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HESTER.

CHAPTER L
THE YOUNG AND THE OLD.

“1 LIEE your Roland," said Miss Vernon. She
1 ¢ had come to pay one of her usual visits to her old
relations. The grandson whom Hester had made
acquaintance with without seeing his face, had now
been nearly a week at the Vernonry and was known
to everybody sbout. The captein's precautions had,
of course, come to nothing. He had gone, as in duty
bound, to pay his respects to the great lady who
was his relation too, though in a far-off degree, and
he had pleased her. Catherine thought of nothing
lesa than of giving a great pleasure to her old friends
by her praise. “ He is full of news and information,
which is a godeend to us country folks, and be is
very good-looking, qui ne gdie rien.”

Mrs. Morgan looked up from her place by the
fireside with & smile of pleasure. She sat folding her
peaceful old hands with an air of beatitude, which,
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2 HESTER. [cmar.

notwithstanding her content, had not been upon
her countenance before the young man’s arrival.

“That is a great pleasure to me, Catherine—to
know that you like him."” said the old lady. “He
seems to me all that, and kind besides.”

“What I should have expected your grandson to
be,” gaid Catherine. “I want him to see the people
here, and make a few acquaintances. Idon’t suppose
that our little people at Redborough can be of much
importanee to a young man in town ; still it isa pity
to meglect an opportunity, He is coming to dine
with me to-morrow—as I suppose he told you ?"

The old lady nodded her head several times with
the same soft smile of happiness,

“You are always good,” she said ; “you have done
everything, Catherine, for me and my old man, But
if you want to go straight to my heart you know the
way lies through the children—my poor Katie’s boys.”

“T am glad that the direct route is so ensy,” Miss
Vernon eaid in her fine, large, beneficent way; “at
least in this case. The others I don't know.”

Qaptain Morgan came and stood between his wife
‘and the visitor. To be sure it was to the fire he
went, by which he posted himself with his back to it,
as ig the right of every Englishman. His countenance
wore a troubled look, very different from the happi-
ness of his wife's. He stood like a barrier between
them, & non-conductor intercepting the passage of
genial sentiment.

« My dear Catherine,” he said, with a little form-
ality, “ T don’t wish to be unkind, nor to check your

w4



1] THE Youne axDp THE OLD, 3

kindness; but you must recollect that though he is
poor Katie's boy, she, poor soul, had nothing to do
with the up-bringing of him, and that, in shert, we
know nothing about him. It has been my principle,
as you know, of late years, to insist upon living my
own life.”

“All that, my kind old uncle, is understood,” said
Catherine. “There are a great many people, I
believe, who are better than their prineiples, and
you are one of them—that is all. I understand that
you know nothing about him. You are only a man,
which is a great drawback, but it is not to be helped :
we know, though we have seen no more of him than
you have. Isn't itsot”

Bhe leaned forward a little, and looked acrosa at
the old lady, who smiled and nodded in return.  Old
M Morgan was not disturbed by her hushand’s
disagreement. It did not even make her angry.
Bhe took it with perfect composure, beaming over
her own discovery of her grandson, and the additional
happiness it had brought.

“ My old man,” she said, * Catherine, has his own
waya of thinking, we all know that; and sometimes
he will act upon them, but most commonly not. One
thing I know, he will never shut his doors on his own
flesh and blood, nor deny his old wife what is her
greatest pleasure—the thing that has been wanting
to me all the time—all the time! T scarcely knew
what it was, And if the boy had been distant or
strange, or showed that he kmew nothing about us,
still T should have been content. I would have said,
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Let him go; you were right, Rowley, and not L’
But it is not s0," the old lady went on after a pause,
“ there’s love in him. I remember when the girls
were married there was something I always seemed
to want, I found out what it was when the
first grandchild was born. It was to feel a baby in
my arms again—that was what I wanted. I don't
know, Catherine,” she added with humility, “if you
will think that foolish "

“If I will understand —that is what you are
doubtful of—for I am an old maid, and never had,
80 to speak, & baby in my arms; but I do under-
gtand,” said Catherine, with a little moisture in her
eyes. " Well, and this great handsome fellow, a
man of the world, is he your baby that you wanted
so much 1"

“Pooh | said the old captain. “The great
advantage of being an old maid, as you say, is that
you are above the prejudices of parentage. It is
possible to get you to hear reason. Why should
my life be overshadowed permanently by the action
of another? That is what I ask. Why should T
be responsible for one whe is not me, nor of my
.mind 1"

“Listen to him! You would think that was all
he knows” said Mrs. Morgan; *“there is no
fathoming that old man, my dear”

“What I have to say is, that we know nothing
of this young man,” said the captain, shaking his
shaggy head as if to shake off his wife's comments,
“You will exercize your own judgment—but don't
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take him on mine, for I don't know him. He iz
well enough to look at; he has plenty to say for
himself; I dare say he is clever encugh. Form
your own judgment and act upon that, but don't
come and say it's our fault if he disappoints you—
that is all I have to say. Excuse me, Catherine,
if I take a walk even while you are here, for this
puts me out—1I allow it puts me out,” Captain
said. '

“ What has made him take this idea ?” said
Miss Vernon, when Captain Morgan had hobhbled
out.,

“Oh, my dear, he has his fancies like another.
We have had many things to put up with, and he
thinks when it comes to the second generation—
he thinks we have a right to peace and quiet in
our old age”

“And so you have,” said Catherine gravely, “so
you have.”

Bhe did not ask any questions. Neither she nor
any one knew what it was with which, in the other
part of their lives, these old people had been com-
pelled to “put up.” Nor did the old lady say.
She answered softly, “ Yes, T think so too. Peace
is sweet, but it is not life.”

“Some people would say it was better”

“They pever knew, those people, what life was.
1 like to see the children eome and go—one here,
one there. One in need of your sympathy, ancther
of your help, another, oh Catherine, even that—
of your pardon, my dear!” This made her pause,
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and brought, what was so unusual, & little glistening
moisture to the old lady’s eyes. She was silent for
8 moment, and smiled, perhaps to efface the im-
pression she had made. “If you can do nothing
else for them you can always do that,” she said.

Catherine Vernon, who was sixty-five, and knew
herself to be an old woman, looked at the other, who
was over eighty, as s girl looks at her mother—
wondering at her strange experiences, fegling herself
a child in presence of a knowledge which is not hers.
She had not experience emough to understand this
philosophy. She looked for a little at her companion,
wondering, and then she said, soothingly—

“We must not dwell upon painful subjects. This
young fellow will not appeal to you so. What I
like in him ig his independence, He has his own
opinion, and he expresses it freely. His society will
be wery good for my nephew Edward. If he has
& fault—and, indeed, I don't think that boy has
many—it is that he is diffident about his own
opinion. Roland, if he stays long enough, will
help to cure him of that. And how does the other
affair go on1" she added, with a perceptible pause,
and in a voice which was a little constrained. “No
doubt there is great triumph next deor.”

Old Mre, Morgan shook her head.

“T4 i3 curious what mistakes we all make,” she
said,
* Mistakes? Do you mean that I am mistaken
about the triumph? Well, they have very good
reason, I ghould trinmph too, if having been tumed



