then asked me 1
ﬁieu t;)itgi(i’: :;goﬁld be ,convement. I told %erai
saw go reason why she could not go, for Lvivn
very glad it happened, as Lucy Cecil is coming

for'n few days, and it will be_ pleasant to have

the house to ourselves when dear Lucy is here.

n’ think so, brother ?”’ . .
D(:ﬂr?lvg 3;2:31 Miss Ward intended reviving her pet

scheme; for Lucy Cecil, being five years younger

than her brother, was of a suitable age. And |

- guch a dear girl!” as she told Gertrude.

'« Are you not glad, John, that dear Lgcy is

coming?’ =
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“ Hang dear Lucy! you know I hate women,
- Is Miss Lyle going?” ' o
“Yes, certainly she is! Do you know I should
not wonder if Ralph’s fancy for Miss Lyle amount-
ed to something.” o ‘
“There you go again, Margaret! What crank
have you got in your head now? Women never
can be satisfied unless they are match-making.
“Don’t you know Ralph is not a marrying man?
 he takes love as ?1 does his breakfast, and feels
in duty bound to'fall in love with every woman
he meets.” :

“I don’t know, brother; but when his mother
sides with him I think it looks more serious,”

“What can you mean, Margaret ?”’

“ Before Miss Lyle came down to see Mrs,
Livingston we were talking of governesses; I |
thought I would put Mrs. Livingston on her
guard, 8o I told her what I thought about their
being kept in their places, Mrs. Livingston was
quite indignant. I am always in the wrong.”’
Miss Ward raised her handkerchief to her eyes.
“She was very angry, and asked me if I had no
charity. Just to think of it, brother. No charity 1’

“Do try and come to the point, Margaret,
without all this shilly-shallying.>’ :

“ Well then, brother, she wanted to know what
a woman could do if she were left without
means, and cited Miss Mason’s case.. I was 8Orry
I said anything.” Her handkerchief was again
in requisition.” “I have never seen dear, kind
Mrs, Livingston so angry before; but I suppose
it is my fate always to give offense.” Miss Ward
sobbed.

“Do stop crying, Margaret; what has all 'this
to do with Miss Lyle?” ,
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« Can’t you see, brother, hearing Ralph rave
~ about her as he does, Mrs. Livingston would not
bring them together in the same house unless
she wished something to happen?” _And much
too modest to mention the. words, Miss Ward
shook her head. “It will be a very good thing
for her, poor dear; but I am sorry on the chil-
. dren’s account., Poor little things, how they
will miss Miss Lyle! She is a very estimable
young. person, brother 1 don’t think you have
ever done her justice.” S

«T do wish you would let the girl alone, and
not always be hatching schemes. She is well
enough; and Ralph shall not worry her while
ghe is in this house at least.”’

«She takes the worrying kindly, brother.”
Miss Ward smiled aggravatingiy.

«You always like to be contradictory, Marga-
vet; it is an abominable habit. 1 wish you wouid
stop it. Miss Lyle is studious, and has other
things to think of than Ralph and his nonsense.”
He brought his hand down on the table. “ You
shall not aggravate that girl, Margaret, or put
false ideas in her head; she is well enough, only
leave her in peace.” . : :

T know what I know; but I suppose I must
‘not speak.” Miss Ward pursed up her mouth.

«What do you know, Margaret?” But Miss

Ward, delighted at being wiser than her brother,

-shook her head.
« What do you know; are you dumb?”
«No matter, brother, I will not waste time

making schemes.”

« Margaret, I am surprised at your wasting 80

much time over the governess. I should think

‘my sister would have more pride. Has the Ward

[

- must know everything.”

‘room ready.”
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amily degenerated i ’
o ?[tiﬂiy. Iy ed in you?” He drew himself ,
“l suppose so, brother! - rate, T
r!  But, at y
’11:11?:[? ”goc])jgl eryes, and ean see a ’thin;nzoﬁft:,nc{
. eeling provoked, and wanting to wor

" her brothier, she blurted out her secret. ¢ Miss

i‘sy;i 1:;(::% Sé?l},dy nature on horseback, with Ralph
“She is t T The word St“d}' was emphasized
‘position » ?L&l'dy ferns and trees from an elevated
forgotte:‘a theliiezg%‘i: ln1 ber indignation, had
1Ongsﬁ‘ince gone. re leafless, and the ferns
“She will freeze. Maro: o '

' . argaret, are i
Raleh shal ot mke hr do any wuch thing.
very leaonttn'lake her; she expects to hgw.re a
ises tg b sant time; .and, as to freezing, it prom
usually S(Zvaér?l'ldlzv }ntf r, just as the fall was un-

'ba0]§31‘iding.” . 18 lovely weather for horse-
- “But does Miss Lyle inter o

. : yle intend to distingui
self in short skirts? You are so well ;gz;:g }.}l’?)ll:
£ . ? -

“Noj; she is to have poor
“No; Helen Livi ’
];:I]:llt’h t.hat. her motherphas nexlrzr; Iﬁg&n%?fg n?
lookIs) ;)r Since she died. Don’t you think (')t
ks erlllous now, brother? Mrs, Livin :stol
offor g; er poor Helen’s habit that she h .
B yﬁv,1 aken such care of. It was a lovely da lis
> e oth, and will be very becomi b Miss
. ming to Miss
“I never heard any on essly
y one talk as ‘
ou do, Margaret. I should suppo:gn;zllfszlgrﬁ?g

find something more important to think of,”

{4 3
‘8o I have, brother. Iam getting dear Lucy’é

19%

»*
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| ' nust thirty-three.
“Pr 1d Luecy! She must be
Y;;nggig- exactlsjlr two years younger than 1
“.Bh brother! You mistake; she is quite a
it ) -
irl.” . ., |
1d girl, Margaret.
::i} pne ttJ%l?n! gH:)w very 1{111gem‘dem;mly(,)u ;E
m very élad Miss Lyle is not here tltl).hﬁali 3:3 ou-
i Hang it, Margaret! Do 3;321:'00:11% o o
‘ ess’s name 18 Dne _of .
' ;%%ig%genll[ am beginning quite to dislike the
B Wil we g dear Lucy the blue room, or
ve dear y the bl 0
th: Z;}alér ero%lm, ‘brother?’ trying to interest
himn, @i he attic. I wish you
¢ it! Give her the a
coillliii[i::r;%klabout something but women, Marga-

) ret; you know how I dislike the subject. W]:)xen |

is Miss Lyle oi?g [iad
-« Next week.” -

«What a relief! Then we can have a quiet

i > ildren off
Sgglieblaieﬁsc& W%V(}}Jou}i(}()ili %L—yz)é:l:gifggggz t;(?‘il:
%);':g:yags:)l gérﬁ?lmg:‘?ernusegit; and she fmight
1ik‘(‘aii)t:f;”you think i,E a sensible present for a pér-
sor"x‘ }lr‘lrllllg f ?(?ltl:mc%ifuse me 53, Sgﬁriae;l(‘g,ug%‘tﬁﬁ
gﬁ%ﬁ}ﬁsﬁ %ggttei?? hﬁvg lbezft the room,

[ » - . = - hard N
.. «Margaret is childish, poor thing; it is

i for; she has
interest in what she cares for; _
%:)Oeg:: daagt;gd sister. -1 must try emd_b%1 t?:;lfvgil;i
and humor her little fancies. She Iﬂl}% e e
let Miss Lyle have that whip, 1t 1s suc 0g-1x

e I . ’
LU N PU A T

riages,

'R
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the-manger spirit keeping it; I dislike the prin-
ciple of the thing.” "Mr. Ward walked back to
tell his sister so. “A man has so much to in-
terest him; but women, poor things, have only
these little trifles. I wonder if Miss Lyle will be
down this evening? I think I will put on my
coat like Ralph’s; it has more pockets, and is
more convenient.” Mr. Ward was in his room
dressing for dinner, a very unusual thing for
him. - o
~ “That is easy, and.the pockets are very con-
venient;’” he worked his armsg up and down in
the new coat. “I wonder if Margaret would
like a blue cravat? Poor Margaret is changing
sadly, and it is just as well to humor her!” He
spent at least ten minutes trying to make his
cravat look' like Ralph’s.

“I' hope Margaret will be pleased;”” and he
took down the hand-glass and looked at his back;
“women think so much of these little things.
My hair is too long; I will have it cut. Trying to
please one’s sister gives one a great deal of trou- .
ble. I will let my moustache grow when Miss
Lyle is gone; it would please Margaret; she
used to like it, and Miss Lyle is such an abomin-
ably impertinent young woman, she would: be

" sure to notice it.

* Poor.dear Margaret, how much we will enjo
a little quiet together! Hang that Lucy Ceecil!
I forgot all about her.” 'ﬁhe soft thoughts
melted. “I am sorry if what Margaret says is
true about Ralph; a Livingston -marry a gov-
erness; I can’t even bear the thought; and Mar-
garet always talked so much about unequal mar-
Wﬁmen are as variable ag weather-cocks,
and there is no use putting any faith in them.

. v | R
B SR
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!

‘ . . ¢ d'Q?
Unequal marriages are the work ﬁf thgtﬁgtr'lhis
Hpe(}'ace grew very dark as he thoug  of his

" Heaven preserve Ralph frp'ni —
ga‘zg P He shall not sacrifice himselfit 1 ¢ pn
Vellltf ::é,s a pleasant home scene—the dtﬂr?dcgl(;lses
in the parlor that evenings; Miss War('l ‘]:as Miee
'-%EJI le busy working, while Mr. Vi\fa{'l s e
Ly aloud to his sister. Miss Lyle ad said e
nllg' nt he was selfish— keeping 2 he good
iﬁ?ﬁggs to himself, therefore he was reading a

is sister. - T :

to ‘I‘Jgazz?ih::ss;? What a strange nsm:i(i,1 ! .B}ckﬁl:

ust ha,-v% ‘had something to“do wit : I} eond of
%ard 1aid down the paper. ‘1 amvery

4 oo
a good name, are you, Miss Lyle?

' ne syl- -
«Very: I dislike very much names of one 8y

” - stog and bit her lips in vexa-
lgbrlf{ Missl;eVSVt;)I%.p ev?éa‘ too mucgl occuplled_to
Egﬁ;:é’ " only,he{.é)gcﬁ};egr I]:;g:es;; Livingston,

[3 1 5 |
fo;' iIn:}:]‘a?npc%S?e Bg);:haps you would like to change:
yoﬁr e T Livin%ioga:?y » She looked salieily’

) 80 . ke )
aut‘-;]}f:;l op(:,‘,%:niasy; beautiful name-—Livingston.

She said the name slowly and lovingly, while

Miss Ward looked significantly at hﬁr bgg:g?;ﬁy

ot sl b youg voren Mo ol

' d.” Mr. Wa r | |

f?%e:utg)l;;sej che will be asking Ralph to take

worse. , OO .

heﬁ',-for ibse-t:gfng:h?t?g rather takingin s;_uglinco}?ils

Ti e[;fed impudence!” Looking .I:ip . efrcaught

et which he had again resumed, o canght
gﬁﬁiﬁlde’s- laughing, saucy eyes regarding

intently. : .

- troublesome and disagreeable th

~late you. You are quite an exquisit

‘Worse, most decidedly..

~has no shame; I can’t stand this love-
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“It is bitter cold out to-night..; How are you
‘all?”  Ralph’s bright, cheery face was added to
the group. «Hillo, Ward!" Quite the thing.”
He turned Mr. Ward round for a better view, .
much to his indignation. “You have been to my
tailor, I see,”

“What a fellow you are, Ralph, to notice
- everything!” Mr, Ward was much embarrassed.
“I bought the coat

at Margaret's desire, and I
rather like it; ) |

he: e 1t; it has s0 many pockets.” Not
noticing his sister’s puzzled face, as she held her

hand to her head and wondered if she were
dreaming, for she really could not remember,
No doubt she was loging her memory, it was a
ought; but it

never entered into her mind that her brother

might be guilty of an untruth,

“Miss Ward has good taste; let me congratu-

_ e; ready for
Fifth Avenue, or any place else.” Ralph laughed
merrily at his friend’s discomfiture, who was
provoked, and did wish Ralph had a little more !
common: sense,

“My mother has been telling me good news,

iss Lyle; we are to have you next week. I
put on one of mother’s old skirts, and have been
riding ‘Black Bess’ all morning, so she will be
in good training for you.”

“You are very kind, Mr, Livingston.,” Again
that loving accent on the name. “«We will have
glorious rides, and I can use the pretty riding-
whip Miss Ward so kindly gave me.” She
looked up brightly in his face. '

“Iwish I could use it across her back ; that girl

10 making in
publie.” Mr, Ward commenced an impatient
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promenade of the carpet, as he always did when
provoked. .

-+ You have quite won my mother’s heart, Miss
~ Lyle. She intends giving you my sister’s room,
and everything belonging to her, while you are
with us. I had a lovely sister, about your age,
Miss Lyle.” His face was very gerious. ¢ She
died two years ago, and my mother has never
been the same since we lost Helen.” ‘

«What a lovely name! Helen Livingston !
My father said”—she stopped, confused. “ Do
tell me more about your sister, Mr. Livingston.”

«T cannot tell you all she was to us, Miss.
Lyle.” Ralph paused, much moved. ¢ There
is one other Helen Livingston.. ‘What were you
sa,yi%g, Miss Lyle?” '

«Nothing.” She blushed deeply.

« There j¢ another Melen Livingston I have .
never seen; the cousin Mr. Ward. is fond of

teasing me about, My Unele Henry married 2

gecond time, much against my father’s advice,
who dearly loved his first wife, and could not
approve of little Helen’s having a step-mother.
_ This cousin and my sister Helen were named
after their graudmother, my father’s mother. I
know very little about my cousin Helen, as 1
have never seen her, Five years ago I wasin
Qavannah, and passed a few days with my Uncle
Tenry; Helen was away ab school at the time.

T was thofoughly disgusted with his wife, who is

not such a woman as he should have married ;
“and they were all much distressed at ome by
the reports ve them. Soon after my return
home my father was. taken ill and died. Three

years after we had to mourn my Sister Helen’s -

loss. We were naturally 8o taken up with our
a ,

~ down by trouble to .inquire

-
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own sorrow that we lbst 81
: . ght of m ’
?vl;,lsy.v;erN eyir]s of his death came Wheynurrrlldiisstfa‘
y ill, and we were too much W);ighgg
Some time after I the particul
] | called to se aw-
¢ € my uncle’ -
{hg jl‘gt? ew Y_ork, as we received );10 a(;:‘vg oo
ers written to his wife. My Masone: fg
. . 0

. Mme my cousi
¥ cousin Helen had spent a few hours in

N or '

Hgv:; t;fgrli]f) ;:(‘iv% months before the time I inquired

dioescribe er as a beautiful girl, but .

distrossed by her father’s loss, Mo éaid he did
rs. Livingston’s conduct; she appear;d

afraid to leave Helen alone with him and h
, 1@

:(Efgglaggth zllc‘lter Lnto the explanations he wanted
e b da ox of jewels that had been her -
mother's, nd explained as fully as he could h .
pe posse:y gvas invested. My uncle had left O‘ﬁ
12 pos Wselé which was very little, to his Wi?
oen “?l:x ‘ lﬁlherlt- a large fortune from hg :
mother Wenlaz1 e was twenty-one; but until th ::.
e ho ® oud only receive a small sum *earla
Sclen bo I;efray her expenses in dress)--' Sg(;
pras le _myﬂ er father to the guardia,nss.hi f
het m}%) ao' 1er, an arrangement Mr. M:fsoO
lid no Mpprove of. It was a strange Willn
e Mr. b ;3;)1‘1 ?xplained it by saying my uncle
honor; and when Helen’s 2!1(1)‘;?;1;1(‘) g?ecfeehl;gghgf
' ?

n A A
- Mmoney tied up for his daughter’s use 8o that he

could not touch it. He thought she might be

- married when she reached her twenty-first birth

day, but at any
) tany rate by that time j
g‘)(l)' ﬁﬁle;’?glllf ‘({)vh%t was] right. M}f %ll%hgissvigigi
» or I would have
- d b one t
8 we both took the llvelie%t int;'ess‘ze iIﬂIe}I:zz;,
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# .
Her father, with the short-sightedness of human
nature, had not calculated the possibility of his
own death, and the dependent position he would
‘leave her in; his only idea appears to have been

to have placed her money so that he could not

use it. I have no idea where she is now; as I
have made every inquiry.I could for her, with no
good result. She left her home eight months
aﬂ%og and we can get none of the particulars from
rs. Livingston, who has taken no notice of the
letters I have written her. Mr. Mason received
a letter from Helen dated at Savannah, telling
hir not to send her any more money, and not
giving him her direction. It was evidently writ-
ten in a great hurry, and is the only clew we
have. It is the dream of my mother’s life to
find her, and it will be the happiest day of my
own.” He raised Gertrude’s hand to his lips, as
he could not withstand her moved, interested
face. : ‘
«This is insufferable and disgusting!” The
promenade was resumed with new vigor. Iam
disappointed in Miss Lyle. T thought she had
more sense; but she is as foolish as the rest of
womankind. I don’t see how I have ever made
a friend of Ralph, he is so intolerably trifling.
T wonderif all governesses are as insupportable ?
But, poor thing, it is not her fault. I shall tell
Ralph ‘plainly he must not act so ridiculously.

He shall not worry her. Ralph is such a fooll— -

such a confounded fool! Hang him!”

i
. i
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CHAPTER XIV.

“ PRUNES, prisms, persimmon h
R 1 L ' ’
you fsa.y it, ,"?"anni'no,?”p mons. . Why ean al
can’t,” the little fellow lis
| | ) ped.
“But do try, Vannino. Prunes, prisms, per-

- simmons.” The words were dropped slowly and

wi‘t difficulty from Rosa’s lips.
‘ What is the matter, Rosa ?”

had been reading, raised
little one’s earnest words.
I3 . L Cow
. Miss Lyle, is not Vannino a baby? He is
~.8even years old, and he can’t say prunes, pris
persimmons,” ' ) PHSES,

“ ‘ :
smilzgfan, why shoqld he, Rosa?” Gertrude

““Why, T heard papa say that Miss Ceci |
g_a,y prunes, prisms, persi'z;lmons ever;c;lllz};r?;lnld

or an _hm,zr, to make her mouth decent })(;g'
you think”-—her face was very earnest—<if [
Saldllt every. mornh{g-for an hour, my mouth
would be pretty? You know Aunt Margaret
says I have a Horrid mouth.” s

“R \ Y l
gir“”osa, Rosa, you talk too much for a little

5 R ;t is}trl;f, Miss Lyle;
0 you think it would make’my mouth i
“I don’t know, Rosa.«Suppoge you tr;r:.l;?tggr-

trude langhed merrily, as the child pursed up her
S 13

- Grertrude, who
her eyes on hearing the

I heard papa say so.
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rosy lips and said the hard words a great many
times. 2 o ‘
Mr. Ward, who was passing the room door,
- paused to listen to the children’s prattle. He had
fallen into the habit lately of listening to their talk
with Gertrade. He explained to himself it was
his duty to see they had not another Miss Moore
to teach them what had better be left untaught.
“Rosa, come and read now, dear.” She took

the child’s book from her hand, as she sat with

her arm round her waist, holding her close to
her. “Rosa, do mind your stops; that was a pe-
riod, and you never paused at all. Make it a

rule, Rosa, to sneeze whenever you come to a

period, and it will teach you to pause long
“enough.” o |

<« But, Miss Lyle,I can’t.” The child was quite
troubled, as she had learned to. love Gertrude so
much she liked to do all she told her.

«Well, if you can’t, you will have to stop and
think whether you ean or not, and it will do just
as well, as a reminder.” Gertrude’s face was per-
fectly serious. ' - .

«That Miss Lyle has the most peculiar way of'
teaching. I never kuew any one talk as much
nonsense with as serious a face, and give a good
reason for it too.” Mr, Ward smiled as he list-
ened to their chatter, There was more in those
children than he had any idea of, and he would
be glad if Rosa grew up a sensible girl. He was
glad to find, also, that he felt more interest in
them. Miss Lyle was a peculiar young person,

. as his sister would say, and had a peculiar method
of teaching; but at any rate, the softening influ-
ence waé well used, and he could not find fault
with her. He still listened for a little while
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longer. Lucy Cecil was so tiresome that the
children were quite a relief.

‘Miss Cecil had come sooner than -she was ex-
pected, and Miss Ward congratulated herself that
Miss Lyle would leave the next day. When the
time of parting drew near, Miss Ward acknowl-
edged to herself that she would miss the bright
lively girl who never tired of doing thingscfox’-
her comfort; and though it was only for a
time, shewas sorry Miss Lyle was going. She
had fallen into the habit of letting Gertrude do
all the talking, and listening herself, so that she
rather dreaded the exertion now.

“ Rosa, that is a good girl.” Gertrude smiled
pleasantly in the child’s face as she stopped obe-
diently at the next period and took out her hand-

“kerchief. ~

“I can’t, Miss Lyle.”

“Very well, dear; don't you see it served as
a reminder?” Gertrude smiled again. Vannino
had crept up to her side and was pulling her
flress, evidently wishing to attract her attention.
‘ Presently, Vannino,”—she laid her hand on
his head—*presently.” But as he grew more -
earnest, she bent down to hear what he had to

82y, 80 as not to interrupt Rosa.

. ‘“Papa, Miss Lyle.” Vannino was very loyal

in his love, and would have no stranger comin

into the camp unseen by Gertrude. Asshe turne

her head quickly, she saw Mr. Ward, who was

annoyed at . béing caught, but who now came

f‘;(;rw(;trd, on being detected, ready for a war of
ords.

“I paused, interested in your system of edu- |

7 cation.” Mr. Ward smiled. -

. .
“In what way, sir?” Gertrude was quite se-

~.rious, as she called the governess to her aid
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“ Will you please explain, if I am not en-
croaching on Rosa’s lessons?”’

rest.”’
“Why do you base such a serious point as
education on such an insecure footing ?” :
«In plain English, you wish to know why I
_talk so much nonsense.. I suppose you think I
have no reason for doing it?” with still that se-
rious face. -

« Clertainly. I hardly comprehend the reason.”

«Well, then, sir, you must know children do
not reason, and it is folly to be forever reasoning
with them. It is well enough to reason occasion-
ally on serious subjects, and a child will attend
if you make your meaning sufficiently plain; but
if you reason all the time, they will grow tired
after awhile, and will not attend when the se-
rious moments come; therefore I talk nonsense
a greater part of the time. A child is guided
by impulse and affection, and cannot understand
reason as well as nonsense, which they like natu-
‘rally. Interest children, and you will impress
more forcibly what you wish on their minds than
by any long treatise you could name. If I told

Rosa who invented periods, and what was their -

use, she would soon grow tired and sleepy, and
be no wiser; but if I told her to sneeze when
she came to one, it is a natural idea, and easily
done. When she comes to a period she will
pause to look in my face, and smile at the idea;
and she will remember my simple little lesson
better than any long treatise.”

« Qatisfactorily argued, Miss Lyle. I had no
idea you could be so eloquent.” Mr. Ward smiled
as the girl bit her lip and sharpened her weapons

!

« Not at all. Rosa will be very glad of a little .

~down in the parlor this evening.” Miss Ward

r
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for a new encounter, determined -
emy;&from heounter, d ermined fo rout the‘en-

“Another thing, Mr. Ward. Nonse

the-_ children to me, and interests themn[ﬁ(?t'ga?ri
their lessons, which is a very good thing. They
are always wondering what their strange Miss
Lyle can haye to say,—their audacious governess

that surprising young woman,~—what wonderful
things she can have to propound next.” ‘

It was Mr. Ward’s turn to bite his lip now, as
he Wm}dered if the girl were a witch—she co’uld
read his thoughts so plainly. He did not have
time to reply, though he felt subdued, not equal
for another encounter, as his sister entered the
room. '

Miss. Ward wanted to do her dut ‘
steeled her heart more against Miss L);leazg :]}al:
read its weakness. If Mrs. Livingston would
spoil the girl; she at least would show her, while
with her, that she must not forget her p,lace as
governess. Miss Ward felt provoked at herself
for what she was going to do, as she knew Ger-
trude would understand; but :still, for all that
would do her duty. It had been a settled thiné -
that Gertrude should eome down in the parlor
every evening, but she intended showing her
there was a difference when they had company. -

“Miss Lyle, we will be very happy to see you

flushed and uncomfortable, blurted out the words.

Mr.-Ward applauded her .good sens "

angry with her n'everthelessg‘; : ® but Waé

“Thank you very much, Miss Ward.”  The

girl’s face lost some of its sweetness, as she

heaped her coals of fire on Miss Ward’s devoted
| 13% - 5

!
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head, for Gertrude, though on the alert to battle
with Mr. Ward, was always gentle and kind with
his sister. “It will be impossible for me to be
with you this evening; I promised Rosa and
‘Giovannino to stay with-€hem all the evening, and
I always keep my promise.” Gertrude smiled
pleasantly; glad that she had so good an excuse;
and glad, too, to show the proud man that she
was as proud as he was, and knew her place quite
as well, \ :

« But, Miss Lyle.” Miss Ward, troubled and
worried that she had defeated her own plans,
remonstrated. She dreaded very much the ex-

ertion of entertaining Miss Cecil, and thought

this evening Gertrude would do it for her; and
here was one more evening of martyrdom she
had taken on her own shoulders willfully. She
~ thought Gertrude would be delighted with the in-
vitation, as any governess should have been. But
~ for all her ideas of what would be proper in a
governess, she respected and liked the girl
more for her pride, and felt more anxious to se-
cure her. While Mr. Ward, who understood the
trouble, wickedly stood by enjoying his sister’s
discomfiture. ,

« Miss Lyle, I told Miss Cecil so much about
ycl)uij l;nusic that she is quite anxious to hear you
play.’ ,

- ¢t Miss Cecil must deny herself that pleasure.”"

Gertrude straightened herself more stiffly; she
could stand any amount of patronizing from Miss
“'Ward, whose delicate health excused her, but

with Miss Cecil it was quite different.
« Miss Lyle.” Miss Ward was evidently dis-

tressed, - and forgetting her resolution fast.

«Won’t you come down to oblige me?”’
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“I would do anything almost to oblige you,

~ Miss Ward. I might have arranged my plans -

differently if I had known sooner; but I cannot
‘break my word even for you. I have so much to

do to-day I will be quite bus d wil ,
able to gratify Miss. 8écil.” Y ’ and will not be

- . “I am_very sorry, dear.” Provoked at her
own foolishness, Miss Ward hurried out of the

room, followed by her brother. It is just as
well, John dear, that Miss Lyle should be taught
her place as governess; don’t you think so?”
She looked at her brother doubtingly.

“Just as well, certainly, Margaret.” An
amused smile played round his lips; he had for-c
gotten his own discomfiture in his sister’s. It
was stranget he should take so much pleasure in
seeing his sister made uncomfortable by the gov-
erness; 1t was very strange, but so it was,

Miss Ward had many occasions to sigh over
her own folly that evening; dear Lucy was not
as pleasant as usual, and her brother would not
assist her, so the evening dragged .slowly on; as

-even Ralph did not come in.

Miss Cecil was a poetical young lady, with
long, drooping brown curls, and light 'blgé eyes.

She had read a great many silly verses, which she «
Yy

always had ready to pour into any one’s ears she
met. When younger, the poetry sat gracefully
on her shoulders, if sometimes tiresofe; but at
thirty-three the effect was quite different. Miss
Ward had quoted her loveliness so mauny times,
she had persuaded herself into believing it. She
felt provoked that she missed Miss Lyle; and
unconsciously compared the two women, much
to Miss Cecil’s disadvantage. They were not to
be compared at all, as she told: herself a great
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many times; but still the éomparis;on-went on,
for we cannot always control our thoughts. Mr.
‘Ward sat by the table, and read and yawned

through his paper; he did not feel tempted to

put it down and listen, as he so often had done,
It was a very stupid evening; he had ridden hard
that morning, and riding always made him
sleepy. .. | -

Meanwhile Gertrude read and talked to the-
little ones, who sat up an hour later by her per-
mission. Mr. Ward found it necessary to go to
‘his room several times that evening; and as his
way always lay past the nursery, he could hear

the merry laughter and talk through the door;

. for Gertrude had prudently closed it.
The children were evidently having a merry
time, and Gertrude appeared to be the happiest
of the three. He felt provoked when he heard

her so, full of life, and so little conscious of the -

advantages she had enjoyed down stairs. We see
Mr. Ward was taking a leaf out of his sister’s.
book. The evening passed away, miserably for
the elder members of the family, and joyfully
for the children. '

Mrs. Livingston’s carriage was to call for Ger-

trude early, so that she could breakfast with them.’

And Gertrude had bidden good-by to Miss Ward -

the night before, as Miss Ward always had her
breakfast late. She kissed the children lightly,
leaving a little present for each on their pillow to
console them for her absence; for the little ones,
tired by their last evening’s pleasure, slept later
than usual. Gertrude lingered longest bythe boy;
. there was something so truly noble in the little
fellow’s face, she could not help loving him best.
‘She was sorry for it, but could not heip it.

|
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Mr. Ward was up too, though it was so early;
he wanted to see if Ralph would be foolish
enough to come himself for Miss Lyle. He did
not intend she should see him up so much before
his usual time, but he wanted to satisfy himself
about Ralph. ‘

He was_there, sure enough, and Mr. Ward
determined unselfishly he would let him know
what he thought.” Miss Lyle might misconstrue,

. but still he owed it as a duty to the boy that he.

should show him his disapproval by his manner.
Therefore he would put Miss Lyle i):l the carriage
himself, all the time teaching the foolish boy his
‘duty, for who could be his friend as well as him-
self? So Mr. Ward prepared his frostiest face for
Ralph; but meeting Gertrude, the. frost was all
melted, as he had not the heart to frighten her
for Ralph’s fault. He soon was laughing at Ger-
trude’s sallies, though nettled that she should
take his early rising as a matter of course. Only
one part of his duty he distinctly remembered—
that was to put her in the carriage himself, It

~was not done easily or gracefully: he decidedly

pushed Ralph aside, much to his disgust, as he

~ helped Gertrude in, And then, congratulating

himself on doing his duty to his friend, stood in
the cold north wind till he was quite chilled, as
he had no hat on. But was it any wonder he

“took such an interest in the boy he had known

all his life?
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'CHAPTER XV.

V‘THE house looked strangely cold and dark
when Mr. Ward went back; most probably he

had taken cold, standing so long without his hat. .

had better have left Ralph to manage his
?vgnhaﬁhirs than have done it for him. Ralph
would make himself ridiculous any way, and his
care was only shortening the time. The da'(;i
passed heavily for both brother and sister, an
there was a_want felt that they had not known
for a long time. '

Poor little Rosa and Vannino wandered about

the house lost, counting the days till Miss Lyle
would come back, and worrying every one to

‘ ] ' ismal da
Tk the time. 1t was a strangely dismal day,
a,lt‘lcfl‘c?)vugh dear Lucy was with them; and Miss

Ward, feeling cross and tired, longed for bed-
tlmMe;'. Ward was followed by the children when-
. everin the house, and had them in his study with

im. All his books were pulled down for their
Egrllleﬁt, but there wag no Miss Lyle to tell

m stories, and the pretty pictures made them
1$gre conscious of heII)- goodness, and made her
loss more keenly felt, as they talked earnestly of

~ her. That evening, strange to say, the cold, hard
man sat where he had seen Gertrude so often in
the children’s school-room, with Vannino in his
arms.
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Miss Ward was provoked that Miss Cecil’s
visit should prove such a failure, and though she
could not quarrel with her brother’s returning
love for his children, it was hard that he left her
to do all the entertaining. ;

The children were inconsolable, and when
night came their great loss was more strongly

- felt; so their father had gone with them to the
school-room, and had taken Gertrude’s chair at
Rosa’s request He held his sohbing boy closely
in his arms; it was strange he should console
him in preference to Rosa, as Vannino was not
his favorite child. Rosa had always been more
or less noticed by him, while her brother was
wholly forgotten. ' ‘

“ Friendship, love; indifference, hate! Friend-
ship, love, indifference, hate 1 '

“ What are you doing, Rosa ?” as the little girl
slowly ‘eroned over the words.

