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deMy aunt will inforn you," said Rose, coloringIs 1l there anything else I can do for
ua'an"

sit down by me, and tell me how you
like to live in a fine bouse, and be dressed

a Young lady?" ,

" Oh! I ar happier far as I am," cried Rose,
11g death pale. "I would not leave my

belthed aunt and this dear cottage, to be mistress
'e world"

I like you for that. It is right to be
gr5teful to one to whom you owe so much. But
YOu ViIl soon be able to reward your friend for

Sservices in a more profitable way than byPending your life with her."
I "Were I to devote a long life to lier com-cried Rose, passionately, "I could never

htP53' ler for all that she has doue for me."
old lady laughed outright at this sally,

a Rose almost hated lier for ber mistimed

e was a friend to me when I had nod ad8," she continued vehemently, " and no in-
du,ýent shall ever make me consent to leave

bhy %hat a vixen have we got here," cried
u4lady, gazing admiringly upon the flashingof the indignant Rose. " Had I brought
P,my lady, you wotild not have had sucheud will of your own-and you look so fairDieek, one would not think you would dare to

4o> *adict a woman of my condition."Pardo~
areon me, madam, if I have said anythinga sPectful," said Rose, trembling with agita-

The thought of being separated fromaunt, mtiade me forget myself."
d ne too," said the old lady, tapping the
cheek of the beautiful girl with lier fan.

o1frgive you, as you are ignorant of the

p age to whom you are speaking. I
as I must never expect you to love me

n r You do your adopted aunt, even if
here b given to me a superior claim. But

soes the good woman with the tea; we
ao know ail about it."

tleh a h angry at lier aunt being called by
1>~ Orely appellation. In her eyes she

d Sheore like a lady than the proud stranger,
Ought that she deserved to be treated

Core respect.
But th

am'sed by t provoking old lady seemed bighlyconscio of e poutings of poor Rose; and un-

d> of having offended her, she said of ber,
At te er, ahousand obliging things.

poured ashe praised the grace with which she
Out that beverage, which she proclaimed
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excellent, and the bread and butter and bain, the
very best she bad ever tasted.

" You milk the cows, of course?" she said,
nodding to Rose.

"Yes!",
"And make the bread and butter?"
"Yes!"

It is no wonder that they are so good," said
the old lady. "My little neat handed Phillis,
what else can you do?"

" Read and write indifferently well," said Rose,
entering at last into the old lady's humour;
"know a little of French and a little of music,
but not much."

" Indeed 1 and pray who taught you these
accomplishments?"

"Oh! the good woman, my aunt there; and
many other things not worth mentioning."

" And how came you by this knowledge?"
asked the old lady, turning with some surprise
to Jane Redgrave.

" My mother was a clergyman's daughter,"
said Jane, meekly. " My grandfather was a
learned man, from whom I received a liboeal
education."

" The more fortunate for Rose," said the old
lady. " But now that our tea is over, we will, if
you please, retire into another room, and leave
our young friend the task of clearing away. I
must have a long and earnest conversation with
you, Mrs. Redgrave."

Jane led the way to the little chamber which
the stranger was to occupy, the arrangements of
which met with lier entire satisfaction.

"Everything is so pretty and neat about you,"
she said, " that I quite envy your rural felicity."

" You must not judge by externals, madam,"
replied Jane. " Taste and cleanliness may im-
prove our humble condition, but they can neither
lighten nor remove the sorrows of the heart."

The old lady looked earnestly at the speaker.
" Yes!" she said, " you have known grief. It

is written too plainly upon that fine face to be
concealed. I must know your history, and how
you came by this sweet child of mine. I call her
mine, for I have every reason to believe that she
is the daughter of my favorite nephew, the man
who passed in these parts for a Mr. Armyn
Redgrave. You seem surprised. Perhaps you
knew this unhappy boy?"

" Alas, madaml but too well;" and the pale
face of Jane Redgrave was suffused with a crim-
son glow. "If you will patiently listen to a long
and painful story, I will relate to you ail I know
of him."

With many interruptions, on both sides, of tears
and sighs, Jane Redgrave recapitulated her sad
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