86

HOME AND SCHOOL.

e

To-morrow I am to leave Aunt
Henderson to stay with Aunt Beau-
champ at the West End of the town,
in Great Ormond Street. Aunt Hen-
derson has been talking to me very
seriously about the dangers to which 1
shall be exposed. She says poor Aunt
Beauchamp's is a thoroughly careless
family, and they live quite in *the
world.”

They were all so kind to me when I
left Hackney, 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 name, which she
hoped would prove, at all events, more
profitable reading than Bishop Ta.ylor

Whon I reached Great Ormond
Street, the - butler said my lady was
still in her chamber, but had directed
that T should be shown up to her at
onee. I thought this very affectionate
of Aunt Beauchamp, and stepped very
softly, as whon mother 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 stiffly set up, 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 somé fairy horn of
plenty. Two very elaborately dresséd
gentlemen were Bitting opposite her;

what seemed to mié a beautifully dress.
ed lady was afranging her hair in
countless small curls; while a shapé-
leds white poodle was curled up in her
lap ; and a black page was standing in
the backgfound, feeding a chattering
patrot.

It startled mé very much ; but Aunt
Beauchamp, after surveying me rather
critically for a moment of two, as
I made a profound courtesy, held
out two fingers for me to kiss,
and; patting me on the cheek, said,
“ Al rosy as ever, Kitty; the roses:in
you(' cheeks must make up for the rus-
set in your gown. A little oounf,ry
cousia of mine,” she said, introducing
me in & kind of parenthetical way to
the gentlemen in laced coats. :

One of the gentlemen looked at me

through an eye:gihes, as if I had been |
a lohg way. off, which made me indig-

nant, and took awsy my shyness. The
othér,m & qkybhe cwt,whomma& :
;gﬁo dm not hke, and she turned the
elambvwoﬁemdmesehmr and |- '

tolihﬁ\d'oﬂ,m,gﬁdthhan

befora 1 wltb

_ ,,}gw bs_tong

“ natarally- gathered around the syn.”
Aunt Beauchamp gave a little girlish
laugly, tepping Bim lghtly with her
fan, called him & “mad fellow,” and
bade me go and seek my Cousin Evolyn

et o e g

h ; pressmos. ogain [hew
plamets,” he
) '-_W%Ahnﬁ Beauchamp,»

It deémad to iMé very strdnge 0 see
thete &lderly paople arnising them-
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 nevel 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 cordxal
it was kind, but her large penetrating
eyes kept investigating me as they had
on our journey from Bath. Having
finished her toilette and dismissed her
maid, she said, “ What made you stay
so long at Hackney? Did you not
find it very dull¥”

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

“You need not be afraid to tell me
what you think,” she said.  Mamma
thinks Aunt Henderson a self-satisfied
Pharisee ; and Aunt Henderson thinks
us all publicans and sinners;.so there
is not much communication between
the families. Besides, I 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
much, it would be impossible for us to
meet often.” ‘

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

“ And now you have to be here,” she
replied ; “and 1 suppose you will not
think whether it is dull or not, but
still go on enduring your fate lik~ &
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 seemed to
me so abrupt and unjust.

Then suddenly her tone changed.
She rose, and seatihg herself 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. T am only a child, you see,” she
added, with a little curl of her lip.
“Mamma will never be more than
thirty ; therefore, of course, I can never
be more than ten.”

e | dmld not help ooloucing, to hear
for 50 of lier mother; and yet
i could not tell how ‘o dontradict her.

'Bhe_always saw in a moment what

, paying very gently, “Tell me
about your home. I sheuld like to
r sbout it. Youmubfond
pf it

At first it !eemed 88 if there were
nothing to tell. Every one and every-
thing at home are naturally so bound
up with my heart, that to talk of it

seemed like taking up a bit of mylol!
and loohng at it.
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But Evelyn drew me on, from one
thing to another, until it scemed as if,
having ence begun, I could never finish.
When I spoke of mother, a tender,
wistful look came over her face, and
for the first time I saw how bea.utlful
and soft hei eyes were.