“ILam telling my fortune, papa, as Miss-Lyle
‘taught me.”” The child showed the paper to her
father, where her own name and Miss Lyle’s was
printed, and she was crossing out the same let-
ters in both names, to see the result. ¢ Friend-
ship, love, indifference, hate! Papa, Miss Lyle
hates me, and I have friendship for her. Itisnot
true.” BShe again went over the letters. “It is
not true, for I love Miss Lyle, and I know she
don’t hate me.” She threw down her pencil in
disgust. “Papa,”—a new thought came into her
mind—“may I try your name and Miss Lyle's ¢’
Her father. watched her, strangely interested,
while her little fingers printed the letters:
‘ Friendship, love, indifference, hate! Papa,
Miss Lyle has friendship for you, and you love
Miss Lyle. Isittrue?” She looked up in his face.
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The man’s face darkened, and his brow knit
strangely, while Rosa looked at him. frightened.
Then his whole face was irradiated as he clasped
both children to his heart, until they pleaded for
 mercy, so strong was the pressure. His little

daughter had lifted the veil from his eyes, and
the proud man knew that he loved Gertrude
Lyle. Yes, Gertrude Lyle, the governess! The

last word was forgotten in the discovery of his

new happiness, and a tear trickled slowly down
his cheek on Vannino’s upturned face, as his
heart was melted. The children were again
held closely to him, and then thrust hastily away,
frightened and crying at the father’s strange
~ conduet, as he left them and strode hastily down
to his study. , _ co
. John Ward loved Gertrude Lyle, the govern-
‘ess! The arrow was entering deeply, and the
bleeding wound smarted. All that night pride
and love fought a battle, and pride conquered.
e was cold and more disagreeable than of old
when he met his sister, and poor Miss Ward won-
dered if the world was all turned topsy-turvy on
account of Miss Lyle’s absence.
Two days passed away delightfully with Ger-
trude, who was happy in her pleasant evenings

and rides. She missed the excitement and .con-.

tradiction of her life with Mr. Ward, and though
she was having a pleasant time, she thought of
and missed the children, and would be very glad
to see them again. ' -
Mrs. Livingston had told her Mr. Ward's his-
tory; and, strangely interested in many noble
_deeds he had done, she was glad to hear it, and
have everything satisfactorily explained ; while
the word ““ boor” was entirely eradicated from its
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place in her mind. “Ralph and herself”
had learned to.call him) had grm\wn great ﬁ(?;nill;?
glvere v:rfs. a‘secret understanding between the
1103‘7’. and 1t was always “ Ralph and Gertrude,”
It was the morning of the third da "

of herstay;
Ralph had gone some distance intoythe cﬁf:?ﬂi‘{r’
and Gertrude was to take her ride, attended bg;
the groom alone. She rode remarkt:‘g]y well,
and the riding-dress was very becoming. She
cantered briskly along, the wind blowing through
and loosening her hair that she had tried to

“arrange plainly, as she considered right in her

present position,

Mr, Ward, cold and gloomy, as o '
) y CC , on h
arrival, was taking a morning vJ\Tral'k when %re ﬁ:ﬁ

“her; his head was held down and there was g

tired, listless air about him that pain |
see. She remembered Miss Ward% pl:ﬁsl;zrrte?
garded Miss Cecil, and though she wished him
to be happy, she doubted if it were in Lucy Cecil’s
E{;v;iecrgg mafk}tla him so; and with the strange con- .-

radiction of human nature, was 2
hlt?éooléing so out of sorts. very glad toses

00d morning, Mr. Ward.” She i

shoulder with her whip as he was p;gi)ggdrlll;z
noticing her in his hurry., It wassucha su}l’)rise
that he forgot his part, and his whole face lighted
as he stepped eagerly forward and caught her
hand, which he raised to his lips. Gertrude
looked astonished, but did not snatch her hand

away; he poured out an eager flood of inguiri

- for h‘er health and happiness. Even Mrs. I(}xl:zllrx;;
ston'and Ralph were asked for, as his heart had
grown so large with love it could take in all.

hen Gertrude’s queries for Miss Ward and the
. 14

&




= o T T i LA e v —
B e e e

A

e e

154 - JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS.

~ children had to. be answered ; and ﬁnding that'
he could no longer prolong their interview, he

said “ Good morning.” Gertrude was thinking
of his sad life, s0 her greeting was glad, too, and
their war of words was forgotten as she shook
his hand warmly. : .

“@Give a great deal of love, and many kisses to
Rosa and Vannino for me. Tell them I think a
great deal of them, and Ralph will bring me for

a little while to-morrow to see them.” Shesmiled -

brightly as she cantered on.
- Ralph! Had it gone so far? He felt strangely

humbled. It was his own fault if he had gamed

her dislike, and Ralph® her love. Love was in
the ascendant, and he determined to do all he
could to win her love for his own and his chil-
dren’s sake, Dreamy and pleasant was his walk;
he was happier than he had ever been, even if
Ralph had already won her love. That thought

- was very bitter; he was glad that she would be-

happy and would try and be contented in her
happiness. She had taught the children aund

himself that old and most beautiful lesson of

love and perfect charity with all; for, was not
Rosa always gentle now with her Aunt Margaret?
Should she be so ill requited? No, if she loved

Ralph he would do all he could for her happi- -

ness, as she was worthy of any man’s winning.
He walked. on, strangely softened by his love,
and the brackets round the word “governess”

were torn away entirely, and the heart so deeply

wounded by rough treatment was filled with love
and charity to aﬁ. ‘ ;
How sad it is that where so much was-noble,
the good could not hold its sway supreme! But
-alas for poor faulty human nature! the brightest

p
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beams are too often hidden under so dark a
“cloud, we never realize their brilliancy. Such
was the misfortune of my hero. He had been
so chilled and deceived in the outset of his life
that the thawing process promised to be slow, in

- disregard of . all his good resolutions.

Gertrude ‘'meanwhile rode back, awed and
pleased; there was something noble in Mr.
Ward, and he strangely interested her. She
made a vow, too, to do all she could to bring
back the father’s love for his children. She
would answer him no more with quick retort,
but all should be softened for Vannino’s and’
Rosa’s sake. She did not know that her task
would be so easy; already her work was under
way. '

“ Rosa, Vannino.” The children ran out to
meet him, for they had clung to their father the
last few days, and were no longer the poor,
forlorn little ones who shuddered at his pres-
ence. ‘“Miss Lyle is coming to see you to-
morrow for a little while.” The messages and
story of their meeting was told over patiently.

~ Over and over again—he never tired, but would

talk as long as they pleased about it. Miss Ward,
standing by, marveled at the change in both
father and children, and blessed Gertrude Lyle
in her inmost heart, though the word governess
came trippingly on her tongue. '
“Miss Lyle is coming to see us to-morrow;
may we have a féte?” ‘ -
Aunt Margaret could not resist the childgen,
and she did not care to, but was quite as eager
as they were. All day the whole house was on
the alert to do honor to their féte, much to Miss
Cecil’s disgust. Was it not all for Gertrude
Lyle, the governess ?. { '
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CHAPTER XVI.

“Ir is beautiful out, Aunt Margaret.” Rosa
entered, as usual tugging Vannino after her.
“Ann took us down to the gate, where we could
see Miss Lyle if she came. It is so nice inside
of the gate, I wanted to stay, but I didn’t think

you could do without me.” A lively discussion .

followed about the cakes and sweetmeats that

- were ready waiting for their little feast. Miss

Ceeil listened to all their discussions, cross and
irritated that so much care should be taken for
the governess. ¢ Dear Lucy was not looking as
lovely as usual this morning,” Miss Ward de-

cided, and felt provoked with her for it. So,

many questions -were asked concerning her

health and comfort, for Miss Ward’s heart was
beating in full sympathy with the children’s, and

Gertrude’s little visit was looked forward to al-
most as eagerly by her. “Ilow very glad she
would be when Miss Lyle came home again, as
the children were growing decidedly too mug¢h
for her!” she reasoned, and excused her heart’s
weakness, : n ,

“ Miss Lyle may not come.”” Miss Cecil, de-
termined to make herself disagreeable, tried to
coax the children to her, for she saw their father
watching them, and, worldly-wise in all, Miss
Ceeil thought they were a good opening to his
heart. Miss Cecil entered fully into Miss Ward’s
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schemes, and would have been very happy to be

mistress in the comfortable home where she was

staying. She did not know that his heart, which
had been closed so long, was only opened through
his love for Gertrude Lyle.

“Miss Lyle may not come, as she is having
such a pleasant time, Rosa.”

¢ Miss Lyle never tells lies.” Her indignation
was plainly written -in her flashing dark eyes
and the scornful eurl of her upper lip. She would
‘have liked to stamp her foot as she used to do;
but she remembered what Miss Lyle had said
the last time she had done it, so her tiny foot
was pressed tightly down on the carpet.

¢ Miss Lyle is beautiful.”” Rosa knew the best
way of teasing Miss Cecil, and was using her
‘most fitting weapons. |

“And good, Rosa,” said Vannino, clasping his
‘hands eagerly; ‘“more beautiful than all the
world,” - She appealed to her brother, who
poured forth a torrent of eager approvals,

“T love her so, Rosa.” ' |

“And so do I, Vannino.”

It was hard for Miss Cecil to sit by and hear
the praises of the goveress on every lip, and she
herself of so little importance. She felt more
provoked as she looked at Mr. Ward, whose
smiling face echoed the children’s words; while
sure of sympathy from him, they eall to him to
listen to their story. Then long discussions as
to what they would do were poured into his pa-
tient ears; nothing was too minute, or could
bear too close a scrutiny to satisfy them.

_““ What is that ?”” Vannino, less impulsive than.
his sister, was flattening his nose against the
window, as he listened eagerly. ¢ Rosa, Miss

14% '
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‘Lyle!” The Rttle fellow jumped up and down,
quite as excited as Rosa. Then the door was

burst open, and they almost tumbled down the

steps in their eagerness to meet her.

The spirited horse was at last controlled, and
Gertrude was lifted from the saddle by Ralph. -

“Miss Lyle, Miss Lyle!” Rosa’s poor little
heart was very full,and she sobbed on her shoul-
der, while Vannino, after receiving a warm Kiss,

‘stood at a distance, taking in- the full beauty of
her dress; he had much of the philosopher about

-him. “Miss Lyle is very beautiful I’ was at last
his verdict, as he again pressed close to her.

«“Rosa, dear,don’t cry so. I will think you are
not glad to see me.” :

“Qh, Miss Lyle!” Rosa held her gauntleted
hand in hers tightly, as if she were afraid she woulid
g0, while she poured forth a confusion of eager in-
quiries. “We have missed you so, Miss Lyle!”
Her large dark eyes were very plaintive,

“Have you, darling? But we will make Aunt
Margaret take cold,” for, looking up, Gertrude
saw Miss Ward standing on the upper step, en-
tirely forgetting, in her genuine'excitement of
the moment, she did not have her usual wrap-

_pings on. Very warm was the embrace she gave
Gertrude, as the tears stood in her eyes, and
she told her how much she had missed her.
She had her long chapter of accidents to relate,
‘and many were the appeals for Gertrude’s sym-
pathy. But as she  explained afterwards to her
brother, it was just as well occasionally to unbend
and show Miss Lyle she approved of her system
with the children. ,

The children’s feast was quite a success; all
the pleasanter, Mr. Ward decided, as dear Lucy
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had a headache and could not join them. Mr.

- Ward was kind and indulgent, watching the chil-

dren’s wants, .80 that his sister and Miss Lyle -
could enjoy themselves freely together. Occa-

~ sionally he would wince, for Ralph’s name came
so easily to her lips when she turned to him for

sympathy; but he noticed that she turned to
'l(ilmself .quite as oftem, so the sting was not so

eep. - | .
_ There was a pretty, doubting, hesitating look
in the eyes she raised to his, as if asking his in-
dulgence if she were wrong. Then Rosa and
Vannino poured forth question after question, all
oddly timed and out of place, as children’s ques-
tions usually are; for Rosa, in the same sentence
that she praised %rapes, or bonbons, or Gertrude,
would appeal to her father if she were not beau-
tiful. Aunt Margaret had to say “governess”
many times, though with put poor success, as
her lesson was soon forgotten, and she was almost
as eager and Interested as the children. Laugh-
ing, joking, and happy, the time passed away
only too swiftly for the merry party.

¢TIt is half-past two. I had no idea it was so

~ late.” Gertrude, remembering that she had prom-

ised Mrs. Livingston to be home at three to go
out in the carriage with ‘her, rose hastily from

~her geat.

~ “You need hardly, I think, be in such a hurry
to leave the children, Miss Lyle.” She intended
a;tm&g us, but the other word was hastily substi-
uted. ' :
“Iam not in a hurry, as Rosa and Vannino
know, but I like to keep my word; and I do not
want to keep Mrs. Livingston- waiting, which

I cannot help doing as it is.” Gertrude was
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distressed, when both the children crept close to
her and begged for one more half hour.

«“No, no, Rosa! I must go." But it won ¢ be for
very long,” Seeing their eyes filled with tears,
she bent over both, and submitted to their rather
boisterous caresses. - Then Miss Ward’s warm
kiss was pressed on her blushing cheek, and
Vannino, child-like, wanted his father to kiss

iss Lyle too.. o \
M“ Yoﬁ must not worry Miss Lyle, Vannino and
Rosa, or she may never come back to us.”. Mr.
Ward’s face was much softened, and a bright
light shone in his eyes as, followed by the eager

children, Gertrude and himself amused them-

selves with admiring and petting the handsome
horse she had ridden. ' Ralph was listening to
Miss Ward, who was busy sending a long string
of messages by him- to his mother.

Miss Ward had seen Lucy Cecil’s face at an

upper window watching them, and again she re-

membered her part of keeping the governess in
check. Mr. Ward had seen Miss Cecil’s face
too, but appeared to think more of helping Ger-
trude to hold her riding-habit easily than of
pleasing her. He did not, as on a former morn-
ing, push Ralph hastily aside when he hurried
forward to assist Gertrude in mounting, but took
the bridle from the groom, and held the spirited
horse’s head, to make it more pleasant and easy

for her.. As Ralph, less thoughtful, turned back

" to answer a question from his sister, it was he

who arranged her habit and settled ‘her more

comfortably in the saddle, while he told her how
much the children had missed her, and how they
would all welcome her return to them. Ger-
trude smiled brightly as she thanked him, though
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her face changed when she asked for Miss Cecil
and desired to be remembered to her.

They were all very kind, and she had nothing
to wish for more in the way of attention; she
did not like the change so perceptible, though
it was a great improvement. She remembered
Miss Ward’s interést in Miss Ceail, and won-
dered if it was through her influence that Mr.,
‘Ward was so changed. She could not have
solved the problem more easily or sensibly if she
had tried, and though the result was so good, it
did not suit her. She had known Mr. Ward as a
boor, and had laid out her plans to soften him
for his children’s sake, and it was disagreeable
to have her work taken out of her hands. She
intended to. be a martyr in their cause, though
she dreaded her crown of thorns; but now that
the burden was lifted, and there was no longer
a need of martyrdom, she was not satisfied, but
felt indignant, ” :

It was the easiest and most comfortable way;
but she had laid out so plainly what she would
do for duty’s sake, that she would rather have
worn her crown of thorns, and if she had felt
the sting, have merited the glory. She had
done the hardest work in taming the children’s
unruly tempers, and it was so unpleasant to
see a stranger fill her place, and claim all the
laurels which were of right her own. She had
quarreled with Mr. Ward in her own mind for
months, as being such a boor; and though she
knew the change was a decided improvement,
there was that unsatisfied want there is always to
be found, and she would rather have had the
boor in his boorishness, |

She had received more care and attention in
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those few hours than duﬁng all her stay with

them; but the care had not pleased her, and she .

pined for her old war of words and.disagreements
with her host. It would be intolerably stupid to.
witness his love-making; and her crown of mar-

tyrdom was coming to her, as she thought, only -

in a differentrand less pleasant form. So Gertrude
rode back with Ralph, and was not the bright,
lively companion she had been, for those troub-
ling thoughts held their sway. Ralph was pa-
tient, and did all the talking himself, leaving her
to her dreams. ‘

T am glad to see Ward won over by his chil-
dren at last, poor fellow! He has had a sad life.
He owes you a great debt, Gertrade. I should
think you would be pleased.”

“Yes; very much.” The words came slowly
and reluctantly. \

« How devoted those children are to you, Ger- |

trude,—and their father——"’

«“Yes; Mr. Ward is much changéd for the

better, no doubt owing to Miss Cecil’s visit.”
«Phew!” Ralph gave a shrill whistle. “I

knew Miss Ward was trying some new dodge,

and had some new irons in the fire, by her man-

‘ner, which always betrays her. It is strange how

women get one idea in their head, and hang on
to it ; this was Miss Ward’s scheme ten years ago
at, the very least. Miss Cecil must be——. But
it is not polite to inquire into a lady’s age.” And
Ralph laughed gayly, much to Gertrude’s edifica-

tion.

«Miss Cecil is considered a beauty. ]}think.

Miss Ward said so.” , I
A beauty! Goodness! You make me shud-
der, Gertrude. She is very much like that tree
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there before you.” He pointed to a i
pine that st(vgd near the?road. tell, spindle
. “Miss Ward told me she was fond of music
and poetry.” A smile lurked in Gertrude’s eyes,
and pl’a,yed. round her lips, for she was enjoying
Ralph’s opinion of Miss Cecil; though no doubt
she would be angry at herself for her ill nature
still it was pleasant. I would have liked to have
geelll' Méss Cg}(lnl_.” And Gertrude looked mus--
ingly at another pine just in view ' ;
spin%e t]ilgn the IaI;t. ! o RO ohe
“Would you? Then speak for yourself; Ger-
trude. She would have spoiled m§ appetiz.:e for
dinner with her sour face. Don’t grow cold
and formal when you go back there, and forget
your Brother Ralph, as I could not well bear the
thoughts of losing my sister.” Ralph looked

~earnestly in her face., “If ever you want a

friend, eall on me, and I will do my best. Let

. B8 renew our vow again, Gertrude.” The young

man was quite serious,

“Dear Ralph, you do not know how dear your
brotherly careis. I shall never forget it; there
was something that drew me to you the first
time I saw you.” o '

- “Do you believe in affinities and communion
of spirits ¥’ And. Ralph laughingly looked in her

face. “I think there has been something of that

kind in our case. But, to go back, you don’t
know how glad I was to szeeg John éoychanqed. .
Mother will be delighted to hear it, though she
would not l.1ke to think Miss Cecil has anything
to do>with it, as that young lady is not a favorite
with her. John was like his old self, only a hun-
dred times better; he has always been such a
good, noble fellow to me, that I have borne with

it
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his roughness, knowing what lay beneath. -He
‘has watched me faithfully, and tried to keep me
straight; and has been more like a father than a
friend. You know he is eight years older than I
am. He has such a horror of his old life that he
has dinned it into my ears till I have grown quite
impatient,—not to make an unequal marriage,
and never to marry a woman whose family I had
- not known all my life.” Ralph bit his lip as he
remembered Gertrude had never spoken frankly
on the subject of her past life; which had been
a cause of compldint with Miss Ward.

“Poor Mr. Ward! It is very sad.”

“If you had only known him as I have, you
would understand him better. His character is
entirely changed from what it was before his mar-
- riage; for that woman was a fiend, and led him
a fearful life before she left him. He was more
likeg his old self to-day than I have known him
for a long time.” : ) s

“T wonder if he will marry Miss Ceeil ?”

“T don’t believe he could be persuaded, even
by his sister, to take such a step.” - -

“ But he knows her so well,” Gertrude inter-
rupted. . ,

“Yes, that is an advantage. I know poor
John would rather lay down his life a hundred
times than marry a woman he did not thoroughly
know.” ‘ :

And Ralph was uncomfortable again, con-
scious that in his eagerness he had been rude.
But then certainly his:sweet, bright-faced com-
panion, while sh%lobked go seriously into his

eyes, would not take his foolish words to herseif. -
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CHAPTER XVIL

GER&}RUDE’S holiday passed pleésantly, in rid-
ing, music, and Mrs. Livingston’s and Ralph’s

(society. Mrs. Livingston had that rare charm,

we 80 seldom see, of making herself companion-
able to the young.. She did not, by being child-
1sh and ridiculous, strive to make herself agreea-

- ble; but she had all the sweetness and, dignity of

age, with the loving remembrances of her own
youth,and all the aspirations and disappointments
peculiar to that period. The trials of her young
friends she could enter into without bringing
herself down. to' their level; she could sympa-
thize with them without making silly, aggravat-

/ing speeches, showing that though her youth

was long passed all its foolishness remained. We
80 often see this in life: age with all the folly of
youth, but without the innocence and- guileless-
ness peculiar to that most beautiful period of our
lives. Age when carried with grace and di nity
is truly to be venerated; but olg age with all the
follies of youth, and without its innocence, is a
hideous mockery. It is like dressing a corpse
up in silken robes, and all the gay, gaudy trap-
pings of the world. E
Although Gertrude had enjoyed her holiday
to the full, ever since her little visit to Rosa and
Giovannino she had felt restless, and could not
o 15 - ¢
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enter into her pleasures as eagerly as before.

She did not think it right to spoil the children

by indulgence of their wishes, and making them
- too dependent on her; but their perfect love and
trust made her very happy, and she did not care
to have it lightened one iota, never thinking to
inquire the reason why it was go dear to her.
Gertrude was very anxious to be at home, but
she did not wish to wound Mrs. Livingston, who
had urged her to stay longer; and that lady had
done so much for her pleasure, she was loth to
appear as though she had not appreciated her
kindness. | *
Itis the sixth morning of Gertrude’s stay, when
we find her seated with Mrs. Livingston m their
pretty morning-room. Gertrude always particu-
larly enjoys these morning talks, as they, are
free from interruption, Ralph being away at-

tending to whatever business he has on hand,

and it is much too early for visitors. The bright
winter sun is streaming in on her sanny-brown
head as she bends over her netting, trying to
take out a very troublesome knot in the fine
silk. . Mrs. Livingston isiseated on the opposite
gide of the table, with some pretty, delicate work

in her hand; she is playing with it rather than’

working, as she is busily studying her young
companion’s face. : -

She is fully ten years older than Miss Ward,
but has carried her weight of years 'lightly,
for though she has known heavy sorrow, the
- burden has been borne bravely for her son’s
sake. Her step is much more firm and elas-
tic than Miss Ward’s, and any one looking in
their faces might be puzzled to know which was
the elder of the two women; for sickness and
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her brother’s trouble have written deep lines in
Margaret Ward's face. |

Miss Ward has reveled in her sorrow, as she
has much the weaker nature of the two, and
instead of fighting her battle bravely has weakly
succumbed, and it has shown its influence on her
character, While Mrs. Livingston, who has suf-

fered more keenly in the loss-of her husband and

daughter, has borne up nobly, instead of bow-
ing under the stroke. With true Christian forti-
tude she has carried her cross firmly on her
shoulders, so that its brightness has remained
undimmed, while Miss Ward’s cross has been
dragged along so weakly and murmuringly that
it has lost much of its glory in its journey. It
has not been a graceful bowing under the yoke,
but a strong fight of the rebellious spirit all
through.

“Mrs. Ljvinéston,”«—-Gertfude paused, hardly

. knowing how to commence her disagreeable sub-

Ject, for she knew she would meet with opposi-
tion, “L am going to ill reward your kind care,
and show very bad taste, by telling you I am
afraid I shall have to shorten my visit by three
or four days.” :

“What is the matter, Gertrude dear?” Mrs.
Livingston appeared surprised. :

“I think I should leave you on Miss Ward’s
account. I have been troubled about her ever
since I saw her the other day; she appeared so
harassed and worried, and not at all well,”

“She has often told me she is never well in

‘winter, and I think she is fanciful and encour-

ages her ill health; so don’t let it make you
anxious on her account,” ‘

“I think you would have agreed with me if
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you had seen her the other day; she appeared
80 entirely worn out, and I think that Miss Cecil
troubles her.” |

“I don’t wonderif she does,as I think she would
be a disagreeable companion to ‘any one; but I
have no patience with lelargaret, for she richly de-
gerves the trouble; there was no reason in the
world why she need have asked her. Margaret had
an old scheme years ago of marrying her brother
to Miss Cecil, and I am afraid she is silly enough
to cherish it yet. Years ago, when they were

both young, John paid her some foolish atten-

tions, as any young man might do, and Margaret
had an idea that she could bring about a match
between them. She is very tfenacious of any
su])jgct when she gets it firmly imbedded in her
mind.” ;

%I ghould think Miss Cecil would object to so
openly siding with Miss Ward.” Gertrude re-
marked, quite pleased that Miss Cecil at least had
no chance of taking her place with the children,
as she had taken a strange dislike to that lady.

«“ Not at all. Lucy Cecil is poor, and depend-

ent on an uncle she does not care for. I have
known her long enough to understand she would
do anything almost to obtain an independent

home. I could wish poor John no worse fate:

than to have her for his wife, as she could not
make any man’s life happy. He has had a se-

“vere enough experience already to make a hap--

pier life doubly necessary in his case.”

“Mr. Ward, I should think, was a cold, proud
man, little dependent on others for happiness.”
And though Gertrude so firmly asserted her
opinion, she was very glad of the contradiction.

“You little know him, Gertrude. 1f yon could
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only remember him as Ralph-and I do. Ralph,

- come here and talk to Gertrude.” She threw up

the window and called him in. “Gertrude is
going to leave us to-morrow. Don’t you think
she 1s freating us very shabbily? I am afraid
you have not made yourself agreeable.”” Mrs,.
Livingston looked proudly at him-as she laid her
hand on his shoulder, perfectly certain that no
one could withstand him. She too had her pet

‘scheme, like Miss Ward; but the most important

actors in the scene appeared to understand their
parts badly.

“Not thinking of leaving us, Gertrude?”’ Ralph
spoke reproachfully. | '

“I do not want to go, Ralph.,” The fib fell
easily and unconsciously from her tongue, as she
thought it was a great pity she ecould not have
all her friends together., “You must not, either

~of you, think I have not appreciated your kind-

ness, and enjoyed every moment of my stay, for

it would not be tyue. - Miss Ward was very kind

to let me come to you, and I think I should re-
turn now. Did not you think she looked very
badly the other day?” :

¢ That is a fact, Gertrude.” The young man

- paused musingly. “Mother, I never saw any one

80 changed as Miss Ward this last year: she is
looking very old.” \

“I know, Ralph—I have noticed it myself.
Poor Margaret has one of those unfortunate tem-
peraments that delight in making trouble if it
does not come naturally, and she is sadly worn
for her years. I am so provoked with her for
reviving that silly scheme about Lucy Cecil that

- I cannot feel for her as T otherwise would, T am.

T 15%
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afraid she will never be convinced of her utter
unworthiness. But about Gertrude, Ralph ¥’

« Gertrude knows best, mother; and you really
talk as though your parting was for a long time.
Now that she is such a good horsewoman, she
will be riding over almost every day.” Ralph
was quite pleased, when Gertrude smiled grate-
fully in being relieved from her difficulty with-
out appearing unkind to her hostess.

The last evening passed away pleasantly in
music and conversation; and as Mrs. Livingston
held Gertrude in & warm embrace on wishing
her good night, she longed to keep her with her

always, and hoped that her pet scheme would

meet with better suceess than her friend Marga-

ret Ward’s had done. L ,
Gertrude felt quite sad the next morning when

she rode through the gate with Ralph, and looked

. back for Mrs. Livingston’s answering smile. She -

had renewed her promise of coming to see her
very soon again; and as there waa only three
"miles that divided them they would see each
other often, for Gertrude thought nothing of that
distance either in a ride orwalk, The ride home
she enjoyed thoroughly, and was quite pleased
with the idea of surprising the children. .
Mr. Ward was the first to welcome her, for he
was walking in front of the house enjoying his

cigar as they rode up. He was too quick for

Ralph; and without appearing rude, hifted her
from the saddle. He thought it strange Raiph
let him have that honor without trying to gain it
himself. , '

“«Jam so glad tosee you, Miss Lyle. I was
just wondering what I should do with Margaret,
and you have solved a difficult problem for me.
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Margaret has been far from well, and the dilty
of entertaining Miss Cecil is decidedly too much
for her. Iam afraid you will think I am very
selfish.”  Kind and courteous, Mr. Ward helped
her with her habit so that she could walk more
comfortably, « dome\in, Ralph; I have not seen
you for a long time; it is quite a treat.”

- “You look rather worn yourself, John. I am
afraid Mies Cecil has been too much for you too.”
And laughing and talking, the two friends made -
their way to Mr. Ward’s study, while Ger-
trude ran lightly up-stairs, wishing to find Rosa
and Vannino, and change her dress for one more

~ suitable.”

“It was hard work parting with Gertrude;
that girl is a pearl of priceless value. Mother
looks at least two years younger since she has
had her with her; she was loth to part with her,
and I had to use my influence, or she would not
be with you now. Why don’t you thank me,

~you surly fellow? = You don’t value her half

.higlza[ly lﬁnoug e .
“1 think you value her highly en
both.”  Mr. Ward tried to smile. > ok for

“Of course I do. But the admiration is all on
one side; 80 we have settled down to be brother
and sister, as we can’t be anything more.”

“What do you mean, Ralph ?”

“Simply this. I asked Gertrude to have me
for better or worse, and she wouldn’t do it.”
Ralph’s face saddened in contradietion to his
Jjoking tone, showing the wound was not yet
healed. : .

“Ralph, are you in earnest, or jesting "’

“Berious, old fellow. I can assure you it was

. no joking matter. She treated me as no other
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woman would, and I would rather have her love
ag a sister, though it is but a cold feeling, than
‘quantities of professions from any other woman
I know. I don'tintend to act a dog-in-the-man-
ger's part; so, if I cannot have the prize it is no
reagon you should not try your luck.” The
bright, laughing Ralph was quite moved. I

care for you next to my mother, John; so woo

. and win her: you have my best wishes.” Ralph
wrung his hgnd warmly, and then said he must go
and hunt up Miss Ward and get his usnal scold-

ing. Then he must find his little sweet-heart,

that young lady being of rather an exacting dis-
position. '

Gertrude did not love Ralph! The thought
sent a new flood of hope to his heart. A Liv-

ingston propose to his governess and be refused!

