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ing your ammunition. If there are a number of 
ladles In the drawing-room, hold up ypnr head and 
«peak clearly, If yon speak at all. And dqn’t let 
your speeches be too long, like that one the other 
afternoon, when you were describing your skating 
last winter at such unnecessary length to old Mrs- 
Waverslelgh. Try to indulge In a little graceful 
badinage, instead of having talk made up of facta 
and anecdotes. Do, dear child, display some socotr-
/0“She might at well have asked me to possess my
self of the crown of England, or to display an Inti
mate knowledge of the hablts and customs of the 
Chlpparee Indians. Her opinion of my conversation 
with old Mrs. Waverslelgh was a severe blow to my 
pride. I had felt quite elated with the success of 
my visit to that friendly old dame, who had kindly 
sought to converse with me on a subject of which 
she judged I possessed some knowledge.. So it was 
with a feeling of abject fear that I followed my 
stately sister-in-law up the spacious staircase of 
Lady Katherine’s house In Woburn Place. We were 
soon moving In an atmosphere of rosy light, shed 
by colored glass on marole statuary andsweet-smell- 
tng dusters of exotio flowers and graseful ferns. The 
dignified man-servant who conducted us up the 
stairs and ushered us sonorously Into the draw ng- 
room was quite enough to strike dismay to my ■*# 
heart. I admired, wHle I envied, the calm of my 
sister’s face as she went forward to meet the lady 
who rose languidly to greet us. The rown was 
filled with visitors; and my sister-in-law’s prog
nostications were correct—all present were ladles, 
with the exception of one thin pale-faced young 
man In clerical dress. . . .
— “As I sat down upon one of the amber-colored 
velvet chairs, I saw at once by the indescribable 
expression which only a woman’s ace is capable of 
producing that we were instantly appraised at our 
proper worth as being * only the parson’s people.’
My sister was seated near Lady Katherine^ with 
whom she entered at once into an animated con
versation. After my country face and plain un
lovely dress bad received a passing glance, tod 
been found most uninteresting, I sat apart alone 
and unnoticed. , , __ -

“An unknown race, who spoke In a language I 
did not understand, surrounded me, and I began to 
feel rather solitary, when the only member present 
of what I felt inclined to term the softer sex drew 

, his chair towards mine, and began to chat kindly 
with me.

“This event called a flush of vexation to my sister- 
in-law’s proud face ; but it served to give me a self- 
possession quite foreign to my nature, and I became 
quite lively, and after a time actually dared to laugh 
at some quaint remark of the young clergyman's.

“Presently the door was opened and a new visitor. 
announced. There was a subdued flutter of plea
sure as a tall and strikingly handsome young man, 
dressed in perfect fashion, advanced gracefully into 
the room. He greeted Lady Katherine deferentially, 
and then with well-bred ease began to chat to the 
ladies nearest to him, well aware, I am sure, that 
he was the cynosure of all eyes.

“After a few minutes, to my intense surprise, I 
found him at my side. Demure little country 
mhiden though I was, I felt a naughty pleasure in 
the knowledge that the fashionable ladies present 
were vexed at this. Pride waste have a fall, as you 
will see. Perhaps his manner was more empresse 
then it would have been had he been speaking to * 
lady in bis own set, but in any case I felt. It very 
pleasant to be thus singled out for attention. He 
had a masterful way of speaking, too, not withstand- 
ing the apparent careless ease of his mânner, and 
soon ne had absorbed my attention to such an 
extent that I felt, rather than saw. that my flrtt 
friend the young clergyman found himself quite in 
the way ; and I experienced a little twinge of re- 
morse as he rose quietly from his chair and went
“^“‘AmHothU fwour flret vlslt^to London,’ said 
my new friend, looking at me with an expression 
of amusement on his face which 1 also perceived was 
not unmixed with admiration. It must be quite 
refreshing to hear your naive reflections on men,
W“™6donS;dmakeany reflections, sir,’ I said timidly.

“The fashion of addressing gentlemen as ‘sir’ 
lingered then amongst ladles of the old school, and 
was another exhibition of my provincial bring!ng-

^Stamilg (Shrcle. my brother’s patronising smiles. One lesson I 
learned from it all was that even in the home-circle, 
as I have endeavoured to teach you girls, one should 
endeavor not to get into a narrow groove of thought. 
If we live in a village and are a country parson’s 
family, it Is of course only natural that our talk 
should be chiefly of the little interests and small 
people that surround us. But by reading, and 
conversing intelligently about what we read, we 
should endeavour to keep ourselves near to the 
central current of thought which animates the great 
world outside ; then we should not feel ourselves 
utterly stranded, even though we may be a little 
behtnd-hand, if circumstances should call us Into a 
circle of people who know absolutely nothing of 
and cannot be expected to take an interest in our 
daily lives. But I must get back to my little story, 
and not poach on your father’s preserves by deliver
ing an Impromptu sermon.