Evelyn next gave herself, with real‘

interest, ﬁrthe inspeohon of my ward~
robe. Ej

It seerhed almiost like saerihge tq
see the t!iﬁgl which had ‘cost mother
so much 3 , amd pains treated
with the unpoﬁoctly ‘conoealed oon:
tempt: which curled my cousin’s lips as

she unfolded ' one : carefully packed

article after ansther. "My best Sunday']

bonnet brought u very comical twist

into her face ;- bntthewolstofsllm.

when I unpmned my very best new
dress, which had been constructed with
infinite contrivance out of mother’s
wedding dress, Evelyn’s polite self-
restraint gave way, and she haughed.
It was very seldom she gave any token
of being amused, beyond a dry, comical
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 can
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 possessions 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 voice, but she only
laughed, and said,—

“We must send for my milliner.”

«But mother thought it so nice,
Cousin Evelyn,” I said at length; «I
could not bear to have what she took
such pains with pulled to pleces

She looked up at me again with the
soft, wistful look in her eyes, folded the
precious dress together as reverently as
I could bave done, and, laying it on
the trunk, said very gently,—

“Do not.think any more about it,

Qousin Kitty, I will manage it all.”

At church Aunt Beauchamp 9""; '

countered many of her little court, and
distributed her nods and smiles M‘d
her deprecatory glances, as at a play-

During the Psalms people made'
profound courtesies to their neighbours i
in the next pews; and duringthe Litany*
‘there was a general fluttering of fﬂ“s

and.application of smellmg—bottles,

it: the confessing ourselves miser cable]

sinnefs: were too much for the. nerves,
of - the eongregatlon - But. _then it!
ooenrm(iif )-tme that, L was a’careles® |
a8 anyone, - “should have knowsi
tothing of vtk thé restof the congr® |
Ms’(am% andiit ;was' a com:

fort: to, confess #.in: th‘evords of the ft
.Iatnny

Aftnrgmrdi 28 ngmd up, an
‘Whe hgxhaing to join “with all m]
‘heart in..the: Psalm,. when Evely?
tapped  me. lightly, . and whlsperedf
“No one sings but the’ profe:ssxoﬂ"l
choir.” Then I noticed that seve

people were looking at me with co?}
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siderable amusement, and 1 felt vef]

much ashamed of my own voice, /
then felt ashamed of being ashamied.

The sermon was on the 1mprop!'ie"'7 :

of being righteous overmuch; and evel‘] |

one said, as they met and excha

greetings in the porch, that it was "%
able discouts® If
It was a pity some of the Met‘h'*.

most elegant and

odist fanatics could not hear *t“
Afterwards many important arr&ngo'
ments were made as to card-pa
and balls for the ensuing week, or fot
Sunday evening itself.

On our way~home Aunt Beauchaﬂ‘f
said to me, *“ My dear child, you reslly '}
must not say the responses so- €%
phatically, especially those about uul’
being miserable sinners. People ?
think you have done something re& oy
very wrong, instead of being a sm
in a general way, as of course, W°
must expect to be.”

There seems such a heavy welghﬂ“f
emptiness about the life here.
rigidity of Aunt Henderson’s I8
seems to me liberty compared with
endless drifting of this life thhou‘
laws. In . the morning the toileth® ‘||
with the levee of visitors, the eager dir
cussions about the colour of . b
dresses and the shape of hoops. Int°
evening a nuinber of beautifully- dre”ﬂ
people, payihg elaborate complime®”
to their present acquaintances, o
elaborately disseeting the characters o
their absent acquaintances —the onl]
groups réally in earnest being 8 |
parently those around the card- tabled
who not unfrequently fall into som®
thing very like quarrelling. i'

This kind of living by the day su!"’l
cannot be the tight kind—this ﬁ
up of every day with trifles, from briP
to brim, as if every day were a sep“’
life, and every trifle a momenw“’
question. ‘

When our Saviour told us to hv'éw
the day, he meant, T think, a 8
encompassed by Eternity-—a day wi¥
yesterday had gone up to God, 0
ita little record tothe long unfo

history of the past, whole to-mi
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