His respect for her was very genuine when he

contrasted her conduct with the little game Miss

Cecil had carried on for the last few days. The
evenings in the parlor.were looked forward to
with pleasure now, as everything had changed
since Gertrude’s return. Ra{ph was a dear, good,

. noble fellow,—how much he had wronged him!
Full of happy thoughts, the time pasted swiftly
away until evening, as Gertrude was much too

busy to be visible before that time.
. Miss Ward was very happy too, feeling as
though a weight were lifted from her shoulders.
She welcomed Gertrude warmly, and was glad
to see Ralph and hear his praises of her, and
the comfort she had beento his mother. The
word governess was forgotten; and she did hope
Ralph and Gertrude, as she-was occasionally be-
ginning to call her, would be happy. It was an
unselfish wish; for she knew how dismal the
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days would be without her, as she had already
a%l'oved, notwithstanding dear Luecy’s presence.

ear Lucy could not fill Gertrude’s place, and
although she made many fervent wishes for her
happiness, she would have .been glad if Ralph
could have found another person who would
have done equally as well. Miss Ward was be-

 ginning to think there was but one Miss Lyle;

and she did not know what would become of
the children and herself if Gertrude married

Ralph. - ‘
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CHAPTER XVIIL

~ «] aM to stay up till nine o’clock, because Miss
* Tyle is home, and I am to stay here too.” Fully
conscious of the honor of spending an evening
in the parlor, Rosa drew her brother down on
the large seat by her. L O

«T think little boys and girls should goto bed
early,” said Miss Ceeil.

« Tt makes no difference.” And Rosa sat swing-
ing her feet, not heeding Grertrude’s reproving
look. It makes no difference. Papa said I
might.” | _

“Rosa! Rosa! That is not pretty,” Gertrude

remonstrated. B |
«T don’t care.” Seeing Gertrude’s disapprov-

_ing look, she got down from her seat and whis-

2%

pered in her ear, ‘1 can’t; for I hate
Gertrude was sorry her disapproval was not
more seriously worded, and sorry toohat she
entered into the child’s feelings, as she felt more
‘like encouraging Rosa than holding her back.
With a child’s guick perception Rosa saw that
Miss Lyle was not much displeased; 8o she ran
back to her seat perfectly satisfied, and fully in-
tent on enjoying her evening in the parlor, and
playing the lady, as Ann had told her.
Mr. Ward, sitting by the table reading, had
fallen into his old habit of looking up from his

- paper. He was enjoying the little scene, and
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Rosa’s part in it, as his pleased smile f '
while he looked at the paper agaliti3 Sl;(lala%?;];wed,
Meanwhile Vannino hadrcrept to his old place

- in Geertrude’s lap, tired of playing at dignity with

Rosa; while Gertrude was crooni
; : i

~rhymes for his amusement, in anf)fvvsgnl;u;?)e;y
not &) dls__s[tlurb the others. o

“Miss Lyle,”—and Miss Cecil, who
gnl}ed to show the governess her plavggs gﬁteag

& ‘ph expressed it, was taking airs on herself, in-
tet;:lipte.d Gertrude, much to Vannino’s disg,ust |
—] think you ruin that child by such constané
pe“t‘t:l[lzg; h]i will never be a man.”

makes no difference,” the sleepy li

1Igl_on}‘ll«’;ey repeated, imitating his sister, (ggrt;{tigg

liiil ﬁr lip to check the smile that would come
and Mr, Ward laughed aloud at the nonsense he
was Jeadlng, while he stared steadily at the deaths
1n the paper. Mr, Ward must be either a vam-
F“{:e (;‘r a ghoul, for he sat chuckling over the long
alsfrgshn?)?lltebs; every now and then breaking into
p‘l‘i&(;. urst of mirth, much to Ralph’s sur-

hen, however, he had explained
ve ained to R
}‘1{% laughed quite as loudly 1!330, 'maki(;g ﬁil([lji'l;s,
a argid raise her glasses; and filling her with a
dim 11 ea of something horrible in such’ uproar-
:gus aughter over such a subject. Meanwhile
th%r:;l:ggie ltlfl'l'% her-lip, and trying to control y
MissI Cecil.s o | er face, did her best to answer ;
- %I think it is better to err in affecti i
Y » i . e t

Eol(;inegs with children; but I did n(:);ol?ngv}?;gz
ad any idea of being a governess, and wanted a -

lesson in that art:” ~ She could not help saying

it, as She tlll)"ght \aiss Cecil . . a '
p N { impertinent. >
dllllg with what did not CO]lcel_p crﬂ.”nt in med
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«Biting.” Mr. Ward and Ralph laughed again,
as Ralph murmured in his ears, “ Which do you
gide with, John? Miss Cecil had better look to
her weapons before she attacks Miss Lyle, or
Gertrude will not leave her an inch of standing
room. What say you?’ But Mr. Ward only
‘Jaughed more loudly, as he called Rosa to him
anf kissed her,—certainly a strange way of re-
warding the child’s impertinence. :

Miss Cecil, routed on the field, instead of
wisely retiring while her ranks were only yet
shaken, drew up her forces for another attack.

“Do you like poetry, Miss Lyle ?”’ _

« Who does not, Miss Cecil 7’ Gertrude raised .
her glowing, eager face. o '

“Tennyson ¥’ ' ' -

“Yes; Tennyson has written poems that will
live forever, and the moments they were written

_ in are worth years so spent.” '

«What do you like, Miss Lyle?” Mf, Ward,

interested in the discussion, asked Gertrude the
3uestion, much to Miss Cecil’s disgust, who won-
ered at his bad taste in thinking it worth while
to talk to the governess. :
“«+¢The Charge of the Light Brigade,” apd—

¢t Break, break, break,
At the foot of thy crags, O seals |

But the tender grace of a day that is dead
‘Will never come back to me,”

Gertrude mormured to herself,

“You are an enthusiast, Miss Lyle.” Miss

Cecil’s lip curled scornfully.
¢«Who is not, in poetry’s cause?”’ . The genu-

ine feeling in her eyes put to the blush the sham.
thing as represented by Miss Cecil. Some-
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times a verse, or even a line of a poet I lo i1’
imes ve will’
ring in my ears for hours. Over I;,nd»«(ﬁ)ver again
I will repeat it. May be I have only read itonce;
but there it is. Ican go over the whole poem in

- 1y mind and never forget its beauties ; from that

one reading I can often make out whole ve
without an effort, its beauties are so (;?é;g;a;
written on both my heart and mind. Sometimes
when I am awake at night I sing over my son gs
and am nearer God at those moments than at
any other.” Gertrude raised her eyes full of
f:aax:ﬁs to Mr.bWard’s face, sure of sympathy, for
e, too, was beginning to love poet -
thicnlg) that was dear tgo her. pocizy, and every
oetry, like music, is a gift direct fr
ﬁeavt%n, and bearinlg all ’heaven’g loveliness W(i)igll
- 10 some people, poetry is poetry; an thi
that rhymes will do equally well. §ﬁst gn ::1}11%
same principle that a hand-organ is a hand-organ
though some -are full of harmony and others
l;r?]glllill?g bl;lt_ ldls%or%’?[{, {}ertrude could not help
11ling, while afraid Ralph and Mr,
thi?]l:{ her very ill natureg. r; Ward would
agree with you perfectly, Miss Lyle.”
'W‘aztéi looked meaningly at I{f;lph. d M
ome people think poetry pretty and nice, v
?:S they say; if they could ongr If?«)r one morlrlliacr?’é
el as I feel! It is worth the work of ages to
;rz)ove and (i)omfoit some hearts as it does. Do
you remember what Longfellow says ? i
poet’s glorious work— d .y ' fe1s the

The d i i i I ‘
3 ;})es:rtlng leave behl_nd them footprints on the sands of

And there they remain always glorious and beau-

‘tiful, never to be eradicated or defaced. Is not

16
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such a work truly glorious ¥’ Gertrude, ashamed
of being so moved, bent over the child’s wonder-
ing face and kissed him.

“ Do you like Maud, Miss Lyle ?” Miss Cecil,
not to be surpassed, opened her book for a quo-

. tation. :
¢ T kiss’d her slender hand ;
She took the kiss sedately ;
Maud is not seventeen,,
But she is tall and stately. .

Look! a horseis at the door, -
And little King Charles is snarling ;
Go back, my lord, across the moor,
You are not her darling.”

¢« High diddle, diddle, the cat’s in the fiddle,
The cow jumped over the moon ;
The little dog laughed to see such a sport,
And the dish ran away with the spoon,”

Gertrude crooned. slowljr to Vannino, while -

the mischief sparkled in her eyes. Ralph and
Mr. Ward could not help laughing, quite forget-
ting what was due to Miss Cecil. | .

«T thought you liked Tennyson ?”” Miss Cecil
was far from amiable, for who could be under the
same circumstances ? _

«“T do, Miss Cecil; but you have selected the
weakest part of his works for your perusal.
Tennyson would never have been listened to if

“he had not taught us what he could do before he
wrote that unfortunate poem.”
- @ertrude laughed again, as she remembered
Miss Cecil’s well-satisfied face while reading.
“ Poor Maud has been much abused; and it is
a great pity what you have just read could not
be crossed out of people’s minds. ¢Come into
the garden, Maud,” is perfect. Kach separate
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verse is a poem. Itis a misfortune he could not
have left her alone except in that one song.”
But again Miss Cecil, not to be outdone, took
up her book, for she could not quote from me-
mory. : |
‘t Lord Ronald courted Lady Clare,
I trow they did not part in scorn! -

Lord Ronald, her cousin, courted her,
And they wed the morrow morn.”

Ggrtru&e could not resist the temptation of
quoting, for Vannino’s benefit—

“There was an old lady all skin and bone,
Such an old lady as never was known
This lady went to church, one, day,
All on purpose for to pray.” -

Ralph and Mr. Ward found it hard to keep
their faces straight, on seeing the likeness be-
tween the two verses. - |

“Don’t you like that, Miss Lyle?” Miss Cecil
was trying her best to be amiable,

‘ Pretty well. It is an imitation of an old bal-
lad, and they say very good; but it never inter-
ested me. I don’t care simply for rhyme, jput I
like poetry with a soul. The nursery rhyme I
was repeating for little Vannino has quite as in-

.
¥

- teresting a story. The subject is death.” The

mischief sparkled in Gértrude’s eyes.

. “I did not pay any attention. I am not versed
in nursery rhymes,” Miss Cecil was thoroughly -
disgusted. She had tried riding her pet hobby,
and had been thrown from her saddle igno-
miniously. |
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CHAPTER XIX.

« MAY papa have some tea, Miss Lyle ?” Rosa,
whohad heard her father’s voice in the entry,
ran out and was pulling him in by the hand.

¢« Miss Lyle makes the nicest tea; she gives
such loads of sugar, and it is so good. Do, please,
Miss Lyle, let papa ¢ome just this evening. We
will be so good.” .

« Do, please, Miss Lyle,” Mr. Ward added, «“1

will be so good.” He sat down on a chair, meekly

crossing his hands, while Rosa playfully tied her
apron round his neck so that he should not soil
his clothes. ‘ |

¢« May I, please, ma’am?’ He looked laugh-
_ ingly into her blushing face.

T think if you are very good and do not give
any trouble, you may.” ' | \

“We have as much sugar as we please, but
then we eat very little butter, as it is bad for the
complexion.” '

“You don’t say so, Rosa! is that really true?”
Her father tried to look serious in answer to her
eager glance, “Is that so, Miss Lyle?”

“ Perfectly true, sir.”

« And then we eat all the crusts, for you know
that makes one’s hair carl.” Rosa looked at her
jetty ringlets approvingly.- :

¢«“That will be something for me to remember.
How many crusts does it take—many ¥’
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¢ Oh, that depends on——""and she looked at
Gertrude for assistance. |
:‘How }}pngry you are,” Gertrude added.
“Papal” As he played negligently with his
knife and fork. ¢ Don’t do that, Miss Lyle won’t
like it; she ‘never lets Vannino and L You
_mlgl%tl cgt y(t)urse% you kl}gw.”
¢ That is true, Rosa.” e sighed regretfull
as the child in her earnestness gushed %he kni%':;
and fork far away from him, and looked at Ger-
trude for approval.
“But how do you eat without a knife ?”
- “There is no use.” |
“Why, Rosa?” :
“Miss Lyle cuts the bread and butter herself,
and it is 8o good.” o
“It must be, Rosa.” Mr. Ward watched the
young girl as she bent seriously over her task,
&I am afraid Miss Lyle stands little chance her-
self; you must keep her very busy.” |
“Do we, Miss Lyle?” But Gertrude only
shook her head, happy in the child’s pleasure
and not caring to interrupt it. “We wait till
she is all throngh-——you know it would be rude
to commence before. You are not very hungry
papa?” A new idea was suggested, and she
raised her troubled eyes to his face. '
 “I am very hungry, Rosa.” ) ‘
no;‘ g:g;t‘tyou \‘?;vaiit, Ppapa?”’ '.Il‘he little one did
o- put_her new pupil’ i
A a.‘test.p 7 pupil’s patience to too
“I am starving, Rosa.” |
¥ Oh dear! Papa, Iam so sorry. But may be,
Miss Lyle, just for papa this evening.” “She'held
out her plate pleadingly, while she shook her
head ‘as she looked at her brother, and said :
' 16* ‘
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«Only for papa, Vannino; just this once for
papa.” But Vannino was too placidly watching
the steam as it came out of the teapot to notice
what was going on round him. -~
«(Oh dear! Papa, don't eat so fast,”—as the
last morsel was swallowed,—¢ Miss Lyle won’t.
like it.”” She looked anxiously at Gertrude,
who was to all appearance very busy with her
task, but enjoying the little scene that was being.
played near her. ‘ ‘
«T am so hungry, Rosa,” he pleaded, “and it
was so good. Don’t you think I might have
another ¥’ Again the little pantomime was gone
through with, and the last bit of the second slice
 was swallowed. " '
« Oh dear! you do eat so much, papa.” Rosa,

seeing the bread and butter was all cut ready, .

and that Gertrude was pouring out their tea for
thein, looked doubtfully-at the small quantity and

then at her father, whose appetite she dreaded -
as slice after slice disappeared. Slowly the little -

girl got down from her seat, and was soon by her
brother’s side as he sat by Miss Lyle.” Evidently

they were arguing some knotty point, and Van-

nino appeared to resist.

«You shall have my top, Vannino, and my’

pretty box.” But the boy only shook his head,

' ag he thrust his sister away and kept his seat.

«For papa, Vannino!” Rosa’s face was very
earnest, . :

«T am so hungry,” Vannino pleaded.

«For my beautiful puzzle, Vannino?” She

was evidently making a great sacrifice.
“Yes!” The boy appeared satisfied as he was

led away by his sister, Gertrude apparently not

noticing the by-play.
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“At least, now, papa will have plenty, an
Miss Lyle, too.” Satisfied with her w%rk, t{;ougg
sorry to give up her puzzle, her favorite toy
Rosa did her best to amuse her brother. S

Their father watched them, much interested
and touched by the child’s unselfishness, and he
looked to Gertrude for sympathy.- « She is a
dear little thing, Miss Lyle! You have worked
wonders with my children, and I can never thank
you enough.” |

“It was a good soil to work on. Rosa’s warm
generous heart was easily won, and I am more
than fully repaid by their love.”

+“Rosal!” Her father called her to him as she
was busy showing her brothér the mysteries of
her prized puzzle, her favorite plaything. “Come
here, Rosa!” He raised her in his lap while he
smoothed her jetty curls. “I am afraid my little
girl is hungry.” He kissed her upturned face, and
held the small hands of the unselfish child, who
had so willingly denied herself for his pleasure,
“You are very hungry, Rosa.” -

“Oh no! not one bit!” She raised her head

~ and looked in his eyes.

“But you must be, Rosa. I already feel
. . 8
poor little hungry bone poking its way tjlr]rough,
though you are so brave.” He laid his hand on
her %I‘lrou]der.

“'Where, papa?” Laughing, she shook h
?eadé “Ve(mlnnino and I had a% orange just bzl:
ore tea, and we are not hungry; only we always
eat Miss Lyle’s bread and butter, J;'or it is 'go

“good.”

“ And T ate it all up; that was toc -
bad. Was it not, Roga g was too greedy, and |

“No, papa! We get it every night, and you
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don’t:”” She looked lovingly at Gertrﬁde; gire

that nothing could be better than the bread and
butter she prepared herself with her own hands,
as she explained. - '

« Suppose I should come every night and eat
it all up, what would you do?” -

_ «T should be so glad. Do! do! Papa.” Bhe
clasped her hands with delight. But suddenly
remembering something,—that her brother, who
had been bought' off that evening could not
always be so won. “But Vannino, you would
leave a little bit for Vannino ! He don’t eat very
much, papa.”

- «T will see about it.” Again he-laid his hand
on her shoulder. Rosa, this little hurigry bone
troubles me. What shall I do to make it bet-
ter?” | | :
« Oh, papa!” She appeared much amused as
she felt the bone too. ¢ It is always so.”

¢Always so hungry? Poor little bone! But,

Rosa, it must be hungry now.” Mr. Ward felt
her shoulder seriously, while he looked in her
laughing face. | ‘ :

«You did not like your féte the other day?”

4 Yes indeed, papa! Was it not nice?” :
¢ Buppose we have another.”

¢« But when, papa? When?” And her eager
little hands were clasped again. ,

«“ Now. Would you like to have it now ?”

« Now — right off — to-night?” she eagerly
gasped. Her eyes were dancing with excite-
ment, as she jumped up and down, much to
Vannino’s surprise, who came slowly from bhis
corner to hear the good news. “To-night! To-

night! Just think, to-night, Vannino! But we

have nothing ; and it is so late.”

JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS. 185

“ Let us see what Miss Lyle can do.” Reﬁem-
bering a-hamper of good things that had come
down from New York that day, he determined
to ‘gratlfy‘ hgr‘. Mr. Ward wrote a few direc-
:mr:is on a slip of paper, and handed it to Ger-
rude. '

“ Who shall we have, Rosa? Aunt Marga-
ret?” o ‘

. 1‘1‘ Then Miss Cecil will come.” And her face
ell, * .

“'Would you like Unecle Ralph 2’ as the chil-
dren had been taught to eall him. '

:: Yes! yes! Bo much! But Miss Cecil.”

. “Never mind, Rosa. 'We won’t let her know.
Miss Liyle will call the fairies to her aid while
Vanniuo and_yourself go to Ann to have. your
dress changed.” For Rosa had pleaded for her
new S(riress. ’ ' T

““ You won’t- have Miss Cecil ¥ Are you ver
sure?”  She held up her finger Yomindor
wlleﬁrshe left the rocligm. ger a8 & reminder

“ Yes, very sure, darling; only Uncle Ralph.”
He closed the door after them, and soon Pwas

- deep in consultation with Gertrude.

They could not do much in so short a time;
but as children are easily satisfied, and both will-
ing workers lent heart and hand to the task, it
was soon accomplished. 7

The hamper from New York had been well
stocked with bonbons and sweet things, and
served to fill the table with what children most
like. Froit and flowers are always beautiful,
and Gertrude knew the art of arranging them
to perfection. Their labor was accomplished to
their mutual satisfaction; and Mr, Ward, proud
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and happy in their éuceess, forgot the name of

- hat d .
overness as attached to Miss Lyle. She had’
%ee.n good and true to his children; and in those

few minutes they spent together, all barriers

were broken down, and both workers were fully
satisfied with each other.
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. CHAPTERXX.

‘“ JamEs, has Mr. Livingston been here yet?”
he asked the man on the way to his study. .

“Yes, sir; he has been waiting some time in
your room for you.”

“Why, John; where have you been? I have
read the paper through and through. I was be-
ginning to think of taking up my hat and being
off in high indignation.”

“1 did not know you were here, Ralph.”” He
laid his hand on the young man’s shoulder, “I
have an invitation for you from a lady.” Mr.
Ward smiled pleasantly. .

“ What is that? You are a trump, John.”

“You need not make such a row,” as in his
haste he knocked a large book off the table.
“It is only from my little Rosa.”

“ My little ladylove? So much the better.”

“The child has been very good lately, and I

‘promised her a treat. You of course are to come;

but she gave me particular directions not to brin
Miss Cecil.” Mr. Ward smiled again. 1T thin

“children’s instincts are very correct, don't you ?”’

“And what about Gertrude?” Ralph smiled
significantly. - ' _ L '
- “Miss Lyle is very well, thank you; she will
answer for herself when you see her.”

“James’—to the man— I shall be very much
occupied this evening, and can see no one. You

understand.”
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«Perfectly, sir.”” The man closed and locked
the door to bar it against intruders, for Miss Cecil
had & way of finding herself in places where she
- did not belong, as the servants knew, =

“Good evening, Gertrude. My little lady- -

love.” And Ralph kissed both the children.

“Tam so glad. But, papa, Miss Cecil is not
coming,—you did not asgk her?” '

“I did not invite her, Rosa.”

“ But what did you do?’ Always ready for
excitement and mystery, Rosa. looked at her
father. | -

“T did not invite her.”

“ But she may come.”
and but half satisfied.

“T told James I would be very busy this even-
~ ing, and could see no one. Will that do.”

“How very nice!” She clapped her hands
in delight. ¢ Miss Lyle was to be our fairy; has
not she done beautifully with nothing ?”’

¢ With nothing, Rosa!” :

“Yes; we had nothing at all. But Miss Lyle
can do anything, Uncle Ralph.” She raised her
eyes confidently to Geertrude’s face. Ralph and
her father watched quite as admiringly the young
girl’s figure and sweet face as she moved about
doing everything so easily and gracefully. Pleas-
antly and cheerfully the evening wore on for each
member of the little party, who were pleased and
interested in each other. Gertrude was full of
- life, and was looking her best, for her eyes

- gparkled, and the hair she had tried to smooth

She looked perplexed,

back so plainly on her first arrival, wag let have

its' way, and waved and rippled in a mass of
‘golden lights. So that you longed to put your
" hand on its glossy, thick folds. - ,

L
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The school-room was a large, cheerful room,
fitted up with every comfort such a room could
have; and since Miss Lyle had-been with them,
many things had been added to make it more
pleasant. Mr. Ward was fond of open fires, and
had.one in every room in the house; so that
the large logs on their brightly polished andirons
were spluttering and hissing up the chimney, as
the damp wood resisted for some moments the
fierce pressure of flamé. Round the table were
& merry party, cracking nuts, and enjoying the
good things with which it was so well laden.
The children were pleading for a story from Ger-
trude, and Mr. Ward and Ralph were seconding
them—as Gertrude blushingly refused, remem-

‘bering her former attempt at story-telling in Mr.

Ward’s presence.. She did not feel as much at
ease with him now, as when they had been on less

- peaceful terms, which her blushing face showed.

He was then always ready for a war of words,
and she cared so little for his opinion that she had

fought her battle bravely. She might have told

her story easily then, but now it was simply im-
possible, so she only laughingly shook her head.
_ “I love you so much, Miss Lyle; do tell us
Justone. You love Miss Lyle, too; don’t you,
Uncle Ralph ?” . . o

“Yes, indeed, Rosa!” not noticing Gertrude’s
blushing face as he tried to draw the child out.

“I know who does love Miss Lyle.” Rosa
shook her head roguishly. ‘ ' o

“ Who, Rosa 7 %alph questioned.

“Papa.” Not knowing the mischief she was
doing the child went on. I tried his name
with Miss Lyle’s, as she taught me, and it said

| 17
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he loved her. When I asked papa he did not
say no.” She raised her eyes to her father’s face
for encouragement, but he only frowned darkly.

Poor little Rosa could not tell that, although
with a child’s innocence and love she had softened

~ her father’s heart, she had in the same way sealed

it. -He was a proud man and felt thoroughly
uncomfortable, while he styled his little daughter

forward, and wondered what Miss Lyle, the gov- .

erness, would think., Heremembered her position
plainly now. He had borne enough in his past
life—the impertinent questioning of strangers,
and the shame of an unequal marriage, and could
not do the same again. - ' |

- Meanwhile, Gertrude, blushing and wuncom-
fortable, read in part her host’s thoughts, and
* was the Gertrade he had first known. The re-
tort wonld not come as glibly to her tongue, but

she could show. him how very little his opinion.

troubled her. She had forgotten the governess
for a time, but she could easily take up her armor
again and repair the broken links in her har-
ness, :

Rosa, seeing with a child’s quick instinct that
something was wrong, and wanting to remedy
it, pressed closely up to Gertrude.

“Won’t you tell us just one story, Miss Lyle ?
Only a short one.” o :

The impulse was strong to show her utte

scorn of his character, so in answer to Rosa’s

pleading, she commenced her story.

“Two sprites sat on a river bank, and threw
up the water till it fell in a crystal spray around
them. They langhed merrily as they looked at
it through the sun, and saw the many bright

diamonds as they glittered where they fell. One
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was a wicked sprite, and one a good ; and good
wishes fell from the hand of the one, and wicked
from the other. Two little children on the bank
sat and watched them, catching the spray as it
fell in their faces, and laughing merrily, too, in
echo. The children grew to manhood—one
laden with charity, confidence, and love——"

¢ Like Uncle Ralph ?”” Rosa interrapted.

“Yes, like Uncle Ralph.” Gertrude went on
with her story. ¢ The other carried pride, acold
heart, and suspicion of all. The first went on

- his way; and flowers of goodness and sweetness

blossomed in his path; and he only saw good,
though he sorrowed like other men.” The other

. shut himseif in his shell of selfishness, and lived

and fed on his pride ; and all his works wers evil, .
for they lacked the most perfect attribute of all—
charity, love, and confidence. . Years passed on,
and the last day came; two angels stood at the
door of paradise with flaming swords. One had
eternity and paradise written on his breast, the
other death and oblivion. The first held out his

‘hand to the first man,.the other to the last. One

entered into the realm of perfect beauty, the other
died as the brute, for he had no soul.”
“It is so short, Miss Lyle.” Rosa, not liking

 the story which she did not understand, pleaded

for another, . | ‘

“ No, Rosa, it i too late.” Gertrude rose from
the table, both the children following her, while
the two gentlemen bade them good night.

“I think that girl is the most perfect woman I
have ever met,” said Ralph, heartily. . o
- “Miss Lyle is well enough, Ralph, but she is
vain,”  Mr. Ward strode up and down his study
with his hands behind his back, displeased with
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little Rosa, Ralph, and Gertrude, but most of all
with himself. “ What a born idiot I have been!”
he murmured; “it is well 1 wakened up in
time.” | '

“Gertrude Lyle is a noble girl, and any one
who could gain her love is truly to be envied.”
Ralph watched his friend, wondering at his dis-
comfiture.

‘“ Ralph, you are such an enthusiast, you must
not expeect to find others as enthusiastic as your-
self. Miss Lyle is well enough, but she is Ger-
trude Lyle, my governess, for all that, and so, not
to be thought of.” Mr, Ward was talking to hear
himseif contradicted, for he knew all he said was
false, and not worthy of him, but he was a proud
man, and could veil his feelings from others.

( “I don’t believe you have any more heart than

a fish ; you provoke me out of all patience. How
can you live in the same house with Gertrude
Lyle and not be madly in love with her? It is
more than I can fathom, and I would not have
your cold heart for worlds. Don’t you know,
man—or are you willfully blind—that it is the
person that degrades the position, and not the
position the person? A perfect, high-souled
woman or man only renders more noble all that
they touch. Gertrude Lyle might sweep the
streets with grace and dignity, and make it a
‘worthy profession, so that all would honor her,
though unfortunately such souls are too often
weighed with spurious coin. A perfect woman
—God’s noblest, best. gift to man—carries all of
truth and purity to be found in this sinful world,
and is to be held precious above all things. Do
not lose faith in all becanse one woman proved
false, and do not steel your heart with pride; it is
doubting God’s providence.”
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“Heigh-ho! Ralph, old fellow, do not let us
quarrel about nothing. You do not like my style,
neither does yours suit me; so we are both best
pleased as it is.,”” His lip curled unpleasantly.

“You make me sick at heart, John. I thought
your old cynicism was buried, but here it is com-
ing up, again at the first opportunity. If you onl
knew: how you were cheating yourself. I havei
almost in my heart to wish that you loved Ger-
trude, and found too late you had lost her love
through your own carelessness. 1If you would
only be your true self, and not think so much of
the world and what it would think, you would
be a happier man. You may wrap yourself in

~ your purple and fine linen, and keep your robes

intact; but I would far rather have them soiled,
and even torn to rags, than never see the Hght.

If you decide all are deceitful, and none to be

trusted, you will never understand the difference,
as you have never known trhe worth.” -
“Han§ it, Ralph!” Mr. Ward paused in his’

walk. ““You are only wasting your breath ; your
rhapsodies are all lost on me, I can’t stand your
meddling any longer. Go yourown way, and I
will go mine, and not trouble you.” But seeing
how hurt Ralph appeared, he added: “I know
you mean it for the best, old fellow, but you don’t
understand me, and never will. I am not a
namby-pamby scliool-boy, to fall in love with a
shadow. I am a hopeless case, and the sooner
you give me up the better, as you cannot expect
me to bear very patiently this meddling super-
vision.”

- “I shall not speak to you again, John.” And
hurt and out of patience, Ralph rose to go. I
did it out of pure friendship, and because I-could

17* -
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not tamély stand by and see you wrecking your

whole life. You love that girl.”. Mr. Ward

started. “You love her, and you have not the
manhood to acknowledge it to yourself. I will
not meddle again, as you say, but I cannot come
to visit you any more, as it takes the heart out of
me to see a man trifle as youn are doing with the
most precious thing in life, and which I would
give my right hand for. My only hope is that

Gertrude values you at your true worth.”” Ralph

 wrung his hand, while the tears stood in his
eyes. :

)“Gooﬂ-by! God bless you, Ralph!” Mr. Ward,
moved, but not wishing to show it, restrained
him when he would have gone. «Forgive me for

“my harsh words. I know you meant to do your
duty by me, but you do not understand me. As
to your ill wishes, I care so little for my life, it
makes no difference, and I take all from you as
T would from no other man, for I understand
your motive. Good night! Come again as usual
to-morrow, and we will forget all that has been
unpleasant this evening.” o

#No, I thank you, Ward. My memory is not

so .short. I will come when you care to have

~ me, and not sooner. At present, I would rather

not be with you, as we do not suit each other.”

Taking up his hat, he left the room, and Mr.

Ward settled himself in his chair for another
meditation. -

. ¢«That boy is crack-brained; but have I be-
trayed myself, and does that little witch up-stairs
think the same as Ralph? No- doubt she does.
Women are all vain, but I will show her she

is mistaken. How well she looked this even-

‘ing when she told the story, and how well she
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told it! The little witch has enough impudence
to furnish a regiment, though I can’t help ad-
miring her for it. Poor little thing, it would
be a pity now. But I am a fool to think that
nonsense; no danger of her having any feeling ;

- no doubt, as Ralph says, she estimates me at my

true worth, and Ralph at his. That story was

_ well told. Bhe is making Rosa as pert as her-

self. I will have to see to it.”

The melting mood was over, and Mr. Ward
had awakened. He could not be the same cold
‘man to his children as he had been, but he counld

' harden his heart against their governess. May be

|

his sister was wise. Lucy Cecil was as good as
the general run of women, and if he must be
fettered, he had better marry her, and let her be
a companion for Margaret; he still had his books
and his farm, |

But for all, his thoughts would travel back to
the visit Gertrude paid Mrs. Livingston:. How
had the plan suited, and was his sister happy?
Though it was hard to acknowledge, Mr. Ward
was just, and gave Gertrude her due, for he de-
cided it was she, and not Lucy Cecil, who made
his sister happy. And how about himself? He
wag not a school-boy to break his heart; and
Ralph should see how little he knew him. So
he reasoned on, and cheated himself, and was
unhappy and ill a%ase. All, as Ralph had said,
because he loved /Gertrude Lyle, the governess,
and had not manhood enough to acknowledge it.
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CHAPTER XXI.

