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8 THE OLD GOVERNESS.

then to snother, caused the misters to think more of their old Governess, on that particn-
Iar morning, than they had done for months ; the sward was embroidered by the flowers
from which she had read to them, as from a book, of the beanties and wonders of erestion ;
the old Roman Way, that skirted the hills, had been the text of meny an historical refer-

ence, never ti ; the M of Antiquity which crowd the neighbouring
hurches, the id efgrmangmdpmom,ﬂ-epaeu]mﬁmnmofl
stone, the beanty and perf: of Insect Archit every thing sround them had

bammdﬁeibyﬂhﬂmmaﬂ:&emd&hghtmdamdmfmm eonveyed
rﬂimn&thnao]md:upvq—nfkmmdgc—nﬂm wearying, but always tempered by »
spirit, of Christian gentl and rig] pplication o the All'Wise, AIGood. Al
Bountifil, All-Redveming.

“ Do you remember our gipey party in Inchinwell HoleP And how 3BE mapaged
all the arrangements?” said Agnes, without ssying who was the person alluded to,
because each knew the other's thoughts.

** And how sho always conteived to oblige every one, s if she was pleasing horself P
sdded Edith.

* And so she waa ; it was her grestest pleasura to oblige,” sighed Agnes,

"Itn-h:ngeiww-hahﬂ“mdedm. quoth Edith.

“ Stranger how we have neglected her,” said Agnes; “ and theiat a time when her
health was 60 precarious. Ah ! she loved us better than we lovod Ler! I greatly fear
the world has been too mmch with us.”

“ My Annt," requmed Edith after a panse, during which she had been seeking an
excnse for herself and sister, ** my Aunt said ehe must have saved monay.”

T dare say she did : but not for herself; she had many claims upoo her. We really
must find her out, Edith. I will eoneider whom to write to, and write this evening and en-
quire. I think of ker porpotually when I am in tho country.”

+ And wo do I, Sister; bat in London, one thing or another slways eomes in the way
of thought. W redlly give ourselves mo tume there to know any one, or care for

“We cannot excuse ourselves to oursalves, Edith," suid Apgnes solemnly. * I have
every now and then the picture before e of our Old Governess, 8o precious to our child-
hood—so beloved by our Mother—srazvivg!"

 Impossible I" gsid Editl, “ quite impossible: think of her talents—Ler o
her exertlons—her setivily. Agnes, you do someiimes eonjurc mp such awful phan-
toms [

" Bhe was #o attentive to things small, ss well aa grest,” resumed Agmes, without
heeding her sister’s ohservation ; ** that our dear Mother used to say, that when she died
woshonld hardly miss ber ; Miss Maunsell was #o kind and affectionste—ao wise and true.
T havo often felt my heart beat when overpraised for scquirements she took so mush pains
to teach. Nothing, as T have said, waa too grest, or ioo small for her consideration. 1
remembor when yon were ill, and longed for & new doll, her sending exprass to London
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for one; siitting up all night to dress it, and watching you s yon played with it in the
poreh, as if she were your Mother—not your Governess. I cannot but think she must have

written to us lately,” persisted Agues, ** ghe would make more allowsnce than even we
should, for the bustle and exmtement in which we have lived. She knows the fascine-
tions that beset young people! Her mind was #0 generons—her conclusions so just ™

* They were indeed,” said Edith in veply to her master's spoken musings, ** but can
o, who are so wise, tell me, Agnes, why il is that we more frequently recal to our re-

v the little ki the emall-change courtegies of life, than the great deads
the real sacrifices made for our advantage? Night and day, in heslth and in illnees, she
was with us, year afler year, without an hour's holidsy.”

“T fear, great services are heavy weights on our gratitude,” replied the elder sister ;
*hope leads us o think we can pay back the small ones—yet we cannot; kindnesses
‘may be exchanged, but eannot be paid for. Poor Misa Maunsell !

 Now sister " said Edith, * I really will ind her out; our Aunt is not with us to chill
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whatever right fosling we possess. Because you are so much older, and better, and wiser
than T am—do not look incredulous—"'

* I am older eertainly,” interrupted Agnes, “but in this matter, at all events, neither
‘beiter, nor wiser ; my being older than you is one roason why I should not have suffered
thres years to elapse since T wrote to Miss Mannsell.”

The young ladies hisd descended the hill, and es they were about to enter their
carmiage, the footman said—

* Lady Anne, Miss, has driven past; she would not wait for you, as she has brought
the Honoursble Mr, Bt. Clair down with her from town."

Agnes Gascoigne waa too steady not to be sure-footed, and too accustomed to =
carriage to stumble from awkwardness, snd yet stumble she did.

* Home, Ladies F” enquired the footmaz.

* Yea," said Edith, for the eldast sister did not answeor as naual.

“ The short or the long drive F* asked the persevering footman.

* The long, “said Agnes,” and tell the Coachman not to harry the horses.”

1 wonder what brings Mr. 5t. Clair to Wavetree P** enquired Edith, in an assumed
tone of carclessuess, * can you tell, Agnes F"

“ To shoot," said Agnes.

