
I6 110MÊ ANÙ SCHOOL.
To-morrow I am to leave Aunt

Henderson to stay with Aunt Beau-
champ at the West Énd o the town,
in Great Ormond Street. Aunt len-
derson has been talking to me very
seriously about the dangers to which I
shall be exposed. She says poor Aunt
Beauchamp's is a thoroughly caieless
family, and they live quite in "the
world."

They were all so kind to me when I
left Ilackney, I felt very sorry to go,
and should have grieved more, had not
the leave-taking been like a half-way
house on the journey to my dear home.

Aunt Henderson gave me a little
book with a very long naine, vhich she
hoped would prove, at al events, more
profitable reading than Bishop 'aylor.

When I reached Great Oriñond
Street, the -butler said my lady was
still in her chamber, but had directed
that I should be shown up to her at
once. I thought this very affectioriate
of Aunt Be.nchatup, and stepped very
softly, as whon niother has a headache,
expecting to enter a sick-chamber.

But, to my surprise, Aunt Beau-
champ was sitting at her toilette, in a
wrapper more magnificent than Aunt
Henderson's Sunday silk. And the
chamber was much more magnificent
than the best parlor at Hackney, with
a carpet soft as velvet, and all kinds
of china monsters, on gilded brackets,
and rich damask chairs and cushions;
not stifily set ùp, like Aunt Hender-
son's, as if it was the business of life to

keep them in order, but thrown lavish-
ly about, as if by accident, like the
mere overflow of some it-fy hotn of
plenty. Two very elaborately dressd
gentlemen were Sitting ôpposite her;
what seemed to ie a beautifully drps-
ed lady was airangî'g her hair in
countless small curls; while a shape-
leas white poôdle was curled up in her
lap; and a black page was standing in
the backgoutid, feeding a chatterihg

pa*rot.
It startled me very much; but Aunt

Xeaucham , after surveying me rather
critically for a moment or two, as
I made a profound côurtesy, held
out -two fingers for me to kiss,
and patting me on the cheek, said,
"cA, rosys ever, Kitty ; the rosesin
yout cheeks must make up for the rus-
set in your gown. A little counky
cousiâ of mine," she said, introducing
me in a kind of parenthetical way' to
the gentlemen in laoed coats.

01» of the gentlbmen looked at me
through an eyeoz s, as if I had been
a lohag way oiff, wMh made me indig-
nan.t, ad toolc away ny shynes& 'the
othr, a sky-bhaoet who seemed
to áse'a1het i; * se, ajat with an
elabgit biw øte!'d me a bair, n"
h ilonti beforoI wfth

fro*r m 4rsete.iz
ebarV, 1l aI Ànnt Eeauchaep
"ntam.l1 as-hored around the sun."

AuflIBesucham p gave a little girlishi
laugh, 1.rpIng ~m Eghtly with hier
fan, oalled him a. "<mad fellow," and
bede mego andsek myo@usin Evely.

It êemed to idvey attàngè t see
thMe eld'té-ý peôple àihting tRem-
selves in this way, like old-fashioned
children.

I found Cousin Evelyn in dishabille,
not elaborate, but real, in her room,
one hand holding a novel which she
was reading, the other stroking the
head of a great stag-hound which stood
with his paws on her knee.

Her greeting was not very cordial;
it was kind, but her large penetrating
eyes kept investigating me as they had
on our journey from Bath. Having
finished ber toilette and dismissd her
maid, she said, ".What made you stay
so long at Hackney I Did you not
find it very dullI'

It had never occurred to me whether
it was dull or not, and I had to ques-
tion myself before I oould answer.

« You need not be afraid to tell me
what you think," she said. "Mamma
thinks Aunt Henderson a self-satisfied
Pharisee ; and Aunt Ulenderson thinks
us all publicans and sinners;.so there
is not much communication between
the families. Ëesides, 1 suppose you
know that the distance between Am-
erica and England is nothing to that
between the east and the west of Lon-
don; so that, if we wished it ever so
nuch, it would be impossible for us to
meet often."

" I am not afraid to tell you any-
thing, Cousin velyn," I said; "but
I never thought very much if it was
dull. it was of no use. I had to be
there ; and although, of course, it côuld
not be like home, they were all very
kind to me."

" And now you Àave to be here," she

replied; "and I suppose you will not
think whether it is dull or not, but
still go on enduring your fate ik" a
martyr."

" I am not a martyr," I said; "but
you know it is impossible to feel any-
where quite as one does at home."
And I had some difficulty in keeping
back the tears, her manner seeried' to
me so abrupt and unjst.

Yhen suddenly her torre changed.
She rose, and seating herseif on a
footstool at my feet, took one of my
hands in both of hers, and said, "You
muet not mind me. I think I shall
like you. And I always say what I
like. I am only a child, you see," she
added, with a little curl of her lip.
"I MMma will never be more than
thirty; therofore, ofcourse, I can never
b3e nore than~ ten,"

I Mpu1d not help olouring, to hear
Mr speak sô of her mother ; and yet

coId not.teHl how te dontradict her.
he always 8aW fi a. moment what

à doeS not like, Abnd she turned the
nsying very goetly, "'tell me

yet o hOM6 I shaold like to
*r about it Itou em b fond

At firat it seemed a if thete were
nothing te tell. Every one and every-
thing at home are naturally so bound
up with my heart, that to ta1k of it
asemed like taking up a bit of myself
and looking at it.