« BrorHER dear.” Miss Ward detained her
brother the next mornjng as he was on his way
{o his study. - =
« What 1s it, Margaret ?” .
«T should like very much to talk to you.
« What is it, Margaret? Don’t keep me here;
I am in a great hurry.” Out of humor with
himself, he wanted to pass her and be alone.
«T will come into your study with you, dear.
Fluttered by his manner, and forgetting all her
nicely prepared little speech, Miss ‘Ward wanted
a breaking space to gain time, and call back
her disordered ranks into line, before she com-
~ .menced her attack, as she was determined to
ersevere, , )
P «Tt is fearfully cold in the:study, Margaret.
Not wanting to have her with him, and hoping
to discourage her, he paused to hear what she
" had to say, entirely forgetting the large wood-

" fire that-had been kindled by his orders.

« Never mind, John dear—1 would, like very
much to spend the morning with you.” Feeling

herself a martyr, as she had been nearly frozen

in the study before, Miss Ward shuddered, but

went steadily on her-way, trusting to gain her
crown of glory. She was certainly mortifying

- murmured as she perched herself on the edge of

L
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graciously, as going down the steps two at a time
with immense strides, he was soon at the door of
his study, while his poor little sister was pant-
ing and struggling to keep up with him. ‘

“You are very impetuous, John dear,” the
poor little thing murmured, as she panted for
breath. But seeing the wood-fire, and thinking
by some invisible agency he had had it kindled
for her, her spirits rose. She never for an in-
stant imagined her idol indulged in an untruth,
and Miss Ward was a person who never reasoned,
but always jumped at conclusions in the most
absurd manner, perfectly satisfied if the result
were agreeable, and ready to think the best of
every one. - -

- “You are very kind, John dear,” she faintly

a chair, looking fearfully behind her at the co-
lumns of books with which it was laden. Her
brother had pistols, and she could not tell in what
corner they lay concealed ready to commit mur-
der on the first person who came. .
“I am very busy this morning,” Margaret.”
He threw himself in his chair by the table.
“Don’t you think you could tell me what you
have to say in ten minutes ?’ as he laid his'watch
before him. But seeing her flurried face, for she
never could bear being brought suddenly to the
point, he generously added: < Well, then, half an

- hour, Margaret; that is certainly enough.” He
~ leaned back in his chair and held up his watch,

80 that he could see every minute marked plainly
a8 it passed away, and was one minute less before
he should be released. He could not be exactly as

the flesh, for the benefit of the spirit.

: . he had been before ; he could not lose his interesf -
«“Well, come on then.” . It was said very un-

in his children, neither could-he be caréless about

e
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his dress, as formerly. He was not happy, so
“ would be cross naturally; it was a hard part he
was acting, and he was but a bungler in the part
he played. He was fighting against all his bet-
. ter instincts—for his pride—and as pride was
very strong the battle promised to be long.

«“How very comfortable your room looks,
dear,” His sister, wanting to be agreeable, but
thinking quite the reverse, readily told an un-
truth to please him,

“Yes; it will do very well, Margaret.”

«Js it not cold to-day, John dear? I think
we will have snow, don’t you?” - She appeared
much interested as she watched through the win-
dow the branches of the trees blowing as swayed
by the wind, while her brother impatiently played

a jig on the table with his first three fingers,

then yawned, ran his hand through his hair, and
sneezed.,

“Yes; [ think it is east, decidedly east.” She -

crooned to herseif, while she tried to look com-
fortable and easy. .

“This is a very comfortable chair, John.”
Poor Miss Ward never thought how she was
steeping her soul in falsehood, as one after an-

- other the fibs followed so trippingly, while she
grew more nervous every moment. She saw that .

her brother was becoming more impatient, and de-
cided that she must be very tiresome; John was
busy, anything but that he could be wrong ; that
was too rank heresy to be tolerated an instant. .

“J never feel as well when the wind is in the

east. Do you, dear?” She looked timidly into
his face; while the jig had changed into the lively

air of the-devil-among-the-tailors, and was now
the most boisterous tattoo.
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“ Margaret.” His closed lips were opened.

“If you have come in. to talk about the weather,

and your. aches and pains, could you not defer

it?” -
“That is not it, of course, dear.”

“Then why in the world can’t you tell me

what you want ?”
“Oh!oh!” Bhe faintly struggled for the fit-

ting words. “Iam cold.”

|

3

“Well, I told you so; do come to the poinit.’.’ .

“Don’t you think ?”’
“No, I never think,” ke interrupted. «Have

we no new crockery? Has James stolen all the
spoons ? . Is the house on fire 7 His impatience

had reached the climax, as one calamity after .

another was hurled at her devoted head.

“No, John dear; not nearly as bad. Only.” -
Flarried and ﬂuttet"ed,. she gag;:ned out the %g;’d ‘

“QOnly.”
“What? What?” His hand the
between each word. and banged the table
“ Only Lucy Cecil thinks "
‘““The d—I she does! That’s worth knowing.’

I never knew that before”’—waiting i !
- - ng im
for a conclusion. g impatiently

“Dear Luey thinks. Oh! Dai
in my side” y s h! I haye such a’pain

“Lucy Cecil thinks you have a pain in your

- side! DPleasant and lucid you are, Margaret!. I

am glad Miss Cecil is so sympathizing, She is-
a lovely girl I”—ironicall .y pathizing:  Bhe is
“Oh, John dear! I knew you would com
think so at last.” Her face brightened immzag?
uribly. “I am so glad, brother,” '
Glad of what, Margaret? You have only

fifteen minutes left to torment me in; so make

haste.”’
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« Oh, John, John!” And her handkerchief

was in requisition. “I thought you were a
changed man through dear Lucy’s influence.”

«Did you? Well, you see you are mistaken.” -

« Oh, I hoped, John! Dear Lucy thinks that
Miss Lyle is a very nice young person.”
«Very kind of Miss Cecil, I am sure.” .

“Yes; dear Lucy was always kind-hearted.

You know we all think Miss Lyle is very nice;
. but then you know she is the governess.” '

¢« Well that is an astonishing conclusion for
Miss Cecil and yourself to arrive at. How long
did it take to settle that fact ?”’ But Miss Ward,
who had at last succeeded in thawing her tongue,
was not to be turned from her purpose.

« She is a dear, good girl, Butspoiled, spoiled.
Poor little thing, may be she can’t help it.” Aunt
Margaret’s heart melted when she thought of
Gertrude; but swayed by every one she came 1n
contact with, her thoughts were on a new track
now. ' .

« Dear Lucy thinks she is good—and all that.
Pretty,” she added doubtfully—*but then Ralph
and yourself are—you particularly 1

1 particularly what T¥ o
~ «Think too much. In fact, might in time———

"~ «Pall in love with Miss Lyle, you mean?”
And he set his teeth ti$htiy over his under lip.—
«Thunder! Mercury!!’ Mars!!! Jupiter!!!!

?2

Heaven and Earth! Margaret, how in the world -

did Miss Cecil and yourself come to such a pre-

cious conclusion? I give you the palm of merit. -

But tell dear Lucy to keep her nose quite out of
my business, and poke it in other people's if she
chooses.” .

Mr. Ward, in his excitement, was quite for-

.
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getting to be elegant; stung and angry that
Ralph, Margaret, and Miss Cecil all ﬁegd his
weakness,

‘While poor Miss Ward, entirely overco :
and wept in her handkerchief. “Thon the man.
ashamed of himself, and pitying his poor little
sls‘t‘ef,h laid 1infss hand on her shoulder.

L have been unkind, Margaret; but
fotgft I am a Ward, and yoE try me.” you sadly’

‘I am getting old, John dear, and illy.”
She sobbed again, " and very silly

:5 I%ut, dear Lucy ”

‘Yes, I understand; Miss Ceeil is i
and you’ a6 oasily od.h 188 Ceell is interested,

““ IS}ﬁe likes 3(7101; l&;o much, John dear.”

1 have no doubt, Margaret.,” And he smiled
ﬁmml’.}r. “But tell her to mind her own blugi-

ess. P -

“John, I couldn’t do that. P
little plensure, ando o OO LaeY bas so

:: ’iff?xkes pleas]gre in back-biting.”

“ 11 you would only occasi ,
ﬁn‘l‘s%rliz:y .sentenees.”y , asmnally? dear, let me

‘hat shall I do Margaret, to makeup? I
want to be a good b,oy very much, but I cgr;’t."

And he drew his sister from the chair in which

she was sitting, and put her in his arm-chai

which was much the Fnost comfortablel:m '.%lillaellll"
throwing himself on the floor, he laid his head on
her lap, as he had done so many years ago when
he had come to his sister for comfort from some

: 'ﬁiece of boyish mischief or folly. - Moved and

appy, his sister ran her hand through
th‘lckly-ta,nglgd masses of hair on w]::}igh ;gg
'{)l essed her lips. Her baby brother, her darling
0y, to be petted and caressed, as she had always
18 L :
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done, entirely forgetting the six feet of humanity,
and the heavy moustache that decorated her baby
brother’s upper lip. '

« Gertrude is a dear girl; and if, John——

«If I am going to be a fool, Margaret.” And
again the dark frown came only too readily. I
am not; understand me, Margaret, and be satis-
fied. .Sink all the women under the heaven, but
my good, little, tormenting sister.” He put hig
cheek caressingly against the hand that was
smoothing the rough masses of hair. ,
 Gertrude had at least accomplished so much
good; she had brought the brother and sister
 together, and had. taught the children to love
their father. |

« [ have had a hard life, Margaret, and we can
battle it out best alone. I am best satisfied as it
. is.” It was anything but a satisfied face he
raised to his sister, “But what can I do for you,
Margaret ?” ‘ ;

«T would like——" She paused. “I don’t
know what you will think, John. I would like
—but I hardly know how to ask.”

«What?’ “He looked at her encouragingly.
“What?” , ‘ ‘

«“A party.” ' .
~ «A party! Am I dreaming, Margaret?” And
Mr, Ward perfeetly shouted . with laughter.
_« Run a pin into me, 80 I shall know Tam awake.
~ Are you going to commence dancing 77
«Brother!”” Distressed, and troubled, afraid

3

he would think her foolish, she interrupted-—,

“Dear Luey has had such a quiet time, and she
likes parties.” ' . '

¢ She fights her battles over your poor little

shoulders; she must be a brave woman, truly.”
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: :You wrong her, brother; it is not that.”
You want it, Margaret; that is enough for .

" me, at least.”

“You know we needn’t have ,
added apologetically,—* and Miss;I‘.;rrlle{il’]’y )" she
“Yes, we shall. I feel quite like dancing.

. Miss Lyle shall come, and every one we know.”
Happy in seeing her pleased face, and feeling

i?ea(i: EE.WaS doing a kind action, Mr, Ward har-
“ What will you wear, Margaret ? and will

keep your. first dance "for. 1%19 7"’ Not %eeggg

comfortable himself, and wishing by excitement

- to work off his trouble, he started to his feet.

“When shall it be,—to-day is M 92
“ Monday is Wz‘;uslzl—da,y.”y onday )
“And Tuesday.?”
[13 II'OII,iIlg'.” .
:‘And Wednesday, what happens 2’
, ‘: %;)tllf]nnﬁ in Ii}a-rtieula,r, dear.” L
ell, then, let it b
nesday W,eek.”’ © Wednesday. Bay Wed-
““Too soon, John ?” .
“No; the sooner the better. Now for note

I

-paper, and invitations.”

 Mr. Ward took the first opportunity to tell Ger
trude,when he met her, th.‘:gapthey wg;'e to ha(ggla.
ball Wednesday week. People coming from New
YorkT-and 8o on. That the house would be full
that night, and any silks and laces she wanted he
could easily get for her. So that Gertrude, who
felt sorry for their misunderstanding, and intended
hot to come to the party,as Miss Ward had only
asked her cut of politeness, determined she would
goand wear her pink silk,and be as gay and pretty
a8 sbe.c'o.uld, and take all the attention from -Miss
Cecil if it were possible.
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CHAPTER XXIIL

«I po wonder if that man is foolish enough to
think T am in love with him; men are so vain, it

- would just be on a par with his vanity! There

is something noble about him, and I am sorry
for him; he has had such a hard life, no doubt
he distrusts all women. I should like to please
Miss Ward by fiot going down; if it were not
for that Miss Cecil, I would; but T know how
she would triumph over me, and I cannot stand
that. ‘I should not care if Mr. Ward were un-
happy; but I love Rosa and Vanning dearly,

and I can’t bear that she should be their mo-

ther; they would not be at all happy, poor little
things.” Her eyes filled with tears when she,
thought of them. “I know Miss Cecil would
be delighted to have me as their governess; but.
I should not stay—I could not bear it.”” Her
eyes filled again. ¢ If Mr, Ward were ou]y more
like Ralph, and not so changeable,”—and she
thought of and admired Ralph’s sunny tempera-
ment, though she knew -Mr. Ward’s stormy one
interested her much the more of the two,~*his
face softens and brightens so when he smiles;
but that is so seldom.” She sighed again. “He
is nearly always like a thunder-clond. I do won-
der if he can be-in love with that Miss Cecil?”

Her lip curled. *He must be very easily pleased.

I'don’t see how Miss Ward can be so devoted to
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her, either. If T only dared to tell m y
but' T can’t,” " She shook her head sadly. « This
world is the strangest world I ever was in!”
Gertrude, who had had no experience of an-
oth.er,'dld_ not pause fo think she could not be
an jrﬁpa{)’glal kJuP}ie]. o

y black silk looks 80 plain; I suppose it i
what I should wear—but Ilizvould ratlrz?r neo;tglg
at all than that way. Miss Cecil will be dressed
to death ; I should like s0 much to surprise them
and make her angry.” Gertrude went to her
trunk;, which she opened slowly, as if half ashamed
of herself, and lifted up one corner of the large
wrapping-paper that concealed her foolish pur-
chase. It was a lovely color, and she palled out
one little end to look at it. If she only could.

-~ My. Ward had noticed her old bonnet, and she

would like to show him how differently she could
look. It was a great temptation; but, at any
rate, 1t would do no harm to'look at it. Feeling
very much like a thief detected in his crime, she
ran to her door and locked it, and then the ,pre-
cious burden was lifted out. It wasa shaded pink
silk, then the newest style—the three shades:
the very pale, then deeper, and then the dark.
rose pink. The flounces were arranged in rows

looped up with rosettes of the deepest shade,
and Madame I’Estrange had certainly made a
brilliant success. The waist was trimmed with
a deep bertha, edged with fine old lace, and every

~place that the dainty cobweb comdd be put it

was .digplayed in full beauty., ¥ WYya
such as any woman would coj;et; an Cetradas
eyes sparkled and her cheeks glowed as ghe

- looked at the dainty little pink satin slippers, with

their rosettes to correspond, and the tinted heels,
o 18*
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evidently just made for dancing. Then the pink
lace-edged fan had been supplied as ordered by
Mam’selle; even the gloves, with their embroid-
ery to match, as only a Frenchwoman, with her
‘exquisite taste, could do; it was perfect delight
just to look at them. ¢ Shall I or shall I not?
If I only dared. It would be so nice to see them
open their eyes—I will.” '

Strains of music came swelling up from below,
and she must decide; so, carried away by the
music and excitement, and thinking only of Miss

Cecil’s dissatisfaction, she no longer paused. .

Her hair had been arranged before, and she
smiled brightly as she uncovered her firm white
neck and shoulders; she tried on the perfectly
fitting slipper. It was beautiful! She clasped g
her hands eagerly, and could not resist taking
~ a few steps as the music pealed up from below.
Just the thing for dancing, and she was delighted
when she thought How uncomfortable Miss Cecil
would be. : :

But she could not wait; she was longing to go,
as she again heard the music. The dress was
thrown over her shoulders, and then she paused,
perplexed.. What would she do? The dress was
laced up behind, and she could not fasten it;
she felt like crying with vexation. She did not
want the servants to know, but she must. So,
lightly throwing a shawl over her shoulders, and
afraid of meeting some one, she ran to the nur-
sery—quite regardless of her slippers, she almost
tumbled down the stairs, tripping over the car-
pet in her haste. ¥ g

«Ann, you must help me.” She took off -the
shawl in which she had enveloped herself, an

gtood in all her splendor. ‘ :

. JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS. 207

| ¢«Qh, how beautiful!” Rosa’s little naked feet
were on the -carpet, while Vannino stared with
wide-opened eyes. “You are an angel, Miss

' Lyle.”

“Not quitq, Rosa.” Gertrude laughed nerv-
ously; even little Rosa’s approval was pleasant,
a8 the child, delighted, looked at her on all
sides, afraid to go near the beautiful dress for
fear of spoiling 1it. ' .

::%) I]i)aCk to bed, Rosa, or you will get cold.”
T dol?” you‘e‘ome and kiss me there, Miss Lyle,

“Yes, darling.” - The two bright-eyed excited

~ children watched, while poor Ann, overwhelmed .
- with the honor, clumsjly laced the dress. At

last it was finished to their satisfaction, and Ger-
trude hurriedly kissed the children.

« {:’lea-se, Miss Lyle, when you are all fixed,
won’t you come once more? Just once more?”
Rosa pleaded. :

::g you Wi’ll go to sleep directly after, I will.”

es] yes!” was eag ised by
e chilern. gerly. promised by both

Then back in her own room, Gertrade looked,
and laughed at the lovely face that smiled so
brightly from the glass. The bouquet of pink
rosebuds was put in her hair, and then she paused
to think. She had put her foot into despwater
and what mattered an inch more or less? She
was too much excited to be prudent, so a small

- box was brought out from its hiding-place and

unlocked. " Down on their fleecy bed were dia-
monds of a rare value, set in a quaint old style’

‘notthen in vogne. The stones were large, of the

purest water, and sparkled most brilliantly; the
l?reastpm and earrings were put on, and then her
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: |
wrists were circled with gems. The pure white
neck received the splendid riviere, and the glass
reflected back the brilliancy as tife fair owner of
the jewels looked admiringly at them. :
It was too much for the sweet young face, and
~ did not become it; so the circlet of large dia-

monds was slipped off her neck and twined =

round heér dimpled arm. S8he did not care for
wearing all the set, but she remembered Miss
Cecil, who she knew had no diamonds, so she
would. Clasping and locking her little cabinet,
she put it back safely in its hiding-place, and
stood looking at her own reflection. Her cheeks
were glowing with excitement, and her eyes,
brilliant as the diamonds so lavishly displayed,
- lauwghed back into her own from the mirror.
. Then the perfectly-fitting glove was buttoned,
and Gertrude stood radiantly beautiful in her
elegant dress, so little suited to the govern-
ess. But she must not keep the children wait-
'ing; so, taking one more look, she gathered
ap her fan and handkerchief, and hastened
away. ‘ o

* Oh, Miss Lyle, how very beautiful! You are
a fairy.” Gertrude bent and kissed them both.

“Go to sleep, darlings.” ‘Breathless and ex-
cited, almost frightened at what she was doing,
- she hurried away. Doubting and hesitating, she
stood embarrassed, not knowing what to do. She
could not go down among- all those people—she
never could go in alone, But just at that mo-
ment she saw Ralph and his mother, who were
;;lr_ylilng to make their way through the crowded
all. :

“Ralph!” she eagerly called, and the young

%
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man looked up. ¢ Wait just one minute.” She
ran lightly down the stairs,

“Where did you——" Mrs. Livingston paused,
looking at her dress, and then thought Miss
Ward’s kind heart had prompted the present.

~ “Baut, Gertrude,”—she put her hand on her arm,

while a troubled look came into her face,—I
think I remember! Where did you get your
jewels, dear? Gertrude, trust me, won't you?
I ought to know!” She looked at her richly jew-
eled arm. “My memory is not as good now as it
was. Trust me, dear!” _

“Mrs. Livingston, you will know all soon, I
hope.” . Her full red lips were pressed on those
of her friend. “Try and trust me, for I cannot
tell you.” And vexed and sorry that she had put
on her jewels, she stood hesitating, almost think-
ing of going back to her room. “I am sorry,
Mrs. Livingston. I wish——"

“Don’t, Gertrude!” said Ralph, launghing.
“Don’t wish for anything more! You will be
Queen of Beauty, I see, this evening, and win
hearts from all. I am very proud of my adopted
sister. Here is one thing more, to complete the
whole.” A bouquet of perfectly arranged hot-
house flowers was placed in her hand. “Don’t

ook so serious! Mother has not been in society

for years, and only came this evening to please

. Miss Ward., These gay drésses and jewels are

too much for her sober eyes—that is all.”

“Oh, thank you, Ralph! IIow very kind you
are!” The beautiful bouquet was raised to her
face. “They are perfect. Thank you so very
much!” And, excited and forgetting her trouble
in the gay sights and sounds, Gertrude’s face was
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beaming, as she walked along with her hand on
Ralph’s arm. Mrs. Livingston’s face was smiling
too, in return, as she turned to her for sympathy.
- There was something strange, but. Mrs. Living-
ston could not resist her, and was willing to trust
the fair young face and earnest eyes that looked
at her so winningly. . / | -
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CHAPTER XXIII.

“WHo can she be? What a perfect face! How
very lovely!” was the chorus on all sides, as Ger-
trude made her way through the gayly dressed
company to Miss Ward’s side, |

I have brought you a stranger, Miss Ward !”’
Ralph laughed gayly, enjoying in anticipation
Miss Cecil’s chagrin as he led the blushing girl
foward; while Miss Ward, surprised and hardly

- knowing what to say, but fully realizing the

loveliness of the face raised to her own, could
not help kissing her, though the next moment

she looked to see if her brother were near. (Miss

‘Ward evidently did not understand the etiquette

of the ball-room, and was making Grertrude more

conspicuous than she would have wished if she
had realized what she was doing.)

“She would make a lovely wite for Ralph,—
may be steady him!” Miss Ward soliloquized.
She watched Ralph with a kind, friendly face,
as)he talked so earnestly to Gertrude, putting
his name down many times on her card. She
would miss her very much, and she was very
sorry on the children’s-account; and a tear came
into her eyes as she thought she was but a silly
old woman, and could not expect to be of much
importance any longer. '

“You dance, of course, Gertrude?”

“T used to, Ralph.”

1
|




212 JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS.

“That means you can and will.* Can you re-
gist that waltz? Come!"” as one of Strauss’s most
maddening strains echoed through the room;
and the next moment Ralph and Gertrude were
whirling away, entering fully into the spirit of
the dance.

“How lovely! Who can she be?” as the two
light, graceful figures went floating by, their -

step so well timed, and every motion in unison.
“Not tired, Gertrude ?” ‘
«“Oh no! It is perfect, Ralph.” And the two

danced on, not noticing how the dancers were -

pausing, and how all eyes were directed to them.
“Ward, who is that lovely girl?” A gentle-
- man laid his hand on his host’s arm, who, tired

of the gay scene, and. more tired still of Miss

Cecil, who held his arm, had just come in from
 the conservatory. ¢ Excuse me, Miss Cecil! I
" «anust know who that lady is.”” All three paused
to look. ' :

«Qan it be? Yes it is! How well she looks!"

Mr. Ward, with a man’s vague idea of dress, was
dazzled by the girl’s great beauty, and looked
only at the lovely face, and not at the dress that
attracted Miss Cecil's attention.  “That is Miss
Lyle.” -
X‘Miss Lyle!” Miss Cecil raised her meaning-
less light-blue eyes. “ You must be mistaken,
Mr.. Ward. Miss Lyle would not dare——-"
«Miss Lyle is a perfect lady, Miss Cecil.” His

face expressed his disapproval, so Miss Cecil, .

feeling uncomfortable, and seeing she had made

a mistake, tried to change the subject. The gen-

tleman persisting, Mr. Ward explained: ‘ Miss

Lyle is my governess. I cannot introduce you,
~as'I do not know her pleasure.”
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“Your governess! Well, she is the most

- charming specimen of the kind I have ever met.”

Turning away, he muttered: “Ward may try to
keep her to himself as much as he pleases, but
I shall know her, and dance with her too, before

the,evening is over.” Soon after the same gen-

tleman was talking and laughing with Ralph and
Gertrude, as he filled up more places on her card,

Pleased and happy, she saw the little card fast -
filling up, as one after another of Ralph’s friends

were made known to her. Mr. Ward was paying
devoted attention to Miss Cecil, and Gertrude,
knowing that lady was not her friend, felt trou-
bled, and longed for one pleasant word from him.
She did not observe him look at her at all, and

. she wondered if he were displeased; and the
otherwise pleasant eveningb was marred by the

fancied disapproval of her boorish host.

She did not see the eyes that followed her so
eagerly when her own were otherwise engaged,
and the gennine admiration that was expressed

in them. Neither did she see that Miss Cecil,
‘fretted by the inattention of her host, watched

her jealously too. Envying the beautifal dress
and jewels, but most of all her fair young face,
Miss Cecil was looking far from well herself,
‘With that perverse penchant of blondes for yellow,
she wore a pale straw-colored silk, with flowers of
the same color in her hair, and nothing brighter

“to relieve it. So when contrasted with Gertrude’s

brilliant beauty she presented but a faded, washed-

out appearance.

It was a week since that fatal evening when
little Rosa, by her childish prattle, had awakeged
her father’s pride, and Gertrude had been far
from happy, She told herself she did not care,
19 o
/_—*
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but she did care a great deal more than was good
for her peace of mind. She had spent the even-
ings as usual in the parlor, but Mr. Ward no
longer gave her those words and looks.of warm
approval when in some contest with Miss Ceeil,
but devoted the greater part of his time to that
lady.

l\}lriss Ward, too, influenced by her, was cold to
Gertrude; but at.times, in an outburst of contri-
tion and genuine love for her, would give her
some warm word or. caress. Strange to say, as
Mr. Ward grew more attentive to Miss Cecil, his
sister did not appear satisfied, for Miss Cecil, sun-
‘ning herself in her host’s smiles, and counting
too much on her false security, neglected his
gister, who often now turned to Gertrnde for
sympathy instead of to dear Luey. Tt had been
a hard week for the whole family ; Mr. and Miss
‘Ward were far from happy, and Gertrude, feel-
ing as though she were being punished for no
fault of her own, and not having seen Ralph

since his quarrel with Mr. Ward, found the even-

ings in the parlor unutterably stupid. While Mr.
ard, uncomfortable and discontented, tried to
satisfy himself with his pride, though with littie

success. He was too proud to make any advance

to Gertrade, and though he scouted Ralph’s folly
in thinking of any serious feeling in connection
with the governess, he did all he could to
awaken her jealousy by redoubled attention to
Miss Cecil.

Meanwhile, the strains of music were filling |

- the air, and Gertrude, proud of and elated by her
success, and encouraged by the friendly glances

of Mrs. Livingston and Miss Ward, longed for

the approval of her host. - :
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- 8he would have liked so much to have their
little trouble done away with now, and have the
same happy evenings in the school-room as before.
For, as 1 have said, she was beginning to value
his pleasure and to feel distressed at his dis-
pleasure. There were some vacancies left on
her card, and she hoped his name would fill the
blanks. She knew he danced, for she had heard
Mrs. Livingston and Ralph speak of the delight
he had taken in it years ago. So those little
blanks were scrupulously reserved, and she
trusted he would come and add his name before
the evening was over. She had seen him
dancing with Miss Cecil, and she determined, if
it were possible, he should do the samle with
herself. ‘ -

The evening was fading away, and she hardly
knew how to preserve those places without ap-
pearing rude or singular, as she had had so many
partners. Mr. Ward was passing her again, for

the third or fourth time, with Miss Cecil on his

artn; their eyes met, and Gertrude read sefie.

. thing that was not wholly disapproval in-that

glance. The temptation was great to drop Ralph’s-" -

. beautiful bouquet and run the chance of his pick-

ing it up for her. Mr. Ward was longing to speak
to her too, not wishing to be on the same formal
terms they had been for the last few days, and
he was trusting for some lucky event to break
through the ice; so the bouquet, as it accidentally
fell from her hand, was just the thing he wanted.
“My beautiful flowers!” She clasped her hands
in affected consternation. :
“Thank you, Mr. Ward.” And she held the
flowers to her face, dropping her fan, so as to
delay him still longer, and provoke Miss Fecil.
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“T am very sorry; you will think me dreadfully
awkward.” As the fan was restored, “
“Not at all, Miss Lyle; are you having a
pleagant evening?” The words were cool and
commonplace, but the eyes were the reverse, as
they looked intg hers; and he forgot his pride in.
her great beaut%, and his pleasure in being with
her. Meanwhile Miss Cecil, feeling herself of so
little importance, and seeing that Mr. Ward had
no intention of moving for the present, stood by,
taking in all the beauty of Gertrude’s face and
dress, and envying her jewels until tired. Per-
ceiving her present position to be an awkward

one, she finally took the arm of one of Gertrude’s

numerous admirers, and walked away, intending
to punish Mr, Ward for his inattention.

That gentleman, however, did not appear to
notice his loss, but talked gayly to Gertrude, ad-
miring her beauty, set off to full advantage by
her elegant dress. He determined to throw
pride to the winds, and win her love, if it were
possible, and then the mystery about her would
be solved. .

“You have been dancing all the evening, I
suppose, and have no room for me?”’ He looked
at the closely-filled little piece of pasteboard.
¢ Why, here, and here, and here!” as he descried

the blanks. “Idon’t know much about dancing, -

it has been so long since I have had any experi-

, ence. . But will you try me?”"

H

““Yes; Ikept the places for you, thinking——"
She bit her lip, provoked that in her excitement
and the joy of their reconciliation she had be-
trayed herself. e

“ Did you, Miss Lyle ?-——that was very kind.”
And he looked pleased and amused as he filled
in the blanks with his name. :

I
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- Mrs. Livingston told me you danced remark-
-ably well, and I thought——" But although she
tried to explain, she could not destroy the charm
of her first frank avowal, aud the blushing face
with which it was made. So a very well satisfied
smile played round Mr. Ward’s mouth as he
wrote down his name in all the vacant places.
“I see Ralph has been before me. I am sorry
I shall not have the pleasure of taking you in to
supper, but will have to content myself with some

~one much less to my choice.” Mr. Ward was
. rewarding frankness with frankness, and Ger-

trude appeared to appreciate it, for she knew the
less pleasant person was Miss Cecik A

“Excuse me, Mr. Ward; I must go.” .Her
partner came for the galop. Mr. Ward stood
and watched her, enjoying her pleasure almost
as'much as she did herself, as his kind sympathiz-
ing face told every time she passed him. He
was Jooking ‘much better than usual. She had
never seen him before in evening dress, and it
was very becoming, and showed off his fine
figure to advantage. He was much the handsom-
est man-in the room, at least Gertrude thought
50 when she looked at him, and she felt strangely -
happy when she saw that he was perfectly con-

tent 1n holding her fan and flowers, and waiting

till. she should have finished, not appearing at all
to care for returning to Miss Cecil.

“ How perfectly you dance, Miss Lyle! I am
almost ashamed to offer myself as a partner.” He
stood by her again, much to the disgust of the
gentleman with whom she had been dancing, for -
Gertrude, not so tired as longing for a few more

“words of approval, paused before the music had

ceased,
19*
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“Do you think so? I was taught by the best
anasters in Paris,” She smiled brilliantly, though
ghe hardly understood why his few words of
praise were go much more dear to her than all

the compliments that had been lavished on her

that evening.