* Idare ssy—in July P it may be; but neither Hare, Pheasant, nor Partridge, itwounld
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be contrary 1o act of Parlisment ! Can you tell what he will shoot at, or what he will shoot
with? Ah, Agnes, you grave guilty one ! my sober sister! who never flirts, nor polks, nor
walteas—my grave slater 8t. Agnes ! my monitor perfection ! I told you how it would be
lang ago, Iknew you had him safe, quite safe! To shootdoes he come F why yourheart
‘beats into your throat, and your cheeks! I know thelily isoverpowered by the rose. What,
ashamed to look your own sister in the face I .

Edith placed her arm round her sister’s neck, endeavouring to furn her face towards
Ther; as ehe did so, & large tear splashed upon her ungloved hand; in & momont, she flung her-
sclf at her feet, and no longer trying t0 gaze on the agitated features of her beloved sister,
poured forth in rapid words of deep affection, her entreatins for pardon, her sssurance of
sympathy, spenking of her having foressen Mr. St. Clair'a love for her darling Agmes long
ago; herfull and entire spprobation of Mr. St, Clair, though sho had eo often ealled him Bir
Charles Grandison, he was so stately, so over-poweringly proper, and particolar. The
sisters had perfoct confidence in each other, and yot during the last ten daye they had
never spoken of Mr. 8t. Clair, ¢he Mr. Bt. Clair who was almosf every thing even Lady Anne
desired.  Mr. Gascoigne would be charmed with the high feeling, character and noble
fortune of his future son-in-law—and Agnes! Agnes had really been doing all she could
during the Iast season to avoid loving lom, while Edith endeavoured to convinee her that
she ought to do so—that it was evident he Joved her; that he was always by her side;
that he only praised the music she sung; only looked st the drawings she drew; mever
daneed with any other lady, except when she was engaged.
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up at the to the i of the ble and ever interesting relics of
& past age ; of which, happily, so many yet endure in England.
M. Bt. Clair wae guite the hero of Miss Gascoigne's imaginstion, tall and hand

Edith eaid, hewwld'hethsbsudn!nf:lhnd:hfhelndunlyhﬂmlhm but he was
fair heired, & noble locking, thoughtful Baxon; one whom all must respect and admire,
snd some few could love with all their Learts. Agnes never had an ides how much
she really did love him, until his visit was announced, and then—

“ What Love wiihed ta be trus,

Hope bade her babieve,”

CHAPTER THE THIED.

v~ mExN the sisters alighted, instesd of going to the Diraw-

mng Boom as nsual, Agnes walked into the Library,
umrltl:am, much to her astonishment, was her Aunt: Fady
Anne dly resd ch iy, and she kmew that
Agnes wonld not be sufficiently self-possessed o go at once to the
room where Mr. 8t. Clair probably was.

** My own darling—my sweet child I” she said, kissing her first
on the one cheek, then ou the other. * I see you know who i hera
—it iz quite a romanee! T was coming down to surprise you, and

g
J 9Ny met him by chance, and ssked him dg let Simons mount his horse, while he
‘r}é came into the Barouch, which he did; T assure you I put the most delicate Zsad-
S imy questions ; but he is & cautious fallow, very—enquired in the most pointed

manner for both young ladies, then talked over the season; eo I thought ss he
oould only come to Wavetroe for ona purpose, that it was best to send your Papa to him
ab omee.”
“ Oh, Aunt, bow could you P gasped Agnes.
* How could I1" repeated her Aunt, “ how eould I not, yoo mean, 8o I routed your
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Father into the Drawing Room, and there they are! Now go and take off your bonnet
and arrange your hair, and assume an air of perfect unknowingness; ssnd Edith to me
fo be kept quiet, and then come to this room sgain. Charming! I only wish his poor
desr father was not quite so stout of his nge, though strong lives are by no means the
longest.” Agnes did not, could not, reply; if Mr. Bt. Clair intended following up his
attentions, why had he not spoken to Ledy Anne; then she remembered he did not like
Lady Anne! she lmew his dislike to superficisl ladics. What could bring him to
‘Wavetree, except to declare his attachment ¥ She tried to divert her thouglita by gaxing

around the library upon the old family poriraits, by which it was profusely decorated. The
effort was vain. She heard her Futher limping saross the hall; she knew the sound of the
bell, when it was pulled by his band; her fingers trembled amid her ringlets, she bathed hor
eyes, but the lids continued red and swollen : her maid entered :

* Would Miss Gascoigoe go to the Drawing Room P By a viclent effort she regained
her self-posscesion and descended: at the corner of & corridor she again encountered her
Aunt; the sylph-like cld Iady fAluttered mid-way between snger and perplexity, now in.
elining to the one, now to the other,

“ He has said nothing to your Father, my dear, that I can make out,” she whispered,
“ gnly asked some guestions about, sbout—"

* Abont what, Aunt P

*The proportions of gnano used in the Rosarium "

Agnes Lifted her lovely eyes to the sharp face of her Aunt.




