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AGN ES.

———

SHE was just seventeen when I first saw her;
the eldest of five sisters. She was very pretty,
but so spoilt by affectation that you quite lost
gight of her beauty in vexation at her conceit.
She seemed incapable of losing sight of herself
for one instant; no amusement had power to
distract her from observing the effect she was
producing ; self-conscigusness amounted to a
mania with her. If she went for a walk on the
promenade, where the music, or any other at-
traction, drew a number of strollers to the spot,
Agnes made herself a nuisance to everybody by
the absurd affectation of her demeanour.

“ People are looking at me! How dreadful
it 18! Let us go to some place where I shan't
be stared at in this way. Did you see how that
gentleman looked at me?" and so on.

It was true she was a preity girl, and as such
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4 AGNES,

may have come in for more observation than a
plain one; but the word * grimaciére™ was
written o legibly on her face and her person
altogether, that I am satisfied most of the
glances were directed to her less in admiration
than in criticism. Anything and everything
was a pretext pour se mettre en scéne. If she
saw children playing near the water, or sitting
on the ledge of one of the fountaing, she would
clasp her hands, utter a little secream of terror,
and beseech everybody to interfere, or else in-
fallibly the little creatures would fall in, or fall
over, and be drowned.

“There is not the remotest danger of such &
catastrophe, and, if there were, their mothers
and bonnes are there to look after them,” some
one would object; there is no reason for you
to excite yourself about it.”

“True; mais je suis si sensible! J'ai tant
de cceur ! " Agnes would answer, with a sigh,
and, casting down her eyes, assume a new posr.

In fact, her life was a succession of poses,
changing as place and opportunity suggested.
Her temper, without being a bad one, was
capricious, varying with her attitudes, and very



AGNES, ]

disagreeable to live with; like all people who
are too much absorbed in themselves, she was
apt to be very forgetful of others. The only
exense that could be urged for the undisciplined
silliness of her character and manner was her
health, which had been so precarious and deli-
cate from her cradle up as to render culture
and restraint alike impossible. As a baby, ahe
must not be thwarted in any infantine wilful-
ness, lest it should make her cry, and bring on
convulsions. She had scarcely emerged from
babyhood when she became a martyr to head-
aches that had never deserted her since, This
furnished a pretext, not unreasonably, for eman-
cipating her from lessons; and Agnes being,
like the generality of human children, antago-
nistic to that bug-bear of the nursery—her
spelling book—took the full value out of her
headaches, and till she was quite a big ‘girl
could neither read nor write.

When she arrived at the age of fourteen it
dawned upon her that she was a dunce, and
that dunces, even when blessed with pretty
faces, are not usually much admired or eon-
sidered by their fellow-creatures. This discovery
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was unpleasant, and the remedy, though it was
still in her hands, appeared to Agnes nearly as
unpleasant as the evil. She hated study, and
from not having had her mind gradually trained
to the effort which it demands, even from the
brightest children, before they take to it for its
own sake, the simplest task waa ten times more
irksome and difficult to her than it need have
been. She tried to make up in some degree for
lost time by applying herself to books at home,
but the result was so inadequate to the labour
that she soon gave it up in disgust. Two of her
sisters had now been a year and a half at the
Sacré Cceur, and they guve such pleasant ac-
counts of their life there, that, though the
division of work and play struck her as too
disproportionately in favour of the former to
be thoroughly satisfactory, Agnes was tempted
to tty it. Her parents were delighted to let
her make the experiment, and when her sisters
were returning after the Midsummer holidays
they got everything ready for her to accompany
them.

The trial was not very succeasful. Agmes
was, of course, put into one of the junior classes,
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& position very mortifying to her vanity, and
though the nuns, making allowance for the
disadvantages under which she was placed,
stretched indulgence to its utmost limits, she
was not able to keep up with her little competi-
tors. Her headaches, which, at first, owing
probably to the change of scene and habit, had
improved, grew more frequent and painful as
the trimestre advanced, and, at last, the slight-
est mental exertion so palpably increased her
sufferings, that she was obliged to leave. Dis-
appointed and disheartened ehe resigned her-
gelf to being a dunce, and relapsed into her
old life of idleness and inaction. Her health
rallied after a while, and she again resumed the
attempt at studying by herself. It was of short
duration, however. Like many an older and
more experienced student, she attempted too
much, and, failing, gave it all up in despair,
Twice in the course of the following year she
"returned to the Convent, but with no better
success than on the first occasion. So it hap-
pened that, at the age of sixteen, Agnes was as
backward in the ordinary rudiments of know-
ledge as most children at ten. The enly thing
that gave any hope of her ultimately repairing



