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Waex I entered the room, I found Miss Hal-
combe and an elderly lady seated at the luncheon-
table.

The elderly lady, when I was presented to her,
roved to be Miss Fairlie’s former governess,
Mrs. Vesey, who had been briefly deseribed to
me by my lively companion at the breakfast-
table, as possessed of “all the cardinal virtues,
and counting for nothing.” I can do little more
than offer my humble testimony to the truthful-
ness of Miss Halcombe’s sketch of the old lady’s
character. Mrs. Vesey looked the personifica-
tion of human composure and female amiability.
A calm enjoyment of a calm existence beamed
in drowsy smiles on her plump, placid face, Some
of us rush through life; and some of us saunter
through life. Mrs. Vesey saf through life. Sat
in the house, early and late; sat in the garden ;
sat in unexpected window-seats in passages; sat
{on a camp-stool) when her friends fried to take
her out walking; sat before she lookedat anything,
before she talked of anything, before she an-
swered, Yes, or No, to the commonest question
—always with the same serene smile on her lips,
the same vacantly attentive turn of her head,
the same snugly, comforfable position of her
hands and arms, under every possible change of
domestic circumstances, A mild, a comfliant,
an unutterably tranquil and harmless old lady,
who never by any chance suggested the idea that
she had been actually alive since the hour of
her birth. Nature has so much to do in this
world, and is engaged in generating such a vast
variety of co-existent productions, that she must
surely be now and then too flurried and confused
to distinguish between the different processes
that she is earrying on at the same time. Starting
from this point of view, it will always remain my
private persuasion that Nature was absorbed in
making cabbages when Mrs. Vesey was born,
and that the good lady suffered-the consequences
of a vegetable preoccupation in the mind of the
Mother of us all.

“ Now, Mrs. Vesey,” said Miss Halcombe,
looking brighter, sharper, and readier than ever,
by contrast” with the undemonstrative ol lad‘y
at,her side,  what will you have ? A cutlet ¥’

Mrs. Vesey erossed her dimpled hands on the

edge of the fable; smiled placidly; and said,
“ Yes, dear.”

“ What is that, opposite Mr. Hartright ?
Boiled chicken, is it not ¥ I thought you liked
boiled chicken better than cutlef, Mrs. Vesey 22

Mrs. Vesey took her dimpled hands off the
edge of the table and crossed them on her lap
instead ; nodded contemplatively at the boiled
chicken; and said “ Yes, dear.”

“Well, but which will you have, to-day?
Shall Mr. Hartright give you some chicken? or
shall T give you some cutlet ¥

Mus. Vesey put oue of her dimpled hands
back afain on the edge of the table; hesitated
drowsily ; and said, *“ Which you please, dear.”

“ Merey on me ! it’s a question for your taste,
my good lady, not for mine. Suppose you have
a little of both? and suppose you begin with
the chicken, because Mr. Hartright looks de-
voured by anxiety to carve for you

Mrs. Vesey put the other dimpled hand back
on the edge of the table; brightened dimly, one
moment; went out again, the next; bowed
ohediently ; and said, 51‘:,If you please, sir.”

Surely a mild, a compliant, an unutterably
tranquil and harmless old lady? Buf enough,
perhaps, for the present, of Mrs. Vesey.

All this time, there were no signs of Miss
Fairlie. We finished our luncheon; and still
she never appeared. Miss Halcombe, whose

ick eye mothing escaped, noticed the looks
that I cast, from time to time, in the direction
of the door.

¢ I understand you, Mr. Hartright,” she said ;
“you are wondering what has become of your
other pupil. She has been down stairs, and has
got over her headache ; but has not sufficiently
recovered her appetite to join us at lunch. 1f
}011 ill put yourself under my charge, I think

c&m undertake to find her somewhere in the

en.”

She took up a parasol, Iying on a chair near
her, and led the way out, by a long window at
the bottom of the room, which opened on to the
lawn. It is almost unnecessary fo say that we
left Mrs. Vesey still seated at the table, with
her dimpled hands still crossed on the edge of
it; apparently settled in that position for the
rest of the afternoon.

As we crossed the lawn, Miss Haleombe
looked at me significantly, and shook her head.

 That mysterious adventure of yours,” she
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said, “still remains involved in ifs own appro-
priate midnight darkness. 1 have been all the
morning looking over my mother’s letters; and
T have made no discoveries yet. However, don’t
despair, Mr. Hartright. This is a matter of
curigsity ; and you have got a woman for your
ally. Under such conditions, success is certain,
sooner or later. The letters are not exhausted.
1 have three packets still left, and you may con-
fidently rely on my spending the whole evening
over them.”

THere, then, was one of my anticipafions of

the morning still unfulfilled. T began to wonder,

next, whether my introduction to Miss Fairlie
would disappoint the expectations that I had
been forming of her since breakfast-time.

¢ And how did you get on with my nncle 7
inquired Miss Halcombe, as we lefi the lawvn

turned into a shrubbery. “Was he par-
tienlarly nervous this morming? Never mind
considering about your answer, Mr. Harfright.
The mere fact of your being obliged to consider
is enough for me. I see in your face that he
was particularