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CHAPTER 1.

Ban [ TLE Lord Catesby felt very lonely
&l when his tutor left him *

: For two years the young man and
the child had been together, and by
little and little they had grown very fond of
each other.

Justin had been very good to the boy, aund
in his odd, unaffectionate manner, Catesby
had shown that he liked his tutor.

Not only had these two been, as I said,
almost continunally ingetherr during two whole
years, but they bad been together alone:
strangers were rarely seen at Hilgrave, and
the rest of the household did not come across
their path much, You remember that it con-

* Though each of the little Books of St Nicholas
ae&{gglﬂ:? in iteclf this ome is to some extent a sequel
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pisted only of Calesby’s grandfather and
andmother, invalids and childless mourners

who seldom left their own rooms, and whose

world was peopled mostly with the dead.

To the boy and his young tutor thet life
seemed very desclate and dreary that was lived,
in the faded rooms of the west wing, by the
old man and his wife—as indeed it waz, Even
the sunlight in the spring evenings seemed to
fall sadly on those deserted rooms, silent now,
which had echoed in the old days to children’s
ghonts and merry laughter; and when in
winter-time the raips fell from low-broodin
clouds on the walke and flower-plots of the

terre without those western windows, it was
88 though they were softly weeping, joining
their lamentation to the sorrowful sighings of
that lonely pair.

Do not think, my dear children, that the old
country gentleman and his wife were dark
and gloomy-minded grumblers against the
great will of God. It was not so—with holy

tience and meeckness they bore what He had
aid upon them, and knew that it was best;
but it was a very bitter sorrow that had come
to them in the Jate winter of their life, and
they had no longer the strength and wigour of
iuuth which can shake off its sorrows and

egin life all anew, which can plant fresh
flowers in place of those that have been rooted
up, and walk manfully onward, sure of many
a joy to come, for all some gladness has been
guenched and lost.
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It is very bitter to young children to lose
their fellows, and more bitter to lose those who
gave them Life; but oh, indeed it iz most sad
when those who looked to have had their
eyes closed by the children they have bronght
ivto God's world are left behind without them,
when the old live on, and the young are cut
away in the midst of happy days—that is most
sad of all. And so it was with them. Son
and daoghter both were gone, and nothing
was left of either bnt the little boy, himselt
desolate and alone, that the danghter had left
behind.

So it was that from that western wing, silent
and faded, there fell upon the honse a shadow
and a sense of chill ; but in a little while the
boy and the young man had grown used to it,
and in & manner forgot the other life that was
being lived there ; so that they read or walked,
rode, skated or shot rabbits, without much
practical remembrance of any other occupants
of the Manor; and thus, now Justin was gone,
and he was left alone, Catesby felt desolate
enough. As the dog-cart in which he had
taken Mr, Cholmely to Marlsford Station car-
ried him homeward all alone, he sat silent and
sad, gazing out dreamily acrosa the waste.

1t was such en afternoon as when Justin had
come to Hilgrave, A little bitter wind waa

aining in the woods,and teased the small, chill
ﬁkes that cowered down in the hollows of the
wusto ; there their reedy fringes rustled and
made weird whisperings, mysterious and low.
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Down on the horizon banks of sullen clouds
reared themselves up, trying to shut out even
that dun sky. On naked oak-boughs sat the
birdg, sad, voiceless, and chill at heart, wonder-
ing why the spring should lag so long. &t.
Valentine’s Day was past, but they kept dreary
honeymoon ; and the deer upon the waste lay
hnddled close for warmth and cheer, limping
heedlesely away when roused by sounds of
carriasge-wheels npon the road.

Before night the wind would be wild and
high, but yet it wounld not rain. Yonder clouds,
like sullen, sorrowing eyes, hopeless and care-
less, would not weep, would not pour their
burden to the gmnn&

And pow they were at home, The solemn
footman was more solemn than was his wont,
and Catesby refused rather impatiently his
offer of tea in the library at once.

“No; in an hour or so will be quite scon
enough ; and I shall be in the schoolroom.
Will yon bring it thers ?*

‘Very d, my lord,” replied the solemn
one, who, ﬁhinﬂ iiﬂ- snlemn?l,y and his duoll,
white face, had no small affection for the boy,
and was very sorry for him to-day, left as he
was alons,

‘ Mihﬂi will miss him sadly, I doubt,’ he had
remarked to Mra. Bunce, on the expression of
her own regret at Mr. Cholmely's going.

“Poor thing, he will indeed !” the house-
keeper had answered, with large compassion.
“1t’)] be & good thing when he goes to school ;