“I never saw any one dance so gracefully;

though, for the last few years, I have not had
much experience in anything of that kind. I had
no idea, when I spoke jestingly of sending for
your dress the other day, that you were so well
supplied. Miss Lyle has as perfect taste in that
as in everything else.” His admiration was so

plainly written on his face, Gertrude knew he

meant all he said. 4

“You admire my taste in bonnets also, Mr.
Ward?” Gertrude, who had changed her ob-
noxious head-gear, and had noticed his expres-
sion when he had met her with it on, smiled mis-
chievously. R

“Yes, in bonnets too.”” Mr. Ward, who won-
dered how she could read his thoughts so well,
laughed with her. .

“Brother!” Miss Ward laid her hand on

“her brother’s arm. “Do you know they have
opened over a dozen bottles. of wine for that
horrid punch? I wish you would see to it. I
am afraid they will open more.”

“ Margaret, you don’t want me to open wine
for your guests?”’ Mr. Ward looked at Gertrude
and laughed, _

. “No; of course not. But I wish you would
stop the waiters asking for so many things;
James said they wanted green tea for the punch
too. Did you ever hear of such a thing, Ger-
trude? Dear! dear! we will never get the house

+
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straight again.” And Miss Ward bustled off with
a very red face. : '

* Ralph, you may take Miss Cecil in to supper,
Miss Lyle and I will follow you.” Mr. Ward .
handed Gertrude her fan as Ralph shook his
head and offered her his arm. '

“Miss Lyle, your health!” Mr. Ward was
again by Grertrude’s side in the supper-room.

¢ Brother,”—Miss Ward again interrupted,—
“do you know James says they have twelve .
dozen spoons; did you ever hear of such a
thing "’

“Margaret, I do wish you would send James
to bed, and try and be happy yourself. Please
try and do something else besides counting the
spoons, forks, and empty wine bottles.” He
again turned to GGertrude, ,

“ But, brother,”—and her hand was laid on
his arm,—“do you know I stepped on some-
thing near the window, and it stuck to my foot?
Look!” She held a piece of crystallized fruit
between her finger and thumb. “It is those

- candied baskets; they are making them fly all

over the room, and will ruin the carpet. I do
wish you would break the next up yourself.”

¢ Excuse me, Miss Lyle: I suppose I must go
and relieve Margaret’s anxiety.” Mr. Ward felt
like giving his sister a good shaking, for he again
had to leave Gertrude, while Miss Ward, satisfied
for the time, hurried off to find new disasters,

The evening passed only too rapidly for Ger- |
trude, who had all the unspoiled freshness of
youth to add to her pleasure; everything was
complete now, and she could enter into the gay
scene without fearing Mr. Ward’s disapproval.
Miss Cecil’s sour face grew a shade more acid as
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she watched her talking to Mr. Ward, evidently

on the best of terms after all she had done to

prejudice him against her. Miss Cecil managed

to make Miss. Ward thoroughly uncomfortable,
and spoil the pleasure she was enjoying in watch-
ing Grertrude’s eager, animated face, by calling
attention to her dress, and making the most dis-
agrecable suggestions she could possibly think
of; so that Miss Ward, anxious and worried,
waited with anything but satisfaction the termina-
tion of the evening, to ask an explanation of Miss
Lyle, as Miss Cecil had suggested. Every one in
the room wondered who Miss Lyle was, as Mias
Cecil had not been idle; but they were more
~easily satisfied than that lady, trusting in Mrs,
Livingston’s "and Mr. Ward’s approval. The
animation and beauty of the girl's face won ad-
miration from all, much to Miss Cecil’s disgust,
who found that Gertrude’s pleasure remained
unspoiled by all her endeavors to destroy it.
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‘ CIIAPT.ER XXIV.

Turrr guests had all gone by the early train,
and Mr. Ward’s quiet household had settled
down to their sober track, except that the ser-
vants looked sleepy, and went more slowly
about their usual duties; all the traces of the
last night’s gayety had vanished as if by magic.
Only Miss Ward had uneasy thoughts; but as-
Miss Ward ig one of those persons who delight
always in being in trouble, I am afraid my
readers will hardly sympathize with her present
distress.

“ Brother!”
 “What is it, Margaret ?”’

. “Did you notice Miss Liyle’s dress last evening
—and her jewels ?” | | '
T noticed that she was much the handsomest

- girl in the rcom, and her dress was marvelously

LR

becoming.” He stretched himself and yawned,
not having recovered the effects of his dissipa-
tion.

“But the jewels, brother?’ Miss Ward did
not feel as much displeased by her brother’s ad-
miration of the governess as she had done a few
weeks before. I agked Mrs. Livingston if she
were not surprised; but you know she always
excuses Miss Lyle. Dear Lucy said—"
¢ Hang dear Lucy! Margaret, when does Miss
Cecil intend to take her departure? I am thor-
oughly tired of her! I was sorry last evening
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we put ourselves to so much trouble on her ac-

count, as she was anything but agreeable.”
“Dear Lucy has not had a pleasant life, and

she is not like she used to be, dear.” Miss Ward

brought up her usual apology with but little sue- .

cess, though it was a great acknowledgment

from her; but she was very tired of her guest.
“That is no reason why she should be as sharp

as a steel-trap. I wondered at Miss Lyle’s for-

bearance several times last evening. Shemade

every one thoroughly understand that she was
our governess.” ' '

“And why not, brother?” T have no doubt it
was meant to excuse any little awkwardness.”
Miss Ward still weakly clung to her favorite,

¢« Meant! the d—l! It was sheer ill nature,
Margaret. I would like you to make Miss Cecil
understand that Miss Lyle is not to be insulted
with impunity. When does she intend going?
Does she contemplate making this her perma-
nent home?”

«“John dear, don’t be so unkind! She is only
waiting till her aunt comes to New York, when
she will join her. Mrs, Cecil it appears has been
detained.”. ‘ :

«] hope we will soon see the last of her; but
meanwhile, Margaret, give her to.understand
that she must act differently toward Miss Lyle.”

Mr. Ward was entirely forgetting how for the last .

week he had not noticed Miss Cecil’s conduct
to- Miss Lyle, and if not countenancing, had
gilently ignored the slights, as he felt thoroughly
out of humor with Gertrude.

“But, John, you wholly forget what I was

talking to you about—Miss Lyle’s dress.” -
“ What was the matter, Margaret,—did not yon
think it becoming """ -
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I1e always delighted in misunderstanding her.
“ It was beautiful, John; but—-—" ~
“Well, Margaret ?” S

“ Where could she get such a dress ?”
“Bought it in New York, I suppose. Did you

~ think she had ordered it from Paris 2’ Mr. Ward

was so well satisfied in having made up his little
quarrel with Gertrade that he quite enjoyed teas- .
ing his sister. :

“But, John dear, it would take a great deal

of money, and Miss Lyle is only a governess.

Don’t you think it strange ?”’ \

“Miss Lyle is a strangely lovely young woman,
Margaret.” And happy in the remembrance of
his pleasant evening and Gertrude’s frankness
with him, but most of all their return to théir
old relations, Mr. Ward smiled pleasantly.

“ Do, John, try and be serious.” Miss Ward

was provoked. “ Dear Lucy thinks——"
- “If you will tell me what you think, Marga-
ret, I will listen patiently; but if you intend to
echo Miss Cecil, who has no warm feeling for
Miss ”Lyle, you cannot expect me to do the
same, x

“Well then, John, don’t you think it strange

she should dress so? And those diamonds: Mrs.

Livingston even appeared troubled, and could
not explain.” , '

“Cannot you think something kind of the
poor girl, and not always take up the worst con-
clusions? Miss Lyle has her secret, as -we all

- know; and I don’t think it is any one’s business

how she dresses, so that she does her duty and is
a lady. Least of all is it Miss Cecil’s business to .
make. remarks on one’s private affairs.” Mr.
Ward, who did not like the mystery any more
than his sister, tried to excuse Gertrude.
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“ Lucy is such an old friend, brother.”

“1 know, Margaret; but we were a great deal
happier before she came, and she shall not play
the mischief-maker any longer. Let Miss Lyle
alone-—we might have a much worse governess.
The children are doing well, and so rest satisfied,
as that is all we want.”

“May I come in?”? A gentle tap was heard at
the door, and Gertrude blushingly opened it.

“Come in! certainly, Miss Lyle. Margaret
and I were just talking of how well you looked

last evening.” e did not heed his sister, who -

dreaded though she longed for a renewal of their
old intercourse with Gertrude, while she watched
her brother but half satisfied.

“] came for that volume of poems you spoke
of last evening, if you are not too much occu-

ied.” '

P «Certainly not, Miss Lyle.” Mr, Ward laughed
as he lookedy at his library, so ill‘ﬁsorted, though
‘since Miss Lyle’s coming the poets had not been
80 entirely banished to their place” on the upper
shelves. A stray volume was seen every now
and then, sadly-out of place with his books on
more solid subjects. *“Shelley is far up out of my
reach.” He put his foot on a chair, from which he
had tambled the books, while he searched eagerly
- for the book he wanted ; and his sister stood by,
longing to unbend, and still not liking to see her
brother waiting on the governess. “ My poets
are sadly neglected, Miss Lyle, and will be glad

of- a little sunlight.” He took down a dusty little -

volume, which he looked at ruefully, and the
next moment his clean white handkerchief re-

ceived the dust, while his sister stood ancomfort-

ably looking at him.
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“Won’t you please shut that door, Miss Ward 7
Gertrude: turned to her with the book in her

" hand, as she noticed that the door of the room

interfered with the open door of the bookease. -
_ “Certainly, dear.”  Miss Ward closed it, en-
tirely forgetting that she too was waiting on the

- governess; but afterward remembering, straight-

ened herself' up stiffly, determining to make her
feel her place.

“I hope - enjoyed i
Min Lylg ?,,you enjoye you*}rself last evening,

“Indeed I did, Miss Ward.” The frank, girlish
face was raised to her own, full of the pleasant
remembrance,

“Your dress, Miss Lyle. Miss Cecil .
Miss Ward, usually vague in her statements,
and conscions that she had brought in an un-
lucky name, paused; while her brother’s face
clouded, for he wished Margaret would learn a
little good sense and let Lucy Cecil alone.

“I hope Miss Cecil liked my dress.” Gertrude

smiled saucily as she remembered how unamia-

ble Miss Cecil had looked.

«“ gi.ssk()eeii“;ﬁmug(llltd it beautiful; but don’t
you think: ere did et 1t, Mis 7
Miss Ward was evidently};gﬁugbled.’ i Lyle‘

“ Misd Cecik wants to know where I got it?
In New York, at Madame L’Estrange’s, on Broad-
way above Fourteenth Street. - Shall I write you
the direction, Miss Ward ! Gertrude appeared
as Innocent as possible, while she took up a pencil

"~ from the table.

. “No, Miss Lyle.” Miss Ward did not look
very amiable. ¢I do not like such levity. You
must acknowledge, in a person in your position
1t is rather strange to have ‘the jewels you wore

20 g
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Jast evening, or eéven the dress. I cannotunder-

stand where or how you could get them.” Miss
Ward tried her best to seem icy. -

«T know it appears strange.” Gertrude looked
pleadingly at her. “I am very sorry I did it; but
it was a great temptation—Miss Cecil dislikes me
so thoroughly.” | o e

“Right, Miss Lyle. I admire your spirit.
Mr. Ward laughed at the remembrance of Miss
Cecil’s annoyance, much to his sister’s disgust.

“But you must know- it is strange, and we

must have an explanation.” Then, melted by the -

" girl’s face, she added : ““You know you can make
it all satisfactory if you please, dear.” ]
“T am sorry, Miss Ward, but I cannot explain,
and if you are not satisfied, I will have to leave
you. You know, when I first came, you under-
stood that I could not tell you of my past life.
I have been very silly and vain, and am punished
~ for making myself so conspicuous.” Her eyes

filled with tears, for she felt that there were more -

reasons than one why she would dread leaving
her present home. o N
- «Qh, Miss Lyle, I did not mean that.” * Miss
Ward, troubled and sorry that she had spoken,
and seeing no encouragement in her brother’s
face, hastened to add: “I did not mean to make

you feel uncomfortable, but you must acknowl-

3

edge it'is strange, and dear Lucy- ’
‘% Yes, I understand, Miss Ward.” Gertrude’s
face changed entirely. ¢Miss Cecil has been

playing the mischief-maker, and it would be more

kind and more worthy of a l,adyppt”to create
dissension in a family when on 2 visit.’

' «You are perfectly right, Miss Lyle,” Mr.Watrd
interrupted. “Miss Cecil has no business to
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make any trouble here, and the sooner she short-
ens her visit the happier we will all be. My
sister and my&self are both perfectly satisfied with
your care of the children, and though we would
like to have your confidence, we can trust you.”

““Thank you, sir; you are very kind.” * Ger-
trude, in her eagerness, took his hand. “Iwould
like to tell Miss Ward .and yourself very much,
but I can’t, and can only ask your confidence in
me. I am unfortunate in having a secret, but I -
cannot help it.” Her eyes were full of tears.
“ Excuse me, Miss Ward, if I have been abrapt.”
She raised her hand deprecatingly. “Miss Cecil
has been very unkind, and she has no right.
The diamonds were my mother’s, and left me by
her. It was a piece of foolish girlish vanity to
wear them, but, as I said before, the temptation
was great. The dress was a silly purchase of my
own before I came here, and it was so pretty
that ”—and Gertrude smiled as she remembered
her trinimph of the night before—+T really could
not help wearing it.” ‘

“Never mind, dear. I have been a very foolish

-0ld woman, and shall not interfere again, though

I did not ‘mean to be unkind. It would be so

. much better, dear, if we knew all.” - |

~ “Yes, certainly it would.” Gertrude sighed.
“I wish it could be so, Miss Ward, but I cannot
help it.” : '

““As for the dress,” said Mr. Ward, langhing,
“it was marvelously becoming, and I am glad

- you wore it. We would have missed you terribly

last night. T see you have not put your hair back
in those straight bands in which you had it be-
fore. Tt is very much more becoming as it is.”
Mr. Ward looked at his sister as she stroked the
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young girl’s 1°ippling locks, and kissed her blush-

g face. It was aggravating of Margaret in the
%gtreme; she was always bent on aggravating
im. , '
Mr. Ward kept his thoughts to himself, trust-
ing, if all fared prosperously, as he had a very
strong hope it would, he might have the right to
a nearer and dearer place. .
~ “Margaret does not give us much hope of get-
" ting rid of Miss Cecil, which is a great misfor-
tune; but I think we can bear the infiiction
better now;”’ and remembering the week that he
had thrown away, he determined to act more

wisely in the future. “What was it that Van-

nino was telling me, Miss Lyle?” He tried to
change the subject. , _
~ «1If is Vannino’s birthday, and he wanted to
have you take tea with us in the school-room.”
Gertrude, remembering the last evening there,
blushed painfully as she spoke.

“How old is the little monkey ?”
~ “Seven years old to-day.”

“ He iy getting to be quite a little man, thanks
to you, Miss Lyle! Margaret, do you hear what
Miss Lyle says? Will you come ?”’

“T will tryif I can, dear.” Miss Ward put her .

hand on that of the young girl. “I don’t know
if I can leave Lucy. Do try to be patient with
her. She is not as she used to be; she has had
a great deal of trouble.” Miss Ward sighed.

She firmly believed that Miss Cecil was a vie-
tim of blighted affection, and still cherished a

passion for her brother which Miss Ward feared

would never be returned. She wondered at her-
- self that she did not feel more sorry, such being
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the case; but dear Lucy did not occupy the same
place in her affections that she had once done

and she was consequently more hard-hearted.
Miss Ward, pleading her cares of housekeeping,
left her brother and Miss Lyle deep in g discus.

sion of Shelley and the poets of his time.
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' CHAPTER XXV. -

THis evening in the school-room was a greater
success.than the last. Miss Cecil, tired by her

dissipation of the previous night, had retired to

her room, as she found the gentlemen intended
spending the evening with the children. She
was disgusted and angry that her own fair face
did not charm them to the parlor, so went to her
room in anything but an enviable state of mind,

finally releasing Miss Ward, who had been long-

ing to accept her little nephew’s invitation, but
could not in politeness leave her guest.

“ Aunt Margaret! Aunt Margaret!” Both the
children ran to greet her rapturously, while Van-
nino waited doubtfully until she closed the door.

“And no Miss Cecil?’ The little fellow looked
quite anxious until his uncertainty was at last re-
lieved. Aunt Margaret could not help joining
in the laugh that greeted the question, as she too

had been much tried by Miss Cecil, who was

thoroughly out of humor. L .
“Why don’t you like Miss Cecil, Vannino?
His aunt had learned to call him by that name
at last. '
“I know,” promptly interrupted Rosa, who
- was too bright for her age, and, like all children,
- fond of making malapropos speeches. “She never
kisses us except when papa is by, and 1 know

why.” And the little girl, who knew a great (‘i’eal‘
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more than she should have known, saucily shook -
her head. The others laughed as she added:
“She don’t love Miss Lyle, and every one loves
Miss Lyle; don’t they, papa?”’ With a child’s

- persistency she returned to the forbidden sub-

ject, wanting to be satisfied.

“Certainly, Rosa!” Mr. Ward lifted her on
his knee. '

Vannino had deferred his tea parﬁy, thinking,

* as his father suggested, Aunt Margaret might be

able to run away and come later; so the tea came

“in directly after Miss Ward’s arrival. Miss Lyle

must cut the bréad and butter as usual for them,
because it was so much better; and as Ralph and
Mr.Ward seconded the child, Gertrude, blushing
and embarrassed, and not particularly liking her
task, went bravely through with it.

Miss Ward, seated in the most comfortable

- chair, with her plate filled with good things, was

enjoying herself ag much as the children, and no
longer wondered at the charm of the school-room.
Aunt Margaret, foolish woman, only saw the
children, and though she recognized Gertrude’s
care in keeping them in order, and managing
them so nicely, the little ones had all her atten-
tion, and she listened, delighted, and interested
in their childish speeches.

Rosa, as usual, did all the talking,~—Vannino

- was only her echo; no longer the spoilt, un-

ruly children they had been, they were now as
good as children naturally troublesome would
be. The sense of injustice was no longer felt,
and Rosa’s quick temper was under better con-
trol.  She was no longer the passionate, willful
child, her aunt had first known, but was now
always eager and ready to be controlled by a -

n
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word from Gertrude. The child’s heart had been
entirely melted and softened by love,

Aunt Margaret watched the young girl as she
moved about so lightly and easily, and wondered
at the change she had wrought in so short a time,
and at the firm place she had gained in their
hearts. Aunt Margaret was one of those women

‘who must have something to pet: her “baby
brother” did not always submit gracefully, and
had rather outgrown her care; so Gertrnde, if
she had not been the governess, would have been
installed with regal honors in her heart; but even
as it was we. have seen how hard it was for her

' to preserve her dignity. ‘

“How did you enjoy yourself last evening,

%ﬁ;r&rude?” And Ralph held out his cup to be

od. _ S

“Very much. I am so fond of dancing. How

delightful that last galop was, Ralph!” Her
eyes sparkled at the remembrance. Mr. Ward

danced much better than Ralph, but she could

not praise him g0 easily ; and he wondered if she
did not like him as well, because she could not
talk as freely with him. He did not know that
Gertrude was more anxious of gaining his good
opinion, and , therefore was more careful ith
him than with Ralph; consequently, she did not
appear to the same advantage. ,

“John dances much better than I do, Ger-
trude; you only say that to flatter me.”

““Mr, Ward dances much better than any one

I ever knew.” The praise that came to her lips

was very- genuine, while her eyes sought the

carpet as she remembered one long, delicious
waltz with her host, who danced so easily, and
held her so firmly that she never tired. Gertrude
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remembered also that she was the only lady he
had waltzed with, and the thought was very
pleasant. | . :

“I knew you could only qualify your praise of
me after dancing with John,” said Ralph, smiling.
¢ John, you are the most remarkable man I ever
knew in one respect; you never forget what you
learn. My mother told me years ago he was the
best dancer in New York, and last night he put
us all to the blush. Why did you not dance
with Miss Cecil 27 >

“I am out of practice, and was afraid of in-
truding on any one’s patience but Miss Lyle’s; I
knew she was amiable. I too like a good partner,
and I don’t think Miss Cecil knows anything
about the matter, though you did not appear to
be as particular,” Mr. Ward laughed. 1 saw
you floundering through one dance, and the ex-
pression of your face was quite enough for me.”
%E{alp}lll Joined ' good-naturedly in Mr. Ward’s

augh.
- “You are right, John; Miss Cecil’s dancing is
as unfortunate as her poetry, and several other
things. Don’t you think so, Gertrude?” '

“It would be unkind to judge one of my own
sex harshly, and particularly when I don’t like
the lady in question.” :

“You are all very unkind to poor Lucy, and
I won’t listen to it; she has had a great deal to
make her serious.” Miss Ward shook her head
reprovingly at her brother.

“I am surprised at yoyr still cherishing that
foolish idea; it is too good to be lost.” In dis-
regard of her pleading face he explained: “Mar-
garet has an idea that Miss Cecil ig a victim of

- unrequited affection, and I am the hard-hearted
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_individual who is doomed to blight all her hopes.
‘Tast week I tried my best for your sake, as Miss
Lyle knows.” Mr. Ward laughed heartily as
Gertrude made a funuy little moue, in remember-
ing how hurt she had felt by his neglect.

“Miss Lyle is a hundred times better than
Miss Cecil—don’t you think so, Uncle Ralph?”
gaid Rosa. . B ‘

¢Yes, a hundred times.” Finding the remarks
were gefting too personal, and pitying Gertrude’s
~ blushing face, he changed the subject.

«“You did not know that Ralph and I had
quarreled irrevocably, and you healed the breech
last evening; did you, Miss Lyle?”
~ «No, I did not. But I am truly glad if I was
the means of bringing Ralph here again. We
have missed you very much, Ralph.”

80 in pleasant talk the evening sped away only
too quickly for their mutual satisfaction; while
Miss Cecil sat in her room and had many bitter
thoughts. .

Aunt Margaret, when she went to her room
that evening, thought much of Gertrude, and

" even went so far as to think how nice it would
be if Miss Cecil was Gertrude, and Gertrude
Miss Cecil ; never reflecting how badly Rosa and
Vannino might fare through her wishes. ¢ Ger-
trude would have made a dear wife for John if
only she were not the governess.” Miss Ward

sighed. She would have loved her so much, apd

the children already loved her, but then she was
the governess, and the’ thought was not to be
~ cherished for an instant. '

Although in her own case Miss Ward had

been satistied to live-in single blessedness, it was
very different in réspe¥t to her brother, and she
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‘was much more ambitious for him. It is
derful what an interest the elderly female VIY(;)I:,-
tives of a family take on this one subject; and
how seldom the schemes and hopes meet with
the success that those exertions merit. How
‘they revel in their dreams in theory, though so
seldom "are those dreams realized! Thoge pat-
tern husbands and wives are always looked on -
coldly by the ones most interested.

So Miss Ward put out her light, and laid her
head on her pillow, and had many troublesome
thoughts, What if Gertrude weére to get mar:
ried_herself and leave them to their old life—it
would be too dreadful to think of. If dear Lucy
were only more amiable. But dear Lucy was as

‘she was, and Gertrude Lyle was the governess

unfortunately, so with many thoughts confi

to her pillow, Miss Waid v}:rent tg slc‘e};).-n hgﬁg '
dreamed of dear Lucy as a Gorgon, and Miss
Lyle as an angel, or something of that kind ;~and
then awoke to scold herself for her unkind
thoughts of dear Lucy, which were never to be
repeated to any one. Then in the midst of her
perplexity she went to sleep, and dreamt of dear’
Lucy as a fiery dragon. It was too bad; but old
ladies should not take tea in the school-room if

. they will have that beverage so very strong.
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CHAPTER XXVL

'I'HE evening passed so pleasantly in ‘the school-
room was one of bitter thought to Miss Cecil;
she had built so many hopes on this visit, and
was so perfectly confident of winning Mr. Ward’s
hedrt, that the disappointment and mortification
were very great. She had been much encour-
- aged by her host’s attention.of the last week,

and now everything was going back into the old
track, and she had only injured her prospects by
her treatment of Miss Lyle.. She knew Mr,

Ward sufficiently well to know that he would

not have paid Gertrude the-attentions he had

done the evening before, unless he cared for her
more than her place as governess warranted.

She disliked Gertrude more than ever, now
"that she saw so plainly the interest written on
Mr. Ward's face, and knew it would not be
through any fault of his if she did not fill the
place that she coveted so much herself, She had
only lowered herself in his mind by her insinua-

* tions, and the temper she had shown toward

* her, without gaining anything by it; and though
she rather disliked Mr. Ward, she longed for
th_efe‘ wealth and position she would gain as his
wife. <

She had good sense enough to know that if

Gertrude, by a few words spoken the evening

before, could undo all she had been doing, theve

¥
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was little hope of her gaining any iufluence over
him. So Miss Cecil went down to breakfast in
anything but an amiable frame of mind, and
showed it so plainly in her manner, thatjpoor
Miss Ward was on tenter-hooks all through
breakiast for feap of an explosion.

Mr. Ward had fallen into the habit of reading
the paper as he took his coffee, so the two ladies
were left very much to their own devices.

“You had a pleasant time last evening, Mr.
Ward ?” Miss Cecil tried her beat to look amia-
ble, though she did not succeed very well.

“Yes, delightful ; Miss Lyle has the rare charm
of making every one happy around her.” He
raised his eyes wickedly to his sister, who felt
anything but at ease at that present moment.
~ ““Miss Lyleis a very nice young woman, Lhave .
no doubt; but is it the custom in New York to
treal a governess as_one of the family?” Miss
Cecil appeared interested, and as if asking for
mformation. = ”

“ That depends upon circumstances, Miss Cecil ;
a lady always carries her respectability with her
wherever she may be placed; it is not the situa-
tion that degrades the person, but the person
the situation ; don’t you think so #.

“Ireally do not know, Mr. Ward. I should
think it would be rather troublesome and of lit-
tle consequence to make those distinetions.”

“ Do you think so? . I do not agree with you.
Miss Lyle is intelligent, and a perfect lady both
In appearance and manner, and has done more
forx}]y children than I can ever repay her for.
Don’t you think so, Margaret ?*’

“Yes!” poor Miss Ward said weakly, not
liking to be brought into- discussions when they
21
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* did not promise to be pleasant, “ Miss Lyle is a
dear, good girl, and the children love her dearly;
‘but then, brother, as dear Lucy says, you should
remember her position as governess.”
. “That is unfortunate; but from the attention

she received the other evening, I am afraid she
will not hold that plade long.” A happy smile
played round his lips as\he thought of the young
girl's pure, trusting eyes, so often now raised to
-his own for sympathy; and he hoped before very
long she would hold a different place in his house
from that she now occupied.

< Miss Lyle, I think, is very much admired by

Mr. Livingston.” She wanted to give him a-

parting stab.. ¢ Did it never strike you as strange
that she allows him to call her by her first name,
and appears perféctly at home with him on so
short an acquaintance ¢’ -

¢« Miss Lyle, I think, could judge better for
herself than we can; and I should think, Miss
Cecil, that it would not be worth the trouble
to think so much of a person in her position.”

- Mr. Ward was quoting her own words. ‘1 am
glad to see she interests you so much.” Mu.
Ward busied himself with his paper, tired of the
discnssion.. = H . 4

“J had a letter from my aunt yesterday, and
she is very anxious to have me return to New
York.” ‘ .

“So soon, Lucy ? Why, I thought——" Miss
Ward paused for her brother to say something,
but he was too deeply interested in his paper.
“I thought, dear, we were to have you some
time longer, John, dear, do you hear what Lucy
is saying ¥ -

“What is it?” Mr. Ward put down his paper, -
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provoked at his
discussion ; and knowtse that in the kindness of
her heart she wished him to ask Miss Cecil to
stay longer. Mr. Ward was much more flinty-

- hearted than his sister, and had no intention of

doing anything of the kind.

“Dear Lucy says that her aunt wrote to her
yesterday, asking her to return to New York
immediately.” .

4“1t is sooner than we expected.” Mr. Ward,
though he tried to control his face, could not
help looking relieved. ¢ Miss Cecil knows her
own pleasure better than we do, Margaret.”
Provoked at his sister for not having strength of
mind to do as he was doing, he frowned in an-
swer to her pleading face, for he did not intend
that she should extend the invitation.-

“I think, therefore, I must leave to-morrow,

Miss Ward,” Miss Cecil said crossly, as she fully

“expected Mr, Ward to oppose her departure, and

was disappointed ; for the letter was a pure fiction

~on her part, and would never have been men-

tioned if she had had any idea of the result.
“It is very soon, dear,” Miss Ward weakly

- murmured. “But, of course, if your aunt wants

you, I cannot oppose your going.” Miss Ward,
who was thoroughly tired of Miss Cecil, and was
only prompted by her good nature to ask her to

prolong her stay, looked at her brother for ap-

proval.
“I am going to the station this morning, so I

~can see to your ticket and make all the arrange-

ments. By what train do you intend going ¥” .
~ “The earliest, Mr. Ward,” Miss Cecil determ-
ined, since she must go, to make herself as trou-
blesome as she could; and knew quite well that

r for bringing him into the

I
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it would not suit either her host or hostess as
well as 1f she had goue later.

“Very well, Miss Cecil.” Mr. Ward, perfectly
indifferent, again resumed his paper.

Mr. Ward had no right (I think my readers
will all agree with me) to be so very attentive to
Miss Cecil, and then to throw her-aside entirely,
and acting as he wag at present. DBut then Miss
Cecil was equally wrong in playing the mischief-
maker; and Mr, Ward would have treﬁa,ted‘her
very differently if she had not behaved as she had

done. But provoked and wearied out, and think- -

ing only of Gertrude, the unexpected shortening
of her visit was truly welcome. Miss Ward was
happy too that she could fall back into her old
routine, and only excused herself by saying that
it had been very quiet for dear Lucy. Even the
children rejoiced over her departure, and Ger-
trude could not help smiling at their delight,
though she tried to reprove them. , '

Miss Cecil’s last days passed away slowly for
Miss Ward, as that lady made herself very far
from agreeable, and though Miss Ward was kind-
hearted she was sadly fretted and out of temper;
and it was, therefore, with a great feeling of re-
lief the next morning that she saw the carriage
drive away from the door, though stupid and ount
of sorts, as through Miss Cecil’s seltishness they
were obliged to have breakfast much before their
usual time, ‘

After Miss gecil’s departure, Mr. Ward fell
into his old habit of going almost every evening
to take tea with the children; yet I doubt if
the children were much thought of at these
times. Finally it came to be a customary thing,
though Aunt Margaret grumbled at having to

{
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take hers alone, but she could not quarrel with
her brother’s returning love for his children.
Gertrude peristed in taking her meals with them;
and as they had an early dinner, their little sup-

- per followed closely on Miss Ward’s and her

brother’s. Omce or twice Aunt Margaret had
been  induced- to come up-stairs, and feeling
lonely and finding it pleasant, she came quite
often. At last it came to be the regular ar-
rangement that Miss Ward and her brother
should take their tea with Miss Lyle and the
children, At first Miss Ward had talked indig-

‘nantly about the foolishness of the arrangement
~and the troubleit gave the servants, just to please

Miss Lyle. Her brother, however, reminded her
that it had been her own arrangement when Miss

. Lyle first came, and now she must abide by it, or

else take her tea alone, as he thonght the school-
room the most agreeable room in the house.
Now if Miss Ward had a weakness, it was for
her cup of tea, and as she was of a sociable
disposition, and did not like taking that beverage
alone, she-was obliged to go to the school-room
for it too. Miss Ward was beginning to think

‘with her brother (though she did not say so) that

the great charm was owing to the young girl
who presided there. -

Sometimes Mr. Ward went: away for a few
days to New York, and Gertrude found the
house.strangely sad and cold during his absence.,
The grounds did not look the same, and she
even missed the heavy tramp'of his boots as he
went up and down stairs. Then she missed their
evening talks; and as their father’s name was
always on the children’s lips, she had no chance
of forgetting him. He was always pleasant now,

%*
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and ready to help her and sympathize with hery
- and though she still rode occasionally with Ralph,
and enjoyed being with him, he could not fill Mr.
‘Ward's place. She could no longer conceal from
herself that she loved the proud man, and was
only truly happy when with him.