“From the very first day of my arrival in my 
brother's house there had been one subject of 
conversation between him and his wife which never 
failed, and apparently possessed great interest tor
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We were “country cousins” of the most pro
nounced type, just returned to our quiet r irai home 
fron the delights of a first visit to London. Great 
was our excitement and loud was our chatter for 
many weeks, until the walls of our decorous Rectory 
echoed again with our mirth. Reminiscences of our 
delightful experiences occupied our tongues inces
santly, somewhat to the chagrin of our reverend 
parent, who found for a time that his clothing and 
coal dubs had become matters of but secondary 
importance to his dutiful daughters. Mother how
ever enjoyed listening to our various adventures, 
which somehow ip the telling seemed to assume 
larger proportions than they had possessed when

One evenlnJTwewere gathered around the fireside 
in the winter twilight, chattering volubly. Annie 
was describing with painful lucidity a stupid mis
understanding of mine, whereby 1 had displayed an 
unwonted amount of ignorance respecting a matter 
which was common knowledge to the rest of 
present. Annie could certainly describe an occur
rence very cleverly, and I felt my cheeks glow again 
at the remembrance.

Father even was so heartily amused that he put 
dowh his book and came from the window, where 
he had been sitting apart, to join our circle by the
fi“Never mind, Janie,” he said soothingly, when the 
laugh at my expense had at last subsided. Ask 
your mother to tell you what an exhibition she 
made of herself on her first visit to London, more 
than twenty years ago now.”

Mother laughed as she began her story.
“Twenty-five years ago.” she said, correcting my 

father; “and 1 was Just nineteen years old* and very 
shy and timid—much more so than any of you gins. 
It was just after your uncle Robert’s marriage. He 
had been what the world calls very fortunate at the 
beginning of his career ; for he had married a 
wealthy heiress and been appointed at the same time 
to one of the most fashionable churches in I/rndon. 
He and his bride spent the first summer after their 
marriage at my father’s place in Somerset ; and in 
return, Ï suppose, my sister-in-law invited me to go 
back to London with her for a long visit. I stood 
rather in awe of the fine fashionable lady ; and my 
brother being several years older than I, and having 
been educated away from home, was almost a 
straager to me. But the attraction of a visit to the 
great city was strong enough to overcome all objec
tions, and I consented to go with them willingly
e°T1was not very happy there. To begin with, my 
sister-in-law and myself had nothing in common— 
all her thoughts, wishes, and desires were absorbed 
in the fashionable world, and what people were 
saying and doing in that charmed circle. For me, 
with my simple, country bringing-up, this 
unknown land, and, I must confess, a land into 
whiedk I had no desire to enter. When her fashion- 
ably-dressed visitors called, if I could do so in time, 
I made my escape to the little room under the roof 
allotted to me, where at least I was safe from 
intrusion of any kind. Mrs. Robert, I knew, would 
never dream of toiling up so many flights of stairs, 
however much she mijfht desire my s ciety.

“After some time I endeavoured to comply 
her wishes by remaining in the drawing-room when 
visitors were announced. To this day I remember 
the torture 1 endured on such oc casions. What 
shall 1 say next ? ’ was my anxious thought, as I sat 
stiffly on a chair and ransacked my unhappy brains 
in search of some topic of conversation which 
might prove successful. Sometimes chance sent 
a friendly old lady who listened indulgently and 
sought to draw me out of my shell as I began timid
ly to tell of my home in the country—the only sub
ject I knew how to talk about ; or perhaps kind fate 
sent some j oung girl to my side who I felt instinct
ively was quite as shy as myself, and with them I 
got on so well as to earn a scant word of commend
ation from my sister-in-law after the visitors had
^^Tdcm’t think my brother’s wife meant to!be un
kind, for being always accustomed to plenty of 
society herself, she could not possibly understand 
what 1 suffered. Worst of all were the occasions 
when T chanced to be absent from the drawing-room 
when visitors were announced, and she sent a ser
vant to search for me: trembling, I have come slowly 
step by step down the many flights of stairs from 
my chamber under the roof. How enviously I used 
to look at the happy parlor-maid who had came to 
call me when she tripped lightly down the stairs to 
her own domain, while I had to stop short at the 
drawing-room door, twisting my fingers in the vain 
attempt to screw up my courage sufficiently to place 
my hand boldly on the door-handle, turn it, and 
walk into the room filled with people 1

“Looking back now, I am sure it must have 
trying in the extreme to my brother’s wife to 
to exhibit so Qauche a sister-in-law. 
caused her often to feel bitterly ashamed of her 
husband’s family by some foolish action or speech , 
and her glance or contemptuous amusement or 
wrath went far to make me ten times more awk
ward thWw before.