But Evelyn drew me on, from one
thing to another, until it seemed as if,4
having once began, I could never finish.4
When I spoke of mother, a tender,1
wistful look came over her face, and
for the first time I saw how beautiful1
and soft her eyes were.

Erelyn next gave herself, with real
interest, ý 1the inspection of my ward
robe.

It ueeMiid almoe like sacrilege t4
see the t1‡gs whioh had cost mother
so mach -ouht aud pains treated
with the 'impefeso$ ôcnoealed oon.
tempt which crd'-y c sin's lips as
she ufolIed •one 4*ýreefly påeke4
article âeer anôther. lMy beu1 Sutday
bonnet brought a very eomical twist
into he« face;, but the- womtofallwa
when I unpinned my very best new
dress, which had been constructed.with
infinite contrivance eut of mother's
wedding dress, Evelyn's polite self-
restraint gave way, and she laughed.
It was very seldom she gave any token
of being amused, beyond a dry, cornical
smile; and now her rare, ringing laugh
seemed to discompose Dragon, the stag-
hound, as much as it did me.

She gave him a parenthetical pat,
and then, looking up in my face I
suppose saw the foolish tears that
would gather in my eyes.

"You and Dragon seem aggrieved,"
she said. "I am afraid I have touched
on sacred ground, Cousin Kitty. You
seem very fond of your things."

" It is not the things," I said; " but
mother and all of us thought they
were so nice."

I could. not tell her it was mother's'
wedding-dress. Rich people, who cari
buy everything they want immediately
they want it, at any shop, and throw
it aside when they get tired, can have
no idea of the little loving sacrifices,
the tender plannings, the self denials,
the willing toils, the tearful pleasures,
that are interwoven into the house-
hold possessiohs of the poor. To
Evelyn my wardrobe was a bad copy
of the fashions ;-to me every bit of it

was a bit of home, sacred with mother's
thoughts, contriving for me night ard

day, with the touch of her busy fingers
working for me, with the quiet
delight in her eyes as she surveyed
me at last arrayed in them, and

smoothed down the folds with her

delicate neat hands, and then contem-
plated me from a distance with a

combination of the satisfaction of a

mother in her child and an artist in
his finished work. I oould not say all

this with a steady yoice, but she only
laughed, and said,-

"We must send for my milliner."
"But mother thought it so nice,

Cousin Évelyn," I said at length; " I
could not bear to have what she took
such pains with pulLed to pieces."

She looked up at me again with the
soft, wistful look in her eyes, folded the

precious dress toge-ther as reverently as
I oould bave doue, and, laying it on
the trunk, said very gently,-

"Do not. think any more about it,
Cérmain Kftity. X will manage se al."

i

At church Aunt Beauchamp ew
countered many of her little court, and
distributed her nods and smiles al
her deprecatory glances, as at a play.

During the Psalins people nade0
profound courtesies to their neighbours
n the next pews; and duringthe LitanY
tlere was a general fluttering of fan
aid application of mrnelling-bottles, as
iftle confessing ourselves miserable
aiun Ver. to much for tnerve
of ti. eangregation. =But then i1

ocorrs4 anai at Iras ac.releO
as any or houIi ave knoWa

otig e 4i he restpfthýe congre-

* wer about ; ad wa a coes
orlt o ess i u t woxaw Of the

Litduy: A ,dir I ~I up, alla

Ws bée~tnng t oin dwith ll 1 1

beart in the Psaln, WheuEvely"
tapped me lightly, aud whispere
"No one sings but the professiona
choir." Then I noticed that several
people were looking at me with cOn-
siderable amusement, and I felt ver
much ashamaed of my own voice, al
then felt ashamed of being ashamne

The sermon was on the impropiieii
of being righteous overmuch; and everf
one said, as they met and exchangV
greetings in the porch, that it wasa
most elegant and able discouw!
It was a pity some of the Mieth
odist fanatics could not hear
Afterwards .many important arra*1î
ments were made -as to card-parw
and balls for the ensuing week, or
Sunday evening itself.

On our way'home Aunt BeauchaMF
said to me, "My dear child, you real
must not say the responses so e
phatically, especially those about
being miserable sinners. People
think you have done something reblil
very wrong, instead of being a- singler
in a general way, as of course, We 1
must expect to b e."

There seems such a heavy weightê 01

emptiness about the life here.
rigidity of Aunt Henderson's
seems to me liberty compared with 't!
endless drifting of this life withât

laws. In the morning the toilet
with the levea of visitors, the eager ce
eussions about the colour of hOO
dresses and the shape of hoop. In Uo
evening a nuiaber of beautifully-dreS0ý
people, payihg elaborate complin1e"4
to their present acquaintances,

elaborately dissecting the charactrs
their abant acquaintances -the00
groups tràly ln earnest being -A
parently those around the card-tab'
who not unfrequently fall into so00

thing very like quarrelling.
This kind of living by the day sureil

cannot be the fight kind-this fil1,

up of every day with trifles, from
to brim, as if every day were a sepr
life, and every trifie a moment<>0

question.
When ôur Saviour told us teoV li

the day, he .meant, I think, a
encompassed 1>y Eternity--a day w
yesterday had gone up to God, to
ils little ,ecot'd to the long unfòrg
history of lhe pat, whose tbo-ol*<