How she sorrowed over her secret, and wished

she could have told all; but that could not be,
and she sighed and shook her head when she
thought of the barrier that lay between them.

She knew that he loved her by varions little

signs. She had heard him so often say he could
not love a stranger, but it must be a person who

would trust him, and whom he perfectly knew. -

He was thinking of his past life, and the misery
his trust had brought him, and he would not risk

a second trial. And Gertrude, when she remem-.

bered and sorrowed, thinking of what Ralph had
told her, said to herself that he could never be
more to her than he was now. She could marry no
man who would not trust her perfectly, and never
till she was a wife could she reveal her secret.
So while Miss Ward was won to love and respect
her, and realized that her brother’s happiness lay
in her hands, she tried to unravel the mystery,
and only worried and troubled Gertrude more
without c¢oming any nearer the truth. She
guarded the secret very carefully, thongh she
longed to be rid of it; and'Miss Ward, finding
her little arts were of no avail, wisely determ-
ined to leave the riddle to her brothér for solu-
tion. She never for an instant doubted that any
one her brother loved would not give back dou-
ble measure of love in return. :

JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS.

CHAPTER XXVII,

ONE morning, about a month after Miss Cecil’s
departure, Ralph and Mr. Ward stood in the hall

- waiting for Gtertrude, who intended taking a ride

with Ralph, The horses were being led up and
down before the door, and Mr. Ward was remon-
strating with Ralph on some point on which they
evidently did not agree. - '

“I wish you had not brought that horse for
Miss Lyle. Suppose that you leave it here, and
take another for Ler.” ‘
v+ “There is really no danger, John. I have
ridden the horse myself, and Gertrude asked me
to bring him. She has ridden Bess before, and
if she don’t like him, I can easily have the sad-

~dles changed. But here she is to answer for hér-

self. Good morning, Gertrude! Mr. Ward thinks
you had better not ride the new horse. What
say you? I can easily have the saddles changed.”
_ ““Oh, what a perfect beauty!” Gertrude looked
in admiration at the horse, that certainly merited
all her praise. ‘No, Ralph, there is no need in
making any alteration; he looks as though he
would go splendidly.” ,

“X am afraid he will be rather too much for
you, Miss Lyle.”” Mr. Ward held her pretty
riding-whip while she buttoned her gloves. -

“‘I don’t think there is a bit of danger.” Her
eyes were raised pleadingly to his face. ¢ Ralph
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says he-has been ridden by a lady before, and
you know I am not timid.” |

“T won't say any more, Miss Lyle.” Mr. Ward
could not resist the bright, sunny face, so full of
excitement and expectation of her coming pleas-
ure; and though he did not feel satisfied, fol-
lowed her down the steps, and put Gertrude in
. the saddle. Lately it had always fallen to his
lot to perform this little office for her, and though
he had not as much time at his disposal as Ralph,

and had only ridden with her once or twice, he

was always there to see her off,
“What a beautiful creature he isI"” She bent
to pat the horse’s glossy neck. “If you really
are uneasy, and think there is any danger, I wili
not go.” - ‘ ‘ o
“ Ralph knows a great deal more than I do

about horses, and I dare say it is all right.”” Not

wanting to spoil her pleasure, he admired the
horse too, and hoped they would have a pleasant
time,

“Remember me to your mother, Ralph.” It
was to Mrs. Livingston’s Gtertrude was going.
Bowing and smiling, he stood watching them
till they were out of sight.

Gertrude looked better on horseback than at
any other time, for she rode well, and enjoyed it
more than anything else. Her light graceful
figure appeared to full advantage on her horse,
set off as it was by her perfectly-fitting habit—
‘Mrs. Livingston’s gift, -

Mr. Ward and Ralph understood each other
perfectly now, and were more together than be-
- fore Miss Cecil’s arrival. '

It was a lovely morning, and, happy and ex-

- Ward could see him now,
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. cited, Gertrude cantered ecasily along, enjoying

the paces of her new horse. .
“ How beautifully he goes, Ralph! I wish Mr,
”  Gertrude’s glowing
face was full of enjoyment as they pulled their
horses up for a walk. '
“You manage him perfectly, Gertrude, and T
think John would be more than satisfied if he

- could see us. I am so glad you are learning to

like John. T told you you would do him justice
some day. You have no idea what a hard life
he has had; he was so young when he was mar- .
ried, just at the time when he needed sympathy
and love the most, and he was so’ shamefully
tréated !” _ _

“Do you think he ever mourns for his wife ?”’
Gertrude could not help looking interested.

“Noindeed! How could he regret the death
of one who acted so shamefully*—Ileaving her
poor little children for that scamp; and he soon
tound out that she had never cared for him.
John, too, was so young at that time, I don’t
think he realized what he wad about; he was
more dazzled, and led on by excitement: than
love, s0 my mother thinks. The signorina used
the most subtile wiles to win him.”

“Do you ever speak of his wife to him ¥’

“No, I never did but that morning he told me
of her death. I never knew a man so wildly
happy. . Poor fellow! He acted like a boy, and
told me that he felt like a prisoner released. For
a long time afterward I noticed how he watched
the papers,—he was afraid of a mention of his
folly; but fortunately the story was forgotten,
and the signorina was only spoken of by her
maiden name, Ile is a very proud man, gnd
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very sensitive, I think he bad a horror of some
day having trouble about his children, and he
could not bear the thought of an exposure.”

“I did not think he appeared to care for the
children when I first came.”

“Well, do yon wonder, Gertrude?—you saw
the influence- that Italian exerted. He is very
sensitive, as I have said, and the poor little things

really seemed to hate him; you know by your

own experience how all has changed, and how
fond he is of them now. Miss Ward is sick so
much, and she is not naturally fond of children;
for she does not understand them. T often used
to pity the poor little things before you came,

they appeared so lonely and friendless. It trou-

bled their father, and he said he would like them
to have a chance, as he had a great dread of Rosa
being like her mother. The child very much
. resembles her in appearance, though fortunately
inheriting her father’s disposition. John had
grown careless about them, as he did not exactly
know what to do; and a man after all cannot
take a woman’s place in that respect. You don’t
know how often he speaks to me, Gertrude, of
the great change you have made, and the esteem
he has for you.” As Ralph watched the vivid
blush that dyed her face, he decided his friend
need have no fears of the result of his love for
her, for Ralph knew Mr. Ward’s secret and en-
couraged him in his passion.
Though kind-hearted, and a good generous
fellow, Ralph had not any great depth of feeling,
and was too much spoiled by his mother to let
anything ‘distress him long. He admired Ger-

trude, and loved her'as a sister now, as he had -

done from the first; though, prompted by his
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mother’s admiration for her to try and gain'a,
nearer place, he had actually for the time im-
agined himself very much in love. Ralph was
young and impressionable, very much as Mr.
Ward had described him,—ready to fall in love
with every new face. _ :
Gertrude, amused by Ralph’s gay talk, and
interested in hearing about Mr. Ward’s former
lite, which held a great charm for her, enjoyed
her ride thoroughly, as also the half hour she

passed with Mrs. Livingston; but knowing it was

near the children’s dinner-hour, she shortened
her visit and was soon in the saddle again.

Her horse, fretted by being kept waiting, and
impatient with a different bit that Ralph had had
put on him, so that Gertrude might guide him
more- easily, did not go as smoothly as he had
done before, but was ready to start at the slightest
provocation. Gertrude only laughed, however,
and enjoyed the excitement of keeping him in.

She was holding the reins rather carelessly, as
she was deep in some contest with Ralph, when
a workman ran across the road with a bright tin

“kettle in his hand, which was enough to make

the restive horse start. Feeling the reins loose, -
the animal went off on a hand-gallop, and Ger-
trude, finding it impossible to check him, the
gallop soon changed into a run, and he tore
along in his mad career, leaving poor Ralph
frightened for her safety, and feeling himself of
1];0 use, as his horse could not keep up with
ers,

They were ounly a little over a mile from Mr.
Ward’s house, and he trusted that she would be
able to keep her saddle, and guide the horse so
that he would not come in contact with anything

N




9248 JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS.

. on the road. It was a sorry trust, and Ralph, as
he labored far in the rear, blamed himself bit-
terly for not listening to Mr. Ward’s advice.

Meanwhile, Mr. Ward, who was far from being
satisfied of her safety, but who had been per-
snaded into letting her go, had been down to the
gate several times to look for them. IHe was
just returning once again when the clatter of a
runaway horse’s hoofs was heard, and he looked
back, to see Gertrude coming on in her mad
career,—too late to open the gate, for her horse
came thundering up against it, and she was
thrown violently off on one side of the road.

“ Gertrude, my darling!” 1Ie knelt by her
and raised her in his arms, dreading to - know the
truth. Breathless from her rapid passage through
the air, and stunned by her fall, she was unable
to speak, though not seriously hurt. <« Gertrude,
speak to me!” The tears rained from his eyes
as he passionately kissed her pale lips.

«T am not hurt,” she struggled to say as she
put her head back on his shoulder; she did not
feel quite herself yet, and did not care to change
her position. She was perfectly conscious of all
that went on around her, and the pleasure was
very deep as she saw the passionate love written
so plainly on his face. - :

«T am not much hurt, thank you, Mr. Ward,”
she at last was able to say, while she raised her-
self and tried to smooth her hair. |

«QOh! Gertrude, my darling! You cannot
know what I have suftered ; I thought you would
never speak again,” He held her 1n a close em-
brace, while she, bewildered, and not able to

resist, submitted passively. ‘ '

« Gertrude.” Ralph at last had reached her.

L]
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I shall never forgive m :
o o g yself,\for my folly. Are

“No, Ralph, I am dreadfully stunned and
shaken, but no bones are broken.” She tried to
stand, but was much too dizzy for that, and
Kou]d have fallen if Mr, Ward had not c;mght

er.

_“You cannot walk, Miss Lyle, that is i
sible. Ralph, take care of theyh()’rses.”lsliilg'ﬁ;.)]i;
and easily, very much as though she were a child
he carried her to the house; while Gertrude,
?(:u]s_hmg and eolnfused, protested. Poor R-a]ph:

eling very guilty and uncomfi { :
leading théy q%;ietéyd horse. Hortable, followed,
N All_,that day=Gertrude lay on a lounge in Miss
Ward’s room, petted and made much of by her.
She was very stifl' and sore from her bruises, but
pthel"mse unhurt. Mr, Ward had been Wéiteh-
Ing for an opportunity to speak to her, and see-
ing his sister called away by visitors, he went to

- het room. Gertrude was looking very lovely,

reclining on the lounge, half buried in the s '
with which Miss V‘fgard had almost smotlﬁzzalg
her. Her bright sunny hair was all loosened as
he liked to see it, and fell over her pillow as she
lay there trying to read a new novel Miss Ward

had given her.

“I did not knock, Gertrude, for I k
would not let me come in, and I have Wt;l::{;re({(’;g
se¢ you so much all day, darling.” He took her
small hand in his own as he spoke. “You al-
ready know my secret, but I must have some
answer. Gertrude, can you loveme? Will you
be my wife?” He watched her face eagerly.

She had dreaded this interview very much,

22 :
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and would have escaped it if she could; but 1t
was impossible to prevent it, and she must give
her answer. ,

¢«'You have been very kind to me, Mr. Ward;”
and the eyes were full of tears she raised fo his
face. “T can never repay your kindness.”

“You.do not love me, Gertrude ?” .

« Not that, Mr. Ward !> Not wishing to hurt
his pride, and thinking more of him than her-
self, she added, “I love you more than Lean love
any one, but I could never be your wife. Do
you not know I am Gertrude Lyle, your govern-
ess 7’ For a moment her eyes sparkled saucily.
«T am not even Gertrude Lyle, and I cannot tell

you who I am; so we must never think of being

more to each other than we are at present.”
« But, Gertrude, what can you mean? You
say you love me, and still will not trust me. I
cannot believe in such love.” Ie passionately
pushed her hand from him, only to take it the
next moment. ‘ '

«1t is true, Mr. Ward.” She sadly shook her |

head. «I would if I could, but I cannot.. I-can
tell my secret to no one but my husband—that

" is, if he loved me enough to trust me, and that

you can never do, for you would never love a
woman enough to trust her for love only, but
must know all about her.”

Tt is not that, Gertrude; you don’t know the.

history of my past life, or. you would not taunt
me. The woman I marry must have perfect
contidence in me.” He looked reproachfully in
her face. :

«T am very sorry, Mr. Ward;” and the tears
ran down her cheeks on seeing his pained face.

B R e R R

SR et

JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS. 251

“ I should never have stayed here when I found
you were not satisfied in not knowi
bt T hoped. o nowing my secret,
Just then Miss Ward eame in, and 1

. ! ectured
her brother on disturbing her patient, 80 wWe are
not destined to know what Gertrude hoped.
Poor Miss Ward! it was always her fate to be

~wrong in place, as she said, and certainly she

was in the wrong place that time.




- JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS.

CHAPTER XXVIIT.

é

TuaT same evening, Gertrude went to her
room earlier than usual. She was not so ill as
Miss Ward was trying to persuade her to con-
sider herself, but shaken, and feeling sore and
bruised from her fall, and wanting to be alone to
think, she excused herself, and left the brother
and sister together., ' ‘

Mr. Ward was provoked at his sister for com-
ing in at such an imopportune moment, and pro-
voked with Gertrude for not having given him
her confidence; he had waited, and hoped for an
opportunity of speaking to her again, but all his
~ schemes were marred by his sister, who was doing
‘her best to bring them together. '

So the brother and sister were left to spend
their evening together, Mr. Ward being'in a very
unamiable state. of mind, and he tried te fix his
attention on his paper with but little success.

Mr. Ward always had a paper when with his

sister, as it excused inattention, and she was
- often very tiresome. .

Miss Ward was busy working at one side of
the table and trying to be contented, but every
now and then raising her eyes to the opposite
newspaper, wondering when her brother would
exhaust it. But as the paper was laid down, and
a fresh one taken up, she lost all patience. She
felt in a talkative mood, and could not be quiet
any longer. "
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«What is the news this evening, John?” Tt

~ was her question regularly every evening, as she

wished to be companionable, though every one
knew that she did not carc at all for the paper
except the portion devoted to the deaths and
marriages. But for all that, the poor little woman

- winked her eyes very hard, and tried to look in-

terested as she asked the question; while she

would not have cared if the Prussians had eaten

up the Austrians, and Italy had sunk forever
into the Mediterranean Sea.

- “Nothing at all, Margaret.” He studied the
columns more closely while he held the paper

nearer his face as a barrier against interruption.

“ Any little part you are interested in, I would
like very much to hear, dear,” she again inter-
rupted. o '

“You know very well, Margaret, if there is
anything I dislike it is reading aloud.” Mr.
Ward again resnmed his paper. While his sister

- sighed and kindly concluded that John was not

well, for he often read aloud to her, and did not
appear to dislike it as much as he said. Miss
Ward had a great idea of the responsibilities that
fall to the male sex, and particularly to her bro-
ther, so she was never out of temper with him.
““Don’t you think Gertrude is a very dear

girl 7 Miss Ward had called her Gertrude all

day since her accident, and liked it so much that
she had not ceased doing so. *“She is very beauti-
ful, John.” -

“ Miss Lyle is beautiful, no doubt; but, Mar-
garet, [ do wish you would let me read my paper
in peace.” And again there was a silence; but
Miss Ward’s mind was too busy for it to last

22%
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long, and her next question wasg murmured more

to herself than addressed to her brother, for she )

'was afraid of another rebuff. a
“Gertrude is very lovely, and the children are
so fond of her. I wonder if she likes Ralph?”
The last question was put as a feeler, but Mr.
Ward paid no atfention. ' ‘
¢« Brother!” again she interrupted. ¢ Do you
think Gertrude likes Ralph N
“Why not, Margaret?’ Mr. Ward, seeing

that her questions had some definite end, re- -

. signed himself to his fate, trusting to be released
the sooner. . “Of course she likes Ralph.”

“ But seriously, I mean, brother——"

“ Of course, Margaret. I don’t think Miss Liyle
has much levity about her.” _

“You will never understand me, John.” Miss
Ward sighed. “You know very well what I
mean,” | ,

““No; I am not sufficiently bright to solve

“your thoughts. If you have anything to say, do
speak plainly.”

“Well, then,John,” —MissWard was provoked,
—do you think Gertrude is in love with Ralph?”

“ You had betterask her if you want to know.
She, no doubt, knows better than I do.”

“But, John; what would we do if Gertrude
left us? We would never find any one who un-
derstood the children as well, and, poor little
things, it would almost break their hearts.””

“I don’t see any immediate prospect of losing
Miss Lyle, Margaret, and 1 can hardly tnder-
stand why you are so anxious on the subject.
Has she said anything?”’

“No; but we must think sometinﬁés,.and I-

thonght——"
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“I wish you would not think quite. so much,

Margaret; it would save a great deal of trou-
ble.” ‘

“ But, brother, don’t you think it would be nice

to have Gertrude with us always?—on the chil-
dren’s account you know.” . :
“Yes; very nice, Margaret.”” And Mr. Ward
sighed. ) ¢
. “Ilove her very much, dear, more than I ever
loved dear Lucy even. And though she is the
governess, still she is a lady. John dear,”’—sghe
paused, troubled, thinking he might assist her,—
‘“don’t you like Gertrude 2’
“Very much, Margaret.” Mr. Ward looked
amused in despite of his trouble, as he saw the
care his sister was taking to conceal the little

~ mystery she was making so very plain. \

“ I should like to see you happy before I died,
and Gertrude is very lovely.” Miss Ward watched
her brother anxiously. ‘

¢“In short, you want me to make love to Miss
Lyle, instead of to Miss Cecil, on the children’s
account ?”’ : '

“Yes, John.”” Her face was very serious.
‘I think she would make you and the children

‘bhappy”

“Are there any more of your friends you
would like me to marry, Margaret, as a conve-
nient family arrangement? May be we might

- move to Utah, and I could turn Mormon to suit

you.” ~Mr. Ward looked quite serious.
“ Oh, brother! why will you never see what

I mean. Gertrude is very lovely, I am sure,

and if you would only ask her to—to be your
wife ”? |

 What would you say if I told you I had al- -
ready asked Miss Lyle that question?”

oy
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«“When? When, Jobn?”’ His sister was so de-
lighted, that she put down her work and listened
for more. It was this afternoon! T knew:it!
You, sly boy I’ Miss Ward, in delight, rubbed
her hands softly together. - '

“Yes, Margaret, this afternoon. But you
seem very confident of the result.” He bit his
lip in vexation. ¢ Miss Lyle does not want to be
married, and rejected your brother.” |

¢ John, what can you mean? Don’t play with
me, dear, it is too serious a subject to jest on.”
She eagerly took his hand.

¢« Tt is the truth, Margaret; ask Miss Lyle her-
gelf, if you are not satisfied.”

¢« Miss Lyle reject you? You are jesting, John!
It is some mistake! I cannot believe it!” She
incredulously shook her head. ¢ You have not

explained your meaning, and have been abrupt.

I know. The poor little thing is frightened.
No doubt, it will be all right. Don’t be unhappy,
dear. I know it will!” -
T hope 8o, Margaret.” He was very serious
as he took her hand. :
~ «Never fear, brother, I will explain it all to
her.” But Mr, Ward sternly interrupted her.

. “You do not know what you say, Margaret.
- T will have no interference. I can manage my
affairs best myself.” - ,

« No doubt, John dear, and it will be all right.”
Thinking to encourage him. “I have no idea
that Gertrude cares for Ralph.”

¢« Neither have I, sister, as she refused him a

long time ago.”

“You are dreaming, John!” She raised her

eyes to his in consternation. ¢ You forget Miss
Lyle is only our governess—what can you'mean ?”’
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“It may appear strange, Margaret, when we
are both so attractive. Miss Lyle 1s hard to please, -
according to your ideas. But where is your
pric}?? You would have me marry a govern-
e88,

¢ What is pride, brother, when happiness is
concerned I’ She anxiously watched him with
her eyes full of tears. ‘

“But she is not even Gertrude Lyle, and she
will not ‘say who she is. You would not have
me marry a stranger you know nothing of ¢’

“If I loved her, I would trust her, John.
Miss Lyle has lived with us long enough to merit
all confidence.” -

“You are a silly, dreaming little woman.” Ile
held the silly little woman to him closely, and
kissed her fondly. :
~ “Oh, woman ! how much more deeply versed
in the language. of the heart than man! Go to
}\)fd,vl‘.\r/_[m&g?x:et, (im}d forget your silly dreams.”

r. Ward kissed his sister again i
he left her. . guin good night as

‘Miss Ward sat and pondered the new problem
of her brother’s rejection, but, as she said before,

it was all a mistake, and she thought the more

how she wonld bring the two together without
oftending or disobeying her brotheér. She re-
solved in the end, as she always did, that he
knew best, and she could only let things take
their course, trusting in the future. Gertrude,
in her own room, dreamed of the new happiness

~of knowing her love returned. She understood

the sacrifice he would have to make of his pride
for her sake, and her- hope was that he loved her
80 dearly it would be easy to do it. She thouglt,
far into-the night, of her new happiness in hav-
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ing herlove returned, and dreamed many bright,
waking dreams which, considering the excite-
- ment of the day, was a poor way of finding rest.

The happiness in knowing she wad loved was
suflicient for the present, though her secret
weighed heavily, and she longed to tell it. A
happy smile played round her lips when she
thought—¢“If he only loved me for myself alone,
not knowing who I was, or anything about me,
how truly noble it would be, and how much
more dearly Iwould love him forit.”” = Gertrude,
who was young and romantic, decided she would
‘not have it any different, but would rather trust
]z;II tol?is love for her, and hold no merit but in

erself, '

N
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CHAPTER XXIX.

Tre next day, Gertrude, being far from well,
did not leave her room; she felt stiff and aching,
and found it difficult to move in consequence of
her fall. She was very glad of some excuse to
be alone to think; so the children were carefully
excluded from her room by their aunt, as she
was afraid of their troubling her, and Gertrude
was growing very dear to Miss Ward,

The day was passed by her alone, except for
Miss Ward’s coming in at intervals with kind
inquiries for her welfare. Each time her eyes
were raised pleadingly to Gertrude’s, as she was
a bad dissembler, and could not keep her secret;
so she fondly lingered over her task while she
arranged ber pillows, or did something for her
comfort. - Once .or twice Gertrude was on the
point of questioning her as she thanked her

- for her kindness, but something held her back.

But at last, as Miss Ward still went on in her
petting and sighing, she could no longer stand it,
for her curiosity was fully aroused. .

« Miss Ward,”—®&ertrude detained herhand,-——
‘““are you sick, or is anything the matter ?”” .

¢« No, dear, nothing.”” Miss Ward sighed.

“ Have you one of your bad headaches, Miss

Ward 2’

« No, dear.” She shook her head and sighed

more deeply, wishing her own head had to suffer
instead of her brother’s heart.
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“Is anything the matter with the servants, or
are the children troublesome? Poor little things!
do let them come to me.” o

“No, Gertrude, Rosa and Vannino are both
very good, and nothing is wrong. John has had
some trouble, and is not quite happy.” Miss
Ward smoothed the young girl’s hair as she
sighed again, though she noticed with pleasure
the warm blush that dyed her cheeks.

-« Are youn comtortable and happy, Gertrude ?*?

“Very comfortable and very happy, thank you,
Miss Ward.” | o

“ Young people are often thoughtless, but I
thought better of you, Gertrude.” ~ She left off
smoothing her hair, and turned her head away
from her. : '
~ “I hope I am not thoughtless, Miss Ward ;
but T would be ‘very ungrateful if your kindness
did not make me happy.”

“I don’t see how you can talk so, Gertrude,

when John——" She checked herself, for she
knew she was venturing on forbidden ground.

“Is not Mr, Ward weil 2’ A mischievous smile
- played round Gertrude’s lips, as she understood
Miss Ward’s trouble, and could not help rejoic-
ing in her new happiness.

“My brother is very well, thank you, Miss
Lyle.”” Miss Ward drew herself up stiffly, and
then wanting sympathy very much, and looking
to Gertrude for it, she blurted out: “ You don’t

know what a hard life I have had, Miss Lyle. I .

love my brother more than anything on earth,
and to see his whole life wrecked, is misery.  He
was such a beautiful boyfand I was so proud of
him till he met that woman.” Her eyes filled
with tears, while Gertrude took her hand sympa-
thizingly in her own. . '
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«I know, Miss Ward. Mrs. Livingston told
me.”’ o
" ¢« But you do not know how I built all my hopes
on him, and then to find my love was nothing to
him—it was very hard.” The tears trickled -
slowly down her cheeks. “I lived alone for
seven years, only waiting for his return. I learned
even tdJove his wife for his sake. Poor fellow!
he was so happy at first, and wrote me such
loving letters; but it was only for a little while.
I longed so muck™o see him, but I had to wait;
and ,-f%s letters grew cold and severe, as he had
lost hope in all. I dieaded I hardly knew what,
long before the sad nmews came, and then I al-
most felt thankful to be relieved from my sus-

“pense. When I knew at last I should again see
‘him, I cannot tell you how happy and grateful

I was; but when he came, how could I be thank-
ful in seeing him so different? IIe was cold and
stern, and even suspicious of me; he had been
deceived, and could trust noone.” She laid her
head on Gertrude’s shoulder, who was too much
moved by her distress to interrupt her. “Then
I could not manage the children, and though I
longed for their love, I could not gain it, as I
did not understand them. John was much away
from home, and was g0 mood‘j}E when with me, I
often dreaded having him, as I could not bear to
see him suffer. Every chance word stung him,

- for he was proud, and dreaded the exposure.

Then at last the day came when he was released,
Poor fellow! how happy he was! He was full
of softened thoughts of his wife then, and blamed
himself deeply, but the feeling of freedom over-
powered all.
“He soon went back on the same old path.
‘ 23 '
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Then I brought Lucy Cecil here, hoping that he
might be happy again; but dear Lucy is not
what she used to be. Then there was a great
change in him; he had learned to love his chil-
dren, and grew kinder and softer with me, and I
know I often trouble him sadly. I thought it
strange he cared so much for the children, as it
is not his way; but I attributed it all to them,
and I never knew the truth till last evening. Oh,
Jertrnde !”—Miss Ward paused in consterna-
tion—*T1 was not to say one word—I promised.
I am afraid I have been very wrong. You won’t
tell John, dear, or let him know? I am afraid he

will never forgive me. Oh dear, dear, how un-

fortunate! I always am wrong.”

Gertrude, who was trying very hard to be se-

rious, so:as not to offend Miss Ward, could not
help laughing heartily. ' '

“ But, Gertrude, you won’t tell John ?”’

«“No, Miss Ward; I am not in the habit of
discussing such things, if Mr. Ward is.” She
felt provoked that Mr. Ward could have talked
over with his sister that which she censidered
gsacred, and wondered at the little delicacy he had
shown. . |

¢« There, Gertrude, I knew it! I am always so

unfortunate when I intend all for the best. What
will John say to me?” :
. «Miss Ward, it was not your fault; but I al-
ways thought such things were not meant for
diseussion, and T think Mr. Ward had little to
talk about——" '

“But he did not tell me, Gertiude, T guessed .

it, and worried the truth out of him. Oh, I wish
I had not.” Miss Ward looked the picture of
despair. “ He was so unhappy, and loves you so

~
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much, you would not be unkind to him! Poor
boy, he has had such a hard life!”

Grertrude could not help, smiling again at the
title of boy as applied to Mr. Ward by his mite
of a sister.. The patronizing and petting term
was so amusing as coming from her to that six.
feet of humanity. '

“I don’t see how you can laugh, Gertrude, at

such a serious subject. I am sorry I took the

trouble of talking to you. I weuld not have
done it if I had had any sense. I always do get
ngiself in trouble, and now I suppose you will go
arnd tell John, and he will never forgive me.”
Gertrude took her hand caressingly.

“I won’t tell Mr. Ward, and you have done no
harm, Miss Ward. T only thought your brother
had shown very little delicacy, that was all.”

~“But John did not,” Miss Ward eagerly in-
terrupted. “I worried him so,and then I guessed

_it. T can never bear to see him unhappy. You

will love him' and make him happy, won’t you,
Gertrude ?” Miss Ward asked the question as
though pleading for some new plaything for her
baby brother. |

“I can’t, Miss Ward—you know I am only the

- governess,” Gertrude added wickedly.

“Grertrude, Gertrude, how can youn be so un-

kﬁn—d? You know John does not care for
that.” ‘ '

“Yes—but, Miss Ward, he does not know who

I am, and I cannot tell him.”

“Would not you tell him at all ?”

bl“d No, Miss Ward.,” Gertrude was sadly trou-
ed. |

“But you would tell me, dear?” She laid her
h@nd on Gertrude’s shoulder coaxingly.
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“1 could not Miss Ward, though I would hke
to do s0.” ,She sadly shook her head.

‘“But never, Gertrude ¥’

“Not for a Iong time.”

“ But would you tell no one?”

“T might tell my husband, if he trusted me,

enotigh not to know my secret before.” And
blushing painfully, her eyes sought the carpet.

«Dear! dear!” Miss Ward shook her head

‘as a new thought struck her. Gertrude might
see some one else to fall in love with; and what
would poor John and the children do? ? «You are
so perverse. | do wish you were not so pretty.’

“I am sorry 1 am perverse; but I can’t say I
would like to be ugly, even to please you, Miss
Ward.” Bhe laughed saucily.

“Do you like John, Gertrude ?”” The question
was put rather abruptly, as Miss Ward, in her
excitement and worry, was forgetting all the
rules of sentiment. BShe was presenting the
tender passion evidently as a pill to be swallowed.

“Do you love John?? The question was again

reiterated as the young girl did not answer, but

could not help smiling at her ridiculous position,

while the crimson tide again dyed her face.

~ «Qh, Gertrude! if you only knew how you
tried me, dear.”” The tears trickled down her
cheeks,. while Gertrude nestled closely te her,

and putting her head on her shoulder, cried too.
“Do you love John ?”

“Yes, Miss Ward.” The words were so low
she could hardly hear them; but she was satis-
fied. -

“Then why, dear, are you so perverse?”

“I am not per verse, Miss Ward; but I cannot

~ tell my secret.”
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“But, Gertrude, you don’t know what John’s
life has been; you must consider that, and be
thonghtful.”

“Iknow he has had a great deal to make him

‘suspicious; but I eannot help it.”

“You won’t tell him? You don’t love him!”