“Altogether I felt myself a nobody, and always 
remained as silent as possible, repressing all the 
natural questions which a hundred times a day 
sprang to my lips, for fear that the conversation
rûing from my inquiries might prove to be con- 

cerning matter, that 1 ought to M folly acquainted 
with, and so cause the look I knew so well to 

over my sister’s face, or give rise to one of
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“ ‘Are you going to see the Misses Turner to-day, 
Robert?’his wife would ask at breakfast : then 
again at luncheon—‘Have you been to the Turners’? 
or, ‘Did you manage to see Miss Élisabeth Turner to
day, Robert dear?’

“And then there would ensue minute descriptions 
of his visits to Miss Elizabeth-how Miss Catherine 
had confided to him the very bad opinion the doctors 
had respecting her sister, how he had sat for an hour 
to-day with Miss Elizabeth, how he was going this 
afternoon to read aloud to Miss Elisabeth, how dear 
Miss Elizabeth had said so and so to him. how he 
had said so and so in reply to dear Miss Elizabeth ; 
and to all his wife lent an eager and attentive ear.

“In (act, it became so natural to me to hear con
stantly about this Mis? Elizabeth that I verily believe 
I should have inquired of my brother at the lunch
eon-table respecting her welfare had my sister-in- 
law omitted to do so. I grew quite accustomed 
each afternoon, as she and I went forth*) pay our 
round of visits, to turning my steps first of all to
wards the mansion of Miss Elizabeth In Gordon 
Square, that we might duly make our Inquiries 
leave our cardrfor the Interesting sufferer.

“One day, when my brother came in to luncheon, 
he carried in both arms, with much elation, a very 
handsome Illustrated Bible, which he announced to 
be the gift of ‘dear Mbs Elizabeth.’ On the title- 
page his name, with a few friendly words, was 
wrlten in the trembling and uncertain writing of an 
aged hand from whose nerveless grasp the pen was 
soon to drop for ever. My sister-in-law and I both 
pressed forward to examine and admire the Bible, 
and her quick eyes soon perceived a gift within the 
gift. In the shape of a certain piece of pink paper of 
a more mundane aspect than the leaves which 
enclosed it, and signed by the same trembling hand 
which had written her husband’s name In the book.

“ ‘Dear Miss Elizabeth,’ said my sister, when she 
had carefully examined the slip of paper—‘what a 
sweet old lady she is I Now, Robert dear, there is 
no reason why I should not have a brougham at 

, is there? You know you said I might if Miss
^“Hush, dear I’ interposed my brother hastily, 
with a glance at me. . „

“l went on eating my luncheon in silence, feeling 
rather uncomfortable, with a sensation of pity for 
Ml is Elizabeth in my heart, and a longing, for the 
pure atmosphere of my father’s home and a glimpse 
of his dear face, whose daily ministrations were to 
the poor, the blind, and the halt, and who, when he 
made a feast. Invited those who could make him no 
return
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noted how eagerly she scanned every well-appointed 
carriage which passed us on our way. And, when 
we stopped at tne great house in Gordon Square, 
and I heard the unctuous tones of her voice as she 
inquired for Miss Elisabeth and left a specially kind 
message for her, I turned away sick at heart. She 
did not often use terms of endeannent to me, but 
on this particular day she was overflowing with
““‘Now^dear,’ she said cheerfully, as we passed 
on by the stately houses, ‘I am going to take you to 
call at the house of the most charming woman of 
my acquaintance—Lady Katherine Loftbourne. 
She is quite the most fascinating person I know— 
and so clever and handsome ! I am sure yon will be
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“No words of mine could have been‘so tiresome’ ?$>ml<i*he? 1 said, feeling quite bewildered, 

to others as were the painful heart-beats which . wishing my young cleriealfriend back again- 
accompanied these inaudible speeches to me ; but ^ convseration had been simple enough for my
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and looking dazed when any one addresses a re- changej his tactics.
mark to you ! The way you have of innocently v .£g lt is your first visit. I suppose you have been 
rounding your eyes is not so bad, especially if it is ,n„,or a great deal of sight seeing /’ be went 
a gentleman you are^speaking to. Home men like smiling, and gazing Into my face with anadmlr-
th“**am mire*! never thought of whether they liked ln£ .«ég > i replied, delighted to find myself on safe 
it or not.’ I replied half tearfully. ground once more. ‘My brother took me the other

“ ‘Well, then, its effect is so much the greater. J5 t „„ Madame Tussaud’s exhibition. It is

Msssnrxsm't K™.1;, <yr »» -

been 
have 

I am sure 1

come

• s
I

f 1