“Yes I do; but love is not perfect without
trast. Mr.-Ward should trust me.” -

“So he should, dear.” Miss Ward, who was
full of chivalrous ideas of the tender passion,
though long past the age of romance, looked re-
lieved, _

“ But John is very firm, dear,”—she could not
bring herself to say stubborn,—¢“and you may
like some one better if you wait 8o long.” iﬂ

¢ That is true, Miss Ward.” Gertrude laug
gayly; Miss Ward had such a business-like Way
of arranging things,

“I will tell John what you say, Gertrude.”
Miss' Ward was again forgetting that she had

promised her brother not to speak to Gertrude,

anci{ how she had enjoined secrecy on the young
gir

~ “You must not tell him anything,” Gertrude
interrupted, as she drew up her slight form.

‘Buch things would come best from Mr. Ward
himself; he told me he could not trust me, and.
that is enough 7

‘“ He did not really say that, Gertrude dear?”

“Noj not exactly—but he 1mphed it.”

“I knew it!” Miss Ward shook her head
triumphantly. “It will all be right; you are.
dear good children, but you give me a great deal
of trouble.” She kissed her warmly.

“You must not say anything to Mr. Ward
1emembe1 Miss Ward. I would be very angry.”

23%




266 JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS.

Miss Ward shook her head; she would not make

any more rash promises this time, and it re-.

mained for her to bring the two young people
together,

“You are very good and kind, Miss Ward.” .

The grateful tears filled her eyes. *You would
trust me, though you don’t know who I am?”

“T know quite enough of your troublesomeness
without wishing to know more.” Miss Ward,
thinking she had said something very good,
kissed her again, and, smiling brightly, left the
room, Gertrude was to be kept very quiet by
‘Miss Ward’s especial orders, and this is how she
saw them carried out herself.
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CHAPTER XXX.

“ GERTRUDE, don’t you intend coming down
stairs to-day?’ Miss Ward came into the
nursery where Gertrude was sitting with Van-
nino in her arms. .

‘“ Not now, Miss Ward, thank you; Vannino
is not well, and I promised not to leave him. I°
won’t leave you, darling,” as the child made
some protest against his aunt’s request.

“ You don’t think he need see the doctor, Ger-
trude?” Miss Ward, who was always alarmed
at the slightest illness, looked at the child anx-
iously.

¢“Noj; I think he has taken cold, and is fever-
ish, that is all. Vannino likes petting, and will
be a good boy, and be all well to-morrow.” She
put liis little hot hand to her face.

“I can manage to send, if you think it is neces-
sary, Gertrude.” ‘

“ No, Miss Ward, I don’t think it is.”  Know-
ing the doctor lived four miles distant, and_think-
ing the child did not need any especial care, she
added: “I will try and keep him quiet, and I
think if T could get him to sleep he would be

better.”

For above an hour, Gertrude held him in her
arms, going over her stories till she was quite
tired out. The little fellow was cross and rest-
less, and pleaded for more stories; and the bright
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- eyes that she hoped to lull into sleep, did not
give much promise of fulfilling her wishes, The
fever was increasing, and Gertrude, growing
alarmed, called Ann, and left the child with her
while she went down stairs to see Miss Ward.

“ Miss Ward, I am afraid we had better have

Jthe doctor; Vannino is decidedly worse, and I

o not know what to do for him; I cannot get
him to sleep.” '

¢ Certainly, G‘rértrude ! You don’t think, dear,

there is anything much the matter ¥’

“ No, he has only taken a heavy cold; but he
is feverish, and more restless than he was.”

The doctor came and pronounced Vannino’s
sickness scariet fever, though he ihought he
would have it lightly. The child was peevish
and cross, and fretted if Gertrude left the room
an instant, and was only perfectly comfortable

when she was with him. Rosa was kept from

the room for fear of infection, and the boy pined
sadly for his sister. Mr. Ward shared Gertrude’s
labors with her, and relieved her more than any
one else—as his father, after Gertrude, had the
next place in the child’s affections. He was kind
and anxious, disturbed that she should be so con-
stantly confined, and did all he could to lighten
her cares; but no allusion was made to what had
happened before Vannino’s sickness.
Gertrude appeared more attractive in the sick-
room than he had ever known her; always cheer-
ful, and never tired; exerting all her arts to
please and amuse the boy; doing everything so

daintily and neatly that it was a pleasure to see -

her. Mr. Ward, if possible, felt more in love

than ever, and more bent on gaining a return. -

She appeared timid when he approached her,
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“and avoided being alone with him as much’ as
possible, so there was little chance of their arriv-

ing at a better understanding, for the present at
least. ‘

- As Vannino grew stronger, Rosa sickened of
the same disease, notwithstanding their care.
She had taken it much more heavily than her
brother, and gave them great cause for anxiety.
She was too sick and miserable to be cross and
irritable, as Vannino had been; but though she
did not beg Gertrude to stay with her, there was
a pleading look in her large dark eyes when she
left the room, and a new brightness on her re-
tarn, that fully repaid her, but kept her a pris-
oner, : ‘

No one could arrange her pillows as Miss Lyle

‘did. The medicine was not nearly as hard to

take when she gave it to her, and everything
was better done that she did for her. She, like
Vannino, clung to her father, after Gertrude.
Miss Ward was too restless and nervous to be a
good nurse, and could not understand their va-
rious wants, but only troubled them by asking
questions. She was so anxious to do something,
and so miserable when she felt her own helpless-
ness, that it was pitiable to see her.

Rosa’s sickness coming so soon after her bro-
ther’s was a heavy strain on Gertrude; for, not-
withstanding her love for Vanmnino, the fever
rendered the child so fretful as sorely to try her
patience,

Mr. Ward did all he could to relieve her, and
was equally as constant in his attendance on
Rosa, for the child was very ill and required all
their care. Sometimes, when slightly delirious,
she would go over her past life, and Mr. Ward
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learned to look to Gertrude for sympathy, as he

listened to the little one’s uneasy murmurings. -

In her dreams she was with her mother, for her
affections were very deep, and she had not for-
. gotten ; but Gertrude’s name was strangely woven
in with her dreams, the child unconsciously
blending the young girl’s character with her past
life. ‘

All that was disagreeable in connection with
her early life was associated with Marietta—and
‘her mother was good, beautiful, and kind—like
Miss Lyle. She evidently loved her ideal mo-
ther through her love for Gertrude, or Gertrude
and her mother were one; the only thing she
remembered and cherished was the signora’s

great beauty ; but the loving kindness and care,

of which she spoke, were all &ertrude’s,

It was a great trial to both listeners, reading
and understanding all as perfectly as they did.
Gertrude felt embarrassed and troubled at Mr.
Ward’s grief, and often longed for the child to
cease her murmurings; while Mr. Ward, pained
and humbled that Gertrude should so plainly see
and realize his past folly, felt equally as anxious
that Rosa should cease her plaint. The little
girl's constant coupling and blending of her name
with his in that strange way gave him deep pleas-
ure, but also gave him pain when he watched
- Gertrude too closely, seeing her uneasy face and
evident disapproval. He could not tell that all
her care and thounght was to save him sorrow,
and that she was not thinking of herself. He
had not had any opportunity of getting an ex-
planation from her, she had kept herself so stu-
diously out of his way; and the children’s illness
had come so soon after her own accident, that

. .
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all their thoughts and care had .lbeen. given to

them.,

- Mrs. Livingston and Ralph had béth been very

kind in being with Miss Ward; they could not
relieve Gertrude, for the doctor advised perfect

" quiet, and strangers would only exeite Rosa and

make her task more difficult. Since the child
was 80 much worse, Gertrude seldom left her
except for a few moments at a time.

Mr. Ward did his best,—awkwardly, as men
generally; so nearly all the weight of care and
nursing fell on her shoulders. Gertrude, how-
ever, stood it bravely, and found great comfort
in having him so constantly with her. All the -
constraint she had felt, after his avowal, was
forgotten in her anxiety, and their hearts were
drawn very closely together in their common
trouble; his character shone forth. in its best
light, and no one could now.doubt hislove for
his little giél. _ ‘

Rosa had been sick for four days, and at last
the weary watchers could see an improvement;
the fever had left her, but she was sadly worn
and changed. The little rosy face was thin and

- pinched, and her heavy jetty curls, in which

Gertrude had taken so much pride, had all been
sacrificed.

_The fifth day, the doctor pronounced her de-
cidedly better, and from that time, each day saw
a great improvement.

“We owe it all to you, Miss Lyle,” Mr. Ward
often said, as Rosa, now beginning to take an in-
terest in what went on around her, clung more
closely to her kind nurse. It had been a great
reliecf when Rosa was pronounced out of dan:
ger. Gertrude, though looking thin and pale,
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had kept up wonderfully. She was an untiring
story-teller, and exerted herself to the utmost to
keep the child quiet. : ”

Mrs. Livingston had been waiting impatiently

for the time when she could carry off both Rosa

" and her nurse, a8 she had firm faith thata change
of scene would effect a complete cure. Hach day
Rosa grew stronger, and at last one warm Feb-
ruary day the doctor gave his consent that if her
fatlier were willing, both nurse and patient should
go and stay a few days with Mrs. Livingston,

Gertrude, since their cause for anxiety was v%;Tone, .

- had fallen back into her old place with Mr. Ward.
She avoided him in every way, so that he had no

opportunity, if he had wished it, of speaking to

her. :

It was a mild, sunny day that Rosa, wrapped
up warmly in thick shawls, and shuat in the close
carriage, left home for Mrs. Livingston’s. IHer
futher went with them to see that they were
well cared for, and was constant in his care and
attention. Rosa, delighted at being released from
her confinement, and looking forward with great
pleasure to her visit, was talking and laughing
merrily as she held Gertrude’s hand and appealed
to her for sympathy. Gertrude was quiet and

constrained, as was usual with her when with

Mr. Ward, though trying to enter into the child’s
pleasure; and Mr. Warg was quiet and depressed
too, misconstruing her avoidance of him.

“Papa,’—Rosa gazed up into his face, and
seeing he did not look as happy as she did, and
thinking the trouble lay with herself— you will
come and see us, won’t you, and bring Van.
nino !’ _—— ‘

“Yes, Rosa. And my little girl must hurry

- R
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and' be well soon, as I will want her home
again.” , ' -

“I do wish yon were going too! You won’t be
lonely, papa? We won’t be gone long.” Rosa
smoothed down her dress with a very important
air, which made her father laugh.

“We will get along famously without you—
never fear. Aunt Margaret and I will be' de-
lighted to have a quiet house.” He pinched:her
cheek, | ‘ '

“Is that so, papa?” She raised her large dark
eyes to his face. “I have been a great bother,
but any way you won’t be glad to be rid of Miss
Liyle.” Rosa appeared better satistied as she
looked at Gertrude, thinking she was punishing

- him for his faithlessness.

“No, we will be.very sorry to lose Miss Liyle.”
Mr. Ward tried to make Gertrude feel more at
her ease, as he watched her opposite him looking
out of the window, and not appearing to hear
what they were talking about. N

“You won’t see Miss Lyle till you see me, so
you will Aave to be glad, papa, won’t you?”” Rosa
took his hand in hers and raised it caressingly to

- her cheek, She had learned to love her father

very dearly, and was naturally demonstrative.
Gertrude had been embarrassed and uncom-

fortable with Mr. Ward ever since Rosa’s recov:_

ery. She thought she had gone too far, and told
the secrets of her heart too plainly; she was
always dreading 4 return to the same subject,
and avoided him as much as possible. Then she
was tried by her long confinement, and felt ner-
vous, s¢ was not her bright, cheery self; and the

change to Mrs. Livingston’s was looked forward
24 .
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to as a great relief. She wanted time to think -

and to decide what she would do. Kvidently she
could no longer stay with the Wards on the same

terms as they were at present. Mr. Ward, mean- .

while, seeing she did not intend speaking to him
unless directly addressed, determined to make
an effort. ,

¢« Miss Lyle, you had a weary time taking care

of this troublesome little girl, and must do your
best to get back your roses. If I come for you,
will you ride with me? I think it would do you
more good than anything -else.” e wanted to
put her at her ease with him, but did not know
that this was the worst way of doing so, as she
dreaded. being alone with him, but did not like
to refug%is kindness, fearing that he might feel
hurt. .

T gshould think you would hardly be willing
to take the trouble with me, I so disgraced
Ralph’s and your teaching the last day I was
out.” : .

« Ralph and I both know it was not your fault.

That horse is not to be trusted, and if I were -

Ralph I would get rid of him. He rides too lit-

tle ever to break him in. But will you go, Miss

Lyle?” _

“Yes, I should like it very much.” The un-
truth was easily told, for politeness’ sake, as it
was just exactly what she cared least for doing.

~“Well, then, I will come for you to-morrow.”
He named an hour, and then, seeing they were
in sight of the house, busied himself’ with wrap-
ping up Rosa more warmly before the carriage
door should be opened. |

“You will smother me, papa. Oh, don’t!”
Rosa laughed as her father awkwardly wrapped

.

JOON WARD'S GOVERNESS. 275

~her large shawl round. her head, and Gertrude

had to come to her assistance.

~“Thank you, Miss Lyle! We can’t do any-
thing without Miss Lyle, you see, Rosa.”” He
raised her securely in his arms. “Why, Rosa,
those curls must have weighed very heavy, for
you are nothing at all to carry now.”

“But I have been very sick, papa.”

“Yes. Butwe did not leave anything behind
but the curls.” 8o, laughing and teasing her,
Rosa was carried into the house before Gertrude
had fairly collected her wrappings, and Mr, Ward
was back again to assist her.

He was very kind, and evidently wished any
awkwardness forgotten; so Gertrude could not
help smiling, and forgetting the little stiffness

- that remained,

“Won't you come in, Mr. Ward ¥’ Gertrude
thanked him as he transferred her shawls to a
neighboring chair.

“ Not now, Miss Lyle. Iwill come to-morrow!
Margaret will be anxious to know you arrived
safely, and Mrs. Livingston is not down stairs, so

I will not disturb her.”” He closed the door for

her, while Geertrude stood at the window watching
bim. Tt was a fine, manly, noble face that was
turned to throw a kiss to Rosa as the carriage
drove off, for Rosa was watching too.

“ Papa is very handsome, Miss Lyle! It don’t

look a bit nice out of doors any more.” Rosa

sighed deeply as she turned away disgusted.
Gertrude found herself unconsciously echoing
the child’s sigh. She was uneasy when with
him, but still more troubled when she saw him
go. She, too, turned away from the window, as
she decided it did not look nearly as pleasant
out of doors now that he was no longer there.




JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS. 277

. JOHON WARD'S GOVERNESS.

done, 8o it won’t be, for papa always does what
Miss Lyle says.” Rosa, who was fond of making
malapropos speeches, had no mercy on Gertrade’s
blushing face.
“That would be too bad, Rosa!” Mrs. Liv-
4 - : ingston smoothed down the short curls. “Papa,
APTER XXXIL. ~ would not be so cruel?” |
CH N : ‘ ~ “Yes, he had quite set his mind on making me
‘ ' ~did let Mr. Ward a fright, if Miss Liyle had let him.” Rosa laughed
‘;’gnﬁiuﬁ?y}gf asrt.m:v 11213;,5%1(1 (g‘rrg;“ltrude and Rosa - as she drew a piece of paper out of her pocket on,
go: v g which her father had been amusing himself by
W%f%d{ﬂ is quite busy, Mrs. Livingston.” Rosa, -, drawing enormously large, ruffled caps:for her
who evidently thonght herself the heroine of the | ed‘l‘ﬁ(’f{tlon-
arty. made haste to answer. e only came to , Miss Lyle looks almost as pale as you do,
Eqkey(,:are of us, didn’t he, Miss Lyle ?” : Rosa. But come up stairs and take off your
WMy, Ward did not want to disturb you,as he | things. I am so glad tp have you again, dear )
Tad ne time to stay; and he kuew Miss Ward - Mrs. Livingston put her arm round Gertrude’s
would be anxions to know that we arrived safely. waist while she kissed her warmly. I expect
He is coming to-morrow to take me out riding, talph home to dinner, You know he went to
an%l will sta,ygionger then.” | | ‘ New York yesterday; he will be quite delighted
« 1 have been very busy up in my store-room, to find you here.” :
so did not hear you when you came. How much It was-a great improvement and relief—the
better Rosa’ is looking I” ~ Mrs. Livingston took change of scene; -and Gertrude, who had been
t}?e little girl on her knee while she’ helped to : shut up in thesick-room so long, fully appreciated
g f her numerous wrappings. it, and began to feel better already. Her bright,
un‘(‘k‘)&?ﬁnie C_'u, Vannino do, Rosa pleasant room was just as she had left it when on
« Py 2,{;& he might briilg him some day if he : ’her. last visit, and Mrs. Livingston was so ‘truly
(I_))od But Vannino must learn to be a man, : all that a friend should be, that her cheering in-
We&'engOt be so petted.” Rosa, who had beer f{‘uence was soon manifested. Independently of
a?aise d for beinfgmueil better than her brother _(:rertrude s beauty and winning manner, there
guri her sickness, smiled serenely, conscious Was a strange charm that had drawn Mrs. Liv-
7 ited all commondation. ¢ Was not Ingston to her from the first time of seeing her.
that s uab n(llerlb t mv curls. Mrs. Livingston ? Sometimes she would watch her, bewildered and
11§ t)(;o Wa";ts a’tomila,ve yme shaved.” And Rosa uneasy, feeling as though she had met her before,
t’etlli: her short locks ruefully, while Mrs. Living- and irvesistibly attracted by something in her face.

i - i j But Mrs. Livingston was a practical woman, and
ston laughed. ¢ Miss Lyle does not want 1t : ingstor ns ! p ,
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had so often been out of patience with Miss Ward
and her fancies, that she checked any such feel-
ing in herself, and attributed Gertrude’s attrac-
“tion for her simply to her own merits, which cer-
tainly were sufficient reason for loving her. And
then she was: nearly exactly the same age as the
danghter she had lost, which was another great
charm. a ) ‘

Her scheme as regarded Gertrude and Ralph
did not appear as though it were destined to suc-
ceed. They knew each other entirely too well
to satisfy her, and she did not like the brotherly’
and sisterly intercourse that had been established
between them. DBuft, like a sensible woman as
she was, she, unlike Miss Ward, left the chief
actors in the scheme unmolested, knowing that
if not brought together by chance there was

little hope of her own efforts being of any avail. -

Gertrude and Rosa had a very busy and merry
time during their stay. Uncle Ralph had brought
such wonderful toys and puzzles from New York,
that Rosa was quite overwhelmed by her numer-
ous treasures. Uncle Ralph, too, was an untiring
 play-fellow, and happy in Gertrude’s soclety, and
not having anything of importance to attend to,
he gave himself up entirely to Rosa’s require-
ments, and sometimes would pass hours seated
. on the floor making and unmaking puzzles, and

building the most wonderful castles out of blocks.

Ralph was good and untiring always; and Gei-
trude often would wonder at herself, in contrast-
ing the two men’s characters, that she did not
admire Ralph’s sunny temperament better than
Mr. Ward’s. Ralph was provokingly good-tem-
pered : nothing put him out, and he was never
tired or out of humor; it was impossible to
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ruffle the calm of his disposition. He was one
of those men who you never could imagine would
cherish a life-long sorrow as Mr, Ward would
have done. Hefell in and out of love fifty times,
as had been proved in Gertrude’s case, Ile had
had a very easy life, and though it had not spoiled
him or made him selfish, I don’t ‘think all sun-
shine is good for any one.

These petty, worrying, daily cares; the fool-
ishness or injustice of a parent will often fret and
unnerve one’s disposition, and destroy all that is
beautiful in it. But any heavy sorrow frequently
steadies, and strengthens, and brings out all the
latent character there hidden. There are some
natures very much of the butterfly order, who go
through the world lightly and easily, sipping the
sweet from each flower, without thinking any-
thing of the future or giving any thought of re-
turn, and such was Ralph’s character.” He had
not any great depth or settled rule of action; but -
was guided by impulse and what was pleasant,
without any deeper motive power. -

He pretended to bé a farmer; but the farm was
attended to by fits and starts, and was not on the
same model as Mr. Ward’s. Ralph would go
through life without any decided mark for good
or evil; and though such natures are spared much
suffering, I do not think on the whole they are
to be either admired or envied. He was a good
son, having had such a sensible mother; but woe
betide him if his mother had been in character
like Miss Ward! his life would have been utterly
wrecked,—most probably taking refuge in dissi-
pation away from his home, as he depended en-
tirely for his happiness on those around him. -

‘Mr. Ward, on the contrary, though rough and
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unamiable when fretted by his sister, had been
strengthened by his trouble. Ile was a man
who you found had a settled purpose in life; and
Gertrude had learned to prize his rare smiles in
contrast with his serious moods. She had taken
several rides with him during her stay with the
Livingstons, and he had been almost as constant

in his visits as Ralph. He was not 2 man to be -

carried away by impulse, or to do things at inap-
propriate times, so never thought of making love
on horseback as Ralph might have done. Sece-
ing Gertrude’s timidity with him, he had fallen
back into his old easy way of teasing Rosa, and
‘talking to Mrs. Livingston till Gertrude was
quite at her ease again. He had been a long
time in making up his mind, and battling with
his pride, but now that it was done there was no
shadow of change or turning.

The visit of Gertrude and Rosa passed quickly
and uneventually, and the week was gone almost
before they realized it. We look in on her again
at home, for Mr. Ward had brought theﬁj back
that morning. .

Five o’clock had been chimed by the silver-
voiced timepiece, as the delicate gilt hands
marked the hour on the smooth white disk.
The short winter’s day was over, and Gertrude
stood, as on the first evening we made her ac-
quaintance, looking up into the calm blue sky,
as the moon, struggling with the parting day,
burst forth in all its silvery radiance, and then
was lost in the thick masses of cloud that obscared
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its bright face. - Aunk Margaret, napping by the

fire, was the ounly other. occupant of the room.

The silence remained unbroken. except by the

ticking of the clock, and the crackling of the coal

in the grate as it burned up brightly, or fell with

lz;hdeav'y thud through the bars down into its ashy
ed. ' :

Mr. Ward had been engaged in his study all
day, and had come to spend the busy man’s one
idle moment with his family. Tt was too early
for light, and too late for reading or work—that

~misty, dreamy stage between night and day—

;vhen we pause for communion with those we
ove. :

_Always thoughtful now, he trod lightly past
his sister, seeing, though almost concealed by the
curtains, the slight form of the young girl, as the
eyes of love are always clear-sighted to behold
the loved one. He stood beside her, but she did
not notice him, so lost was she in reverie, as her
pure face was raised to take in all the brightness
of the heaven above and the earth below, lighted
by its splendor. The young girl's lips slightly
moved, and the beautiful words of the king of
our poets were dropped slowly from her lips:

“The moon, and its broken reflection,
And its shadows, shall appear
As the symbol of love in heaven,
And 1ts wavering image here.”

The temptation was strong to take her in his
arms and place that fair young head on his breast;
there was something sad and listless in the girl's
ﬁgm‘e ; the dreamy hour of twilight had brought
its various thoughts to the sweet young face.
She might be dreaming of her home, and those
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she had loved, and the strong man longed to
take her to his heart and unravel the tangled
skein she was trying to disentangle.

“ Gertrude !”  So light was the touch it did
not startle her, nor did the familiar name. “Have
you no hope for me, darling? Wonderful and
perfect little woman! do you know what you
have- done?”’ She looked startled in his face,
though the sweet lips were mute. “ You have
given me back my faith and trust in all woman-
kind! You have lifted the dark veil and given
me hope again! Perfest charity has followed
your great gifts! and will not my rich donor, my
- fairy godmother, add to all her gifts that last and
most perfect—Herself?”” The man, strangely
moved and softened, held her little soft hand in
his own. :

“ Mr. Ward,”—and the girl sadly shook her
head,—“ I cannot; you could not love Gertrude
Lyle, the governess!” She looked in his face.
“ But not even Gertrude Lyle! I am a stranger

to you, and you could never know”’-——she blushed -

deeply while she played nervously with one of
the tassels of the curtains—<till I was very
sure and safe.”” She bent her head lower as she
breathed onut the words rather than spoke themn::
“Till I was your wife,”

“(@Gertrude, my own one! Even fhai I can
give! Perfect faith, and unselfish love! My
fairy godmother has freighted my bark more
richly than you can imagine! But will she not
add .the crowning glory of all?”’ He looked
eagerly into her troubled face. Not waiting for
answer, with one arm round her, he drew her

bowed head and troubled face down where he

had longed to pillow it.
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“God bless you, my own one!” He pressed
his lips on her upturned face.

“ Bot——"’

“ No buts, Gertrude. Fairy godmothers have

‘no doubts, but give all royally, and so it shall be

with mine.” ﬂ

“But, Mr. Ward,”—she released herself and
looked up perplexed and but half satisfied in his
face,—* you know what your sister will say.”

“ My sister already loves you, darling, and will

e truly glad in my happiness.”

“But, Mt. Ward,’—again she interrupted—
“I am Gertrunde Lyle, your governess—not even
Gertrude Lyle—and you cannot know who I am.!”
She was sadly troubled. -

“Listen, darling! Love would not be perfect
and pure without its trust; it is one of its noblest
attributes. It is more blessed to love and be de-
ceived many times than to love coldly, for thatis
not love at all, and they who do so cannot realize
the full blessedness of the word. It is the flower
without its perfume-—the fruit without its flavor.
In religion, as in love, there must pe perfect
trust. Without it, it is only cold ritualism, and
a Jangling war of words—not the sweetness and
perfect harmony, as it is and should be, |

“Long years ago I loved, Gertrude. I built
my whole life on an uncertainty, and was happy
but for a time. I lost all my hope and trust,
and became a boor.” He felt the slight form
wince, as she would fain have contradicted him.
“Yes, Gertrude, Iwas a perfect boor. I hadmy
softer moments, as all even of that kind have.
There was an empty, aching void, and a longing
for my lost faith and love that had been al’ my
world. T went about the world langhing und
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sneering at all; but when the Jaugh pealed most
loudly on my lips, I was only crucitying my own
spirit. I had dreamed such a brilliant dream,and
cheated myself on for years, beating out the
wings of my spirit like the poor moth scorched
and singed through glorying in the brightness.
I would rather break my heart at the outer

bounds of that radiance than never see the light.

There is something glorious in perfect confidence,
love, and trust, which those who love alone know.
* Do you remember Holmes’s song of ¢The Voice-
Jless,” who died with all their music in them,
never seeing the light? There is something in-
finitely sad and beautiful in the poet’s idea, as
you and I well know.” - e smoothed down her
wavy hair as she nestled closer at his.side, con-
tent at last to have found her home. * Gertrude,
do you remember a little handkerchief you bound
my hand with that fatal day to my pride, but the
joyful one for my life, when I brought you home
with me? I kept it, darling”” And the whole
story was poured out as sheiooked saucily in his
face. “It was to teach me a lesson of avoidance
of your dear self, and 1 little dreamed then of
“the lesson I was really to learn, and learn so well,
too.” He laughed a low, happy laugh to him-
self; while, strangely touched and moved, the
young girl held the hand that had been so torn
that morning, and looked for the scar anxiously,
almost expecting to find it there, and, like a child,
disappointed in not doing so. It is a pity that
it got well so soon,” as he too looked ruefully at
his hand. ) |
. “The hand is not as true as the heart, for that
still bears the wound, though there is not even a
scar here.”” They both laughed as she turned

JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS. 985

his hand more fully to the light, and shook her
head and said : ‘

. .
¢““ Not even the smallest scar to remind me!

- But you cannot know who T am.” The secret

appeared to trouble and distress her more than
her happy lover. , '

“I know you are a witch and a fairy, and cer-
tainly that is enough for mortal man to know.
I am content.” There was infinite satisfaction in
the words. “But how is it with my Gertrude ?
Are you happy ?” - : |

So in happy, loving talk, fully an hour passed.
The fire was almost out, and the room was cold. :
But what recked they of heat or cold, though
the work-day world must go on—though lovers
(dream and sigh? At last, as is usual, they were

‘tumbled ruthlessly out of the clouds too richly

freighted to hold them as they stood forgetfully
dreaming on.

_ “Kit-choo! kit-choo! Tam so cold,—and where
18 Gertrude?”’ Aunt Margaret looked round the
room for her young companion. ¢ Where can
(xe_tftrude })e? It was unkind to leave me alone,
and the fire almost out. How thoughtless the
young always are! Ugh! I am perished.” She
peevishly took a survey of the room, thoroughly
out of temper. “I know I shall have one of m
old attacks, all through her carelessness. Ger-
trude! Gertrude! Where can the girl have
gone to ?” '

“Gertrude is here I’ A laughing face was put
out between the curtains, on v?hicﬁg the ﬂicker?ng
light of the grate still shone. |

_““And here am I, t00.”” Her brother also made
his appearance. ‘
25
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“ Could neither of yoiiz’ gee that the fire is al-

most out, and I am frozen ?” _ o
«J don’t see more than the usual frostiness,
Margaret.” Te laughed as he rang the bell.
The fire was replenished, but the lamp was
not lighted, for the story could best be told in
the dark. So, kissed and coaxed into good hu-
mor, Aunt Margaret listened while the old but
evér new story was told, which, from the time of
our first fathers, has been handed down by poet
and anthor. Book after book is written, always
on the same subject, one more leaf added to
make the whole more perfect. The garland that
never will be finished, the work never done;.bqt
“each soul, as it passes on its way, will lend his or
her aid to beautify and make more perfect the
whole. _

JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS.

CHAPTER XXXII.

o~

Tre story of a happy love is difficult in the
telling, and not interesting to those not immedi-
ately concerned, so T intend skipping over the
intermediate part of my book. The last three
weeks of Gertrude’s engagement were spent with
Mrs. Livingston, and it 1s needless to say Mr.
Ward’s time was passed there almost entirely
with her. There appeared to be a secret under-
standing between Gertrude, Ralph, and Mrs. Liv-
ingston, that gave them much deep pleasure; and
as we would like to know the secret also, I will
take up my pen again on the day of her mar-
riage.

The wedding was.a very quiet one—only the
immedi?te connections of the two families, and
the neafest and best known of the neighbors,
were invited. Mrs, Livingston seemed strangely
anxious to have all her relations present at the
ceremony, and sent very pressing invitations to
most of them. She insisted on presenting Ger-
trude with her wedding-dress, which, as she
threatened it should be, was the most superb one

.that the resources of New York eould furnish.

Gertrnde looked exquisitely lovely as she stood,
crowned with orange blossoms and enveloped in
clouds of point lace, beside her manly and happy
bndegroom. Around her slender throat was
clasped a necklace of large and perfect pearls, an
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ornament which Mrs. Livingston examined with .

a meaning smile. The ceéremony passed off as '

usual till the minister spoke the words: “ Who
giveth this woman to be married to this man?”

when, to the surprise of all, Mrs. Livingston came

forward, and it was from her hands that John
‘Ward received his blashing bride. ‘

“I am your wife now, truly, John? No one
can take me away or have any claim on me any
more?”’ Gertrude whispered, as the guests gath-
ered round her to offer their congratulations.

“ My own dear wife, truly, and forever. No
one can take you away.” X

“Are you sure, John?-—very, very sure?”’

“Of course, little trembler. But——" The
whispered conversation was interrupted by Murs.
Livingston, who, taking Gertrude’s hand, turned
to the assembled guests and said, in a clear, ring-
ing voice: ) S

“ Ladies and gentlemen, allow me to present
to you, in Mrs. Ward, my niece, Helen Living-
ston ”’ : :

We pass over the scene that ensued—the sur-
prise, the confusion, the kisses, and congratula-
tions showered on Gertrude by her new-found
relatives. Poor Miss Ward was dumb with
amazement, and half wild to know all the whys
and wherefores. And Mr. Ward was half dis-
appointed at finding his heroic self-sacrifice turn
out to be no sacrifice at all. ”

The guests had départed, and Gertrude had

exchanged her bridal splendors for a more simple
toilet. The whole party were assembled round
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the fire in Mrs. Livingston’s dressing-room, as
she had insisted on Gertrude’s telling her story
in full before she quitted her.

““You have told me part, but not all, dar-
ling!” she said. “So allow me the privilege of a
relative for once, and make myself disagreeable
by detaining you till we have heard your history.”

So Gertrude, seated by her husband, and one
hand.closely locked in his, commenced her nar-
rative:

“ I must begin by telling you, John, my mother
was a New York belle and heiress, the beautiful
Miss Van SBuys. She died when I was but two
years old; and my father, in the first excess of
his grief, went abroad, taking me with him. He
soon wearied of the care of so young a child, and
placed me, young as I was, in a boarding-school
in Paris. 1 was very happy there; my teachers
were good and kind, and did their duty faith-
fully by the poor, forlorn little child intrusted to
their care. Papa was very fond of me, and came
often to see me, and bought me beautiful pres-
ents. He wrote to me constantly, too. I would
like you to read some of his letters, John. He
was a dear, kind father, and I loved him so
dearly!” Her bright eyes filled with tears, but
loving hands quickly brushed them away, and

she continued:

“When I was-about twelve years old my father
married again. Ilis second wife was a wealthy

Southern widow, a Mrs, Sherman from Georgia, .-

who owned a large plantation near Savannah,
She was a coarsely handsome woman, artful and
insmuating in her inanners, and just the person
to attract a gentle, listless, careless man like my

father, She came to see me, and made many
25%
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- professions of attachment; but soon after her

marriage she induced my father to take up his
residence in Florence, and from that time I saw
him -but seldom, though he wrote as constantly
and as affectionately as ever. They often talked
of my paying them a visit, but the time was
never fixed, and I remained contentedly enough
at school. -

““The years passed away till I was seventeen.
One day I was surprised by a visit from my
father. He looked ill and harassed, and told
me that he was on the eve of returning to the
United States. Business matters he said required
- his presence there, and my step-mother was to
acconipany him. He gave me the address of his
lawyer, and told me to write to him. As he
kissed me good-by, I burst into a passion of tears,
and clinging to his neck I begged him to take
me with him. Ie soothed and caressed me, and
said that he would soon send for me if he de-
cided to remain in America. And then he was
gone, and I never saw him again.” Her voice
trembled, but she controlled herself, and went
bravely on. ‘ : .

« Three months after, I received the news of
his death. My step-mother wrote to me, telling
me my father’s will appointed her my guardian,
and that she wished me to join her in New York,
specifying by what steamer I was to sail, and

saying that she would be in New York waiting

to receive me. I had no alternative but to sub-

mit, so my trunks were packed, and my passage

~taken, and I left the home where for so many
years I had been very happy.. When the steamer
reached New York my step-mother was waiting
for me at the wharf 1n a carriage; she told me

¥
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that we were to sail for Savannah that same

evening. It was a bleak October day, and the
thought of a summer climate was pleasant,
though I would have liked to remain in New

York for a few days to have formed the acquaint-

ance of several of my relations who, though they
had never seen me, had occasionally written a
few lines, or sent some trifling token of regard.
“Ihad abrief interview with my father’slawyer,
who had been on the watch for my arrival. He
gave me a box containing my mother’s jewels, -

.which  he told me were of immense value, and -
- also a package of papers which comprised, amon

other things, my mother’s diary, kept the last
six months of her life,

“During this igterview my step-mother acted
very sfrangely ; she talked incessantly, and inter-
rupted Mr. Mason continually whenever he tried
to talk to me. She complained of the lateness
of the hour, and said that she feared we would
not reach the Savannah steamer in time, so hur-
ried me away.

“ Wereached home without any further adven-
tures, and for a tim%(l was very happy there.
My step-mother was kind and indulgent, and T
was too 1gnorant of all that appertained to south-

. ern life or southern manners to discover that we

were placed in a strange, anomalous position.
We never visited, or received any one; the plan-
tation was neglected; the house going to ruin,
and all the serviceable negroes were sold, and
only the old and infirm were left. I soon be-
caree attached to one of these. Dear, kind, old

‘Uncle Andy! How many pleasant hours we

passed together, rambling about the desolate

fields! He grew very fond of me, and made me
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promise if I ever had a home I would -do my
best to get his freedom, and have him live with
me. IHe was fervent in his praises of Mr. Sher-
man, his late master, but disliked my step-mother
very much, though he was too politic to say
much on _the subject. ¢Nuffin’ but an over-
seer’s da’ter,” he said once, sniffing scornfully.
Then, too,-he evidently both feared and disliked
her only son, Calhoun Sherman, a young gentle-
man whom I had never seen, as he spent most of
his time in New Orleans.. ¢He’s a bad 'un, Miss
Nelly, you be sure of dat,” old Andy said to me
more than once. : g
- “One evening, about six months after my ar-
rival, my step-mother and myself were seated in
the large room which was called by courtesy the
- library. She was busy with some plain sewing,
and I was amusing myself by finishing some of
my old school drawings. Suddenly wheels were
heard grating on the gravel outside; a carriage

stopped, and a rough Jooking man burst into the

room. _
“¢Well, mother, how are you? He looked
indifferently at her.

¢ ¢Calhoun dear, is this you ¥’ My step-mother

rising, embraced the new-comer warmly.

“¢Yes, it's me, and cursed tired I am, to be
sure. Where’s Andy? Tell him to look to the
horse, and bring me some whisky here at once.
Why, who the d—I is that? he continued, as
hig eyes fell on me.

¢ <That is your sister Helen." Come here, Nell,
and be introduced to your brother Cathoun.”

“J approached reluctantly, as the young man
before me was anything but prepossessing in ap-
pearance. He was a tall, heavily built, coarse
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looking man, with a red-blotched face, sinister-
looking, leering eyes, and thick lips only par-
tially concealed by a bushy black moustache.

_ ““*Boyow're my sister ¥’ he said, looking at me
in a very offensive manner. ¢You're too devil-
ish pretty to call sister—but let’s have a kiss any-
how, for the name’s sake;’ and he attempted to
5€lZe 1me,

“I eluded his grasp, and fled from the room to
my own apartment. I carefully locked and bar-
ricaded the door, and then sat down to think. I
was unspeakably disgusted when I thought of be-
ing exposed to the familiarities of such a wretch;
but I determined to have a talk with my step-
mother on the subject, and to insist the offense
should not be repeated. * 8o, having settled mat-
ters In my own mind, I took up a book and’
began to read. Presently, I dropped asleep.
When I awoke my candle was burned out, and I
was 1n utter darkness. I listened at the door
but could hear no sound, so, softly unfastening
it, I slipped down stairs, intending to get another
candle and then to retire to bed. As I passed -
the door of the dining-room I heard my step--
mother’s voice pronounce my own name. |
' “‘Ielen Livingston’s money will set us all
right. T always intended you should marty her,
Cal., and that 1s the reason I brought her here as
soon as she reached America.’

_““It doesn’t appear to be a case of love at first
sight on her part, does it? Curse her! Tl pay
her out yet. I'll bring down her d—d New York
pride a peg before I've done with her. But sup-
gose; she cuts up rough and won’t listen to rea-

On ! :

“¢‘Trust me for that!” and my step-mother
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langhed. ‘T am her guardian, and can do as T
please. Besides, away off here in this lonely
place it would be a wonder if we two could not
master one young girl. It must be done, Cal.
That last gambling debt of yours just finished us
up completely.’ ' ,

“ He swore a terrible oath, and said—Oh, I

can’t tell you what he said,” She hid her burn-

ing face in her hands.

« My poor darling!” Ier husband took her

‘trembling hand in his own.

“@Go on, dear. Do go on,” pleaded Mrs. Liv-
ingston. “I am so anxious to hear about your
escape, for you know you never gave me any
details.” _

“I crept softly back to my room,” resumed
Gertrude, “with my mind set upon one thing,
and that was instant flight. I waited till I heard
the heavy blundering tread of my persecutor in
the room above mine, which was the best bed-
room, and always reserved for him. Then I heard
my step-mother shut and lock her room door,and
after that I commenced my preparations, moving
as noiselessly as possible. 1 put all my mother’s
jewels and some valuable laces in a little bag,

?

and dressed myself in a plain traveling dress.

I had given what money I had brought with me
to my step-mother, at her request; but I had
a number of gold-pieces that papa had collected
in the different countries of FEurope to make me

_ a bracelet, and those I put in my pocket. When -

all was still I took my bag in my hand, crept out
on the roof of the shed that was opposite my
window, and let myself down on the gromid.
Then I went to the stable. I knew that the door
was seldom or never fastened, —it was open,
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as I had hoped and expected. I had learned to
saddle and bridle a horse under Andy's tuition,

so I had no diffieulty in that respect. And it

- was not long before I was speeding away ata full

gallop on my road to Savannah. Fortunately the

"moon rose soon after I started. I reached Sa-

vannah about four o’clock, and, turning my horse
loose, I gave him a cut with my whip, and he was
soon trotting rapidly back. I was hesitating be-
tween seeking for a steamer for New York or
?Oing to the railway station, when T saw a sleepy-
ooking negro boy coming along with a carpet-

- bag in his hand. I determined to question him.

“¢Can you tell me,’ I asked, ‘when the next
steather sails for New York ?’ : :
“‘One goes dis mornin’ at eight, missus,” was
the answer, ‘and I'se goin’ on board of her
now,” :
“I followed the boy at a distance through the

lonely, shadowy streets, and saw him go on board

of a large steamer, with the Southern Belle
painted in gilt letters on the side. As soon as
the boy disappeared from view I went on board,
and concealed myself behind some packages of

. merchandise which were piled up on the lower

deck. I did not make my appearance till, in the
hurry of getting off, I could come from my place
of concealment without being noticed. I told
the captain some story about being hurried on
at the last moment by my friends, and in the ex-
citement of starting he had not noticed me,

- though I had spoken to him before. He told me

my own story, saying some friends were in search
of a young lady who had left her home, but that
he had not seen her. I knew he suspected me,
but he was a good, kind man, and did all he
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could to make me comfortable. I found from
him that my step-mother had a bad name in Sa-
vannah, and I think that was the reason he never
revealed my secret; as, on asking me if I had
friends in New York, and my replying that Lhad,
he appeared satistied.

-

« T had a miserable time-of it, being sick and -

alone, and excited much attention,though every

one was very kind tp me. I was entirely worn -

out when we reached New York, and had hardly

strength to go to Miss Davenant, The noisy city -:

frightened me, and. I felt confused and bewil-
dered while befng rattled over the stones in the
hack the captain hired for me. I received a
~warm welcome from Miss Davenant, who was

delighted by my likeness to my mother. She

fully sympathized with my story, and wanted to

consult some one, or to tell some of myrelations,

but I would not let her. ,

“ My money was almost gone, and I had no
clothes; so, rendered wary through fear of being
discovered, instead of taking a set of jewelry
that would have been traced, 1 took a large raby
out of one of my rings and.sold it to a jeweler.
He gave me five hundred dollars, which I thought
was a large sum, but I know now that I was
dreadfully cheated, as it was about one-third of
its value., The first week I was so miserable that
I could not do anything, but afterward I put the
advertisemnent in the paper which you answered.”
She put her hand on her husband’s caressingly.

“You know now why I was so delighted to see -

Ralph that first evening. I felt as though I could
have thrown myself into his arms as a long-lost
brother—he is so much like papa, and brought
his dear face back so vividly. Now you know
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why I said I would like to change my name to
Livingston. I did not like Lyle one bit. I knew
who Ralph was before'I met him, from your sis-
ter’s description, and you can imagine my delight
at finding myself among friends that I had never
known except through what papa had told me.
It was very hard to keep my secret when dear
Aunt, Livingston was so very kind to me. She
would have found me out directly if I had been
at all like papa, through my likeness to Ralph.
But I am not one bit like him, but am exactly as
mamma was at my age. Aunt Livingston said
she felt drawn to me by some likeness she counld
not define, and the night I was audacious enough
to wear mamma’s diamonds she was more trou-
bled still.”’

“I was your mother’s dearest friend, Helen.™

~ The string of pearls you wore to-day was my

bridal gift to her. The dear child’s diamonds
betrayed her, John: I recognized at once the cel-
ebrated Van SBuys’ necklace. Many a time has .

“Gertrude Van Suys displayed it to me, and told

me her grandfather bought it during the first
French Revolution. I would have told you all
about it some days ago, but Helen was so charmed
with your perfect love and trust, and so morbidly
afraid of her step-mother’s power, that she forced
me to promise most solemnly not to tell you until

- she was married.”

“ And the name, dérling—'must I lose my

Gertrude? After all, the old name is very dear.”

He looked wistfully in her face. ¢ Gertrude is
the most beautiful name I know.” '
¢“No,” she answered, blushing and smiling;
“my step-mother called me Helen, and I was
called so in France. Itis my first name. But
: .26 :

e

R e e A e T e e e

FE e

T e e Y W

e oo




208 JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS.

papa always called me Gertrude, for it was my

mother’s name, and 1 love it best.”
« Sister Ielen, Cousin Gertrude, may all hap-

piness attend you!” Ralph kissed thg blushing

irl. N ) o
8 His mother fondly held her in her arms, saying
as she did so: “God bless you, Helen! 1 have at

last found my daughter agaip.’ ’

JOHN WARD'S GOVERNESS.

CHAPTER XXXIIL

It is evening, and Gertrude and her husband
are seated in the old school-room, the scene of so

~ many pleasant evenings, and the spot where John

Ward’s heart was won. His arms are round her,
and her soft cheek rests against his shoulder as

- - they converse happily about the past.

“You trusted me through-all!" That is a very
sweet thought to me, John. You married me,
though you did not know who I was.”

“Yes, and even my suspicious sister was won.

- She could not resist the influence of our little

sunbeam.” The husband raised her face and
looked at her lovingly. ¢But, dear child! if
you had only told me your great secret long ago,
I could have saved you much trouble. Did you
not know that our laws would have protected
you againgt your step-mother? She could not
have forced you to marry against your will had .
you appealed to the law for protection.” =
“No,1 did not. You know I was educated in

France, and I thonght my step-mother could ex-

ercise her power ag guardian, as I had often seen
parents and guardians do there. But if it had
not been for the trouble I would not be here
now,—you would never have been worried by
your governess!” And she raised her eyes saucily
to his face. f ‘

“That is true, darling! Well, T am resigned

.
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to my fate! But did not Miss Davenant know
better?” , |

“No. She wanted to consult some lawyer,
but I would not let her. They say women can-
not keep a secret, but now you know better,
John., Are you satisfied with your wife, sir ¥
She held up her rosy mouth for a kiss.

“I was more than satisfied before. Ielen

Gertrude Livingston! It was a beautiful name!”

“What a pity to change it!” said Gertrude,
archly,— particularly for a name of one sylla-
ble! But, John, do you understand that I am
an heiress?—a great, great heiress!” Opening
her eyes very wide, as if to express the magni-
tude of her fortung, o |
~ ¢TI do fally understand, little wife, and I am
sorry for it.” -

“ Why—do you wish to tyrannize over me,
sir 27’ - : :

“ No, Gertrude darling. But I would have
liked to have you owe everything to me. I would
fain have been not only your husband and pro-
tector, but the dispenser of all your pleasures and
luxuries.”” '

“ Are you not, John ? Is not your love every-
. thing to me? Can I ever repay your perfect
trust and confidence in me?” His wife raised~
her loving, serious eyes to his face. “If I were
worth millions, could I ever pay you back?
There is something purer and richer than money
can buy. It is not to be valued or weighed, as
the scales of perfect purity and self-abnegation
have never been found to test its value. It is
like the diamond, you may shatter and ruin it,
but it is almost impossible to destroy it. As-
long as there is one spark in either a man or
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‘woman’s nature, there is something divine about
them, and there is always hope of either that
man or woman. I woult rather love and trust
fifty times, and be deceived, than never love at
all. I would rather, by far, be led into utter
wretchedness than be cold and cynical, as some
men we see, They do not suffer, or are utterly
blessed; they do not know what love is. They
live—but what a\life! The life of the clam or
oyster, shut up tightly in its shell, which nothing
can penetrate.”
“My wife is a little enthusiast.” ‘
kiss her blushing face, He bont to
“You know it is true, John! There is some-
thing glovious about love in its unselfishness; it
15 80 pure and true.” The eyes were full of
tears that she raised to his face, for Gertrude wag
au“eg:huséast, af‘;i he had said.,” '
es, Gertrude, there 1s, as your i
soiled handlerchief taught e, itle
“You all learned to love Gertrude Lyle, the
governess, before you knew Gertrude Livingston
the heiress. The thought is very dear to me.” ’
They were silent for a few moments, deep in

| happy thonght.

“(ertrude !”
“ What is it, John :

1 “You have something that I want.” The
moqk serious look-left his face as he saw the
anxious, troubled expression of hers. “Will you
give me something that I want, to. do anything
I DPlease with. To burn if I see fit ?”

“Certainly, John.” The words were spoken

“hesitatingly.  «“What is it ?”’ '

“Bomething very hideous.”
“But what 77
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“Your gray bonnet!” '

“You wretch! What! consign the strongest
part of my armor as governess to the flames!”
She laughed merrily. ¢“But, oh, John!” sge-
riously, “there is something that I want you to
do for me.”

- “What is it, darling?” ‘

“ Won’t you purchase old Andy’s freedom ?
And, oh! I want to give Miss Davenant some-
thing—a silver tea-service I think would be what
would best please her.”

“ Certainly, darling; we will go to New York
to-morrow, and I'will write at once to a broker
in Savannah about Andy.” -

“ Thanks, dear; you are very kind, and you
~ shall have the gray bonnet to burn if you like.
You do not appreciate its worth, John.” Ger-
trude laughed. ¢ You cannot understand what
a woman would suffer in buying and then wear-
ing such a bonnet. I don’t know but what I de-
serve 'to be called a heroine if T only had never
worn the pink silk.” And she shook her head
“seriously. e ‘

Suddenly the door was burst open, and two
unruly little figures rushed in, while their Aunt
Margaret followed, expostulating and entreating.

““ What, np so late, young ones?’ Mr. Ward
held his arms open, while Rosa ran into their
safe shelter. , -

“Only to say good night, papa!” ' as their
~ father wis kissed, and they stood hesitating be-

fore their new mother. |

¢ (3ood night, mamma!” Rosa raised her face
for her good-night kiss.

“Good night, darling!” The required kiss was -

given, and she held the child closely to her.

E
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“Good night, Vannino, darling!” Gertrude
kissed the boy’s round, chubby face. )
“Not Vannino, but John, to please papa!”

 Rosa interrupted.

““Not Vannino, but John, to please mamma!”
the little fellow corrected. “John is best,
mamma!” The child’s face was raised for an-
other good-night kiss. '

- ¢“God bless you, Gertrude!” = Aunt Margaret,
moved and delighted in hearing the strange
name discarded by the child’s own consent,
leaned over her new sister, and kissed her warmly
too. ¢ Bless youn, darling! Blessed are the peace-
makers, for they shall be called the children of
God.”

THE END.
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an exhaustive manner, of the belief and principles of the Dervishes.
- On the whole, this ig a thoroughly original work, which
cannot fail to become a book of reference.”’—The Phila. Press.

SCIENCE OF KNOWLEDGE. ‘
Theoretically and Praectically Considered. By J. G. Fronre.
Translated from the German by A. E. KrorEGER. 12mo. Tinted
paper. Cloth, beveled boards. - $2.00.
MEMOIRS OF ALEXANDER CAMPBELL.
Embracing a view of the Origin, Progress, and Principles of the
Religious Reformation which he advocated. By Rorerr Ricu-
ArpseN. Two vols. crown Bvo.
THE PROGRESS OF PHILOSOFPHY, * -
In the Past and in the Future. By Samven TyiLer, LL.D, Second
Hdition. Enlarged. 12mo. Tinted paper. Cloth, $1.75.
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THE AMERICAN BEAVER and his WORKS,
By Lzwis H. MorcAx, author of ‘“ The League of the Iroquois.”
Handsomely illustrated with 23 full-page lithographs and
numeroug wood-cuts. One vol. 8vo. Tinted paper. Cloth
extra. $5.00.

¢ We have read Mr. Morgan’s elaborate but most luecidly written
volume with intense delight and full satisfaction.”—Boston Fo.
Transeript.

DIXONS SPIRITUAL WIVES.

By W. HerworrtH Dixon, author of ¢ New Ameriea,” ¢ Wllll&m
Penn,” ¢ The Holy L‘md " ete. SEconp Epirrox, Complete
in ome crown Svo. volume. With Portrait of Author from
Steel. Tinted paper. Extra cloth, $2.50,

¢ The subjeet of < Spiritual Wives’ is at once Bensatlonal', appall-
“ing, and full of deep interest. If we look at it simply as a system,
it is replete with-scenes which cannot be surpassed even in
fietion.”—-London Morning Post.
U.S CHRISTIAN COMM[SSION.

Annals of the United States Christian Commission. By Rev.
Lemver Moss, Home Secretary to the Commission. In one
vol. 8vo. of 752 pages. Handsomely illustrated, Tinted pa-
per. Cloth extra. $4.50.

LETTERS FROM THE FRONTIELS,

Written during, a period of Thirty Years’ Service in the U. 8.
Army. By Mas.-Gex. Georas A, McCary, late Commander
of the Pennsylvania Reserve Corps. One vol. crown 8vo.
Toned paper. Fine cloth, $2.50.

¢ His letters in the volume before us include a.period of over

thirty years of aetive service in Florida, the West, the Mexican
War, and New Mexico. They are admirably written—easy, fa-
miliar, graphie, anecdotal, deseriptive, and full of information.
It seems as if the gallant writer was as much master of the pen as
of the sword.”—Phila. Press.

BAKERS ABYSSINITA.
The Nile Tributaries of Abyssinia, and the Sword Hunters of the
- Hamran Arabs. By 8mr Samurr Wuite Baxem, author of
““The Albert Nyanza.” With Maps and numerous Illustra-
tions, drawn by E. Grizet from Original Sketches by the Au-
thor. Superfine paper. One vol. royal 8vo. Extra cloth. $6.00.
. “We have rarely met with a descriptive work so well
concelved and so attractively written as Baker’s Abyssmla., and we
cordially recommend it to public patronage. . . . Itis beau~
tifully illustrated, and contains several well-executed maps of
great value.”—XN. O. Times,
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NEW AMERICA,

By Witttam Hepworrr Dixon, Bditor of ¢The Athenmum,”
and anthor of ¢¢ The Holy Land,” ¢ William Penn,” etc. With
Iustrations from Original Photographg,  Third Edition.

- Complete in one volume, Crown Oectavo. Printed on tinted
paper. Extra Cloth. DPrice $2.75.

In these graphic volumes Mr. Dixon sketches American men and
women, sharply, vigorously, and truthfully, under every aspect.
The smart Yankee, the grave politician, the gsenate and the stage,
the pulpit and the prairie, loafers and philanthropists, ecrowded
streets and the howling wilderness, the saloon and the boudoir, with
women everywhere at full length-—all passes on before us in some
of the most vivid and brilliant pages ever written.~Dublin Uni-
versity Magazine.

ELEMENTS OF ART GRITICISM
A Text-book for Schools and Colleges, and & Hand- book for
Amateurs and Artists, By G. W. Samson, D.D., President of

Columbian College, Washington, D. C. Second deon Crown
8vo. Cloth. Price $3 50.

This work comprises a Treatise on the Principles of Man’s
Nature as addressed by Art, together with a Historie survey of the
Methods of Art Execution in the departments of Drawing, Seulp-
ture, Architecture, Painting, Landgcape Gardening, and the Dec-
orative Arts. The Round Table says: ¢ The work is incontestably
one of great as well ag unique value,”

HISTORY OF THE U. 8. SANITARY COMMISSION,

Being the General Repoi-t. of its Work on the War of the Re-
bellion. By Cmarnms J. StiuLf, Professor in the University
of Pennsylvania. One vol. '8vo. Cloth, beveled boards.
Price $3.50. ' :

TERRA MARIZE; or, Threads of Maryland Colonial History.
By Epwarn D. Ngrrny, one of the Secretaries of the President
of the United States. . 12mo., Extra Cloth. Price $2.00.

COMING WONDERS, expected hetween 1867 and 1875,
By the Rev. M. BaxTER, author of “The Commg Battle.” One
© vol. 12mo. Cloth, Price $1.00.
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TAR ABOVE RUBIES.

A New Novel. By Mzs. J. H. Riopsrs, author of ¢ The Rich

Hasband,” ¢¢ The Race for Wealth,” ¢ Maxwell DreW1tt » ete.
One vol. 12mo. t;ﬂloth Price $1.75. .

The author of ¢ George Geith’’ and “The Race for Wealth” has
established for herself a permanent and prominent place in the large
corps of modern novel writers, She possesses in an eminent degree
the first requisite of a novelist~-the power of entertaining her read-
ers. And this desirable power she glways fully develops. Her
stories never drag, the characters are not permitted to be prosy, and
the dialogues are always to the peint. ¢ Far Above Rubies” is a
pleasant and interesting story of English domestic life, with an
artistic and absorbing plot, which is well conceived and cleverly ex-

ecuted In the selection of light summer reading for the country
" and sea-shore, Mrs, Riddell’s last novel should not be forgotien.—
Prila. Inguirer. . ‘

BRYAN MAURICE, THE SEEKER.
By Rev. Warree MrroueLr. One vol. 12mo. Cloth, Price $1.75.
s+ . . Areligious novel, which will commend itself to all classes
of Christian readers, and which, moreover, contains some  fine
glimpses of College life at Harvard.- Boston £v. Traveiler.

BULWER'S NOVELS.  The Globe Edition.

Printed in large type, on tinted paper, with engraved Frontis-
- piece to each volume, and handsomely bound in green Morocece
Cloth. Price per vol. $1.50.

Now ReaDY, each complete in one neat 16mo. volume:

Tur Caxtons; PenHaM: Evcenz AnaMm; Ture Last orF THE
Barons; DeveErrvx ; Tur Lasr Days or Pomprrr; Rienzr; ZANONI;
Harorp; Lewna, Prrgrras or rue Ruisg, and CanprRox.

Each complete in two volumes:

“ MY Novep;” Waat Wirn He po wita Ir?

All the remmmng volumes are stereotyped and will be published
in rapid suecession.,

The Nation says of the G'Zabe Bulwer :

. Asgregards the judicious combination of cheapness, port-
qblhty, legibility, and beauty, this ¢ Globe Edition” of Bulwer we
think better than any of the many new cheap editions with which the
~ public has recently been made so familiar. . . . And the Globe
Bulwer, too, ig certainly an elegant book; its paper is not thick, but
ig fine and of an agreeable tint, the type is large and elear, and the
volume is of a very handy size, . Messrs, L. & Co. have

every reason, then, to be satisfied with them success in a difficult

task.
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ENTERTAINING NEW BOOKS |
Published by J. B. LIPPINCOTT & Co., Philadelphia.
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THE WHITE ROSE.
A Novel. By G. J. Wryrr MELVILLE, author of “ Cerise,”
«‘Digby Grand,” ¢The Gladiators,” ete. 12mo. Cloth. $1.50.
“The book abounds in besutiful sentiments, beautifully ex-.

presged, and its moral tone is undeniably good. We talie pleasure
in commending it to the public.”—Phila, Ev. Bulletin.

THE O0LD MAM'SELLE'S SECRET.

A Novel. After the German of E. Marlite. By M=zs. A. L.
WisTER., 12mo, - Fine eloth. $1.75.

THE VOICE IN SINGING.

Translated from the German of Emma Smrren by & Member of
the American Philosophical Society. One vol. 12mo. Tinted
paper. Fine cloth, beveled boards, $1.50.

“We would earnestly advise all interested in any way in the

vocal organs to read and thoroughly dlgest thls remarkable work.”
— Boston Musical Times,

ABRAHAM PAGE, ESQ.

A Novel. “Pity the sorrows of a poor old man.”” 12mo. Tinted
paper. Cloth. $1.50.

WALDEMAR KRONE,

The Story of Waldemar Krone’s Youth. By I. F. Ewarp, au-
thor of ““The Nordby Family,” “Johannes Falk,” ete. Trans-
lated from the Danish. One vol. 12mo. Neat cloth.” $1.75.

“Bince reading ‘Quits’ and the ¢Initials,” we have met with few

It claims unwearied attention

from beginning to end, and shows no ordma.ry power.”’ ——Dhila.
Ly, Bulletin.

FIGHTING THE FLAMES,

A Tale of the Fire Brigade. By R. M. BannaxTyyE, author of
“The Wild Man of the West,” «The (oral Isla.nds ? «The
Red Erie,”” etc. With Ilusteations, 12mo. Cloth. $1.50,

‘‘An interesting and spirited little work. Mr. Ballantyne is well
known as & popular writer for youth, and his present work does
not detract from his reputation.”’—Phila. By. Telegraph.

0LD DECCAN DAYS;

Or, Hindoo Fa.n-y Legends eurrent in Southern India.  Collected
i‘rom Oral Tradition. By M. Frzre. With an Introduction
and Notes by Sir Bartie FreEee. 12mo.

SILVER LAKE;

Or, Lost in the Snow By R. M. Bavnanwveng, author of ¢ Fighting
the Flames,” ¢The Coral Isla.nds,” ete, Illustrated 12ino0.
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WORKS BY “OUIDA.”
GRANVILLE DE VIGNE, or Held in Bondage.

By “Ouipa,” author of Strathmore, or Wrought by his own
Hand,” “Chandos,” etc. One vol. 12mo.l Cloth, $2.00.

STRATHMORE, or Wrought by his own Hond.

By “Ouipa,” author of ¢«Chandos,” ¢ Granville de Vigne, or
Held in Bondage,” etc. One vol. 12mo. Cloth, $2.00.

CHANDOS. -

A Novel. By ¢“Ouipa,” author of <Strathmore,” “Granville de
Vigne,” ete. One vol. 12mo. Cloth, $2.00.

IDALIA.

A Novel. By “Ouipa,” author of “Cﬁandos,” # Strathmore,”
“‘Granville de Vigne,” et¢. 12Zmo. Cloth, $2.00.

OECIL CASTLEMAINE'S GAGE, and other Stories.
First Series of Nuvelettes, By <«Quipa,” author-of ¢“Idalia,”
«Strathmore,” ¢ Chandos,” ¢“Granville de Vigne,” ete. Re-
vised for publication by the author. 12mo. - Cloth, $1.75.

RANDOLPE GORDON, and other Stories.

Second Series of Novelettes., By ¢“QuIpa,” author of * Idalia,”
, ““Strathmare,” *“Cecil Castlemaine’s Gage,” ete. 12mo. Cloth,
$1.75. '

~ UNDER TWO FLAGS.

- A Novel. By “Ouina,” author of “Tdalia,” *Chandos,” “Gran-
ville de Vigne,” ete.© 12mo. Cloth. $2.00.

BEATRICE BOVILLE, and other Stories.

Third Series of Novelettes. By ‘“Ouipa,” author of ¢ Ceecil
Castlemaine’s Gage,” *Idalia,” ¢ Strathmore,” ete. 1Zmo.
‘Cloth. $1.75.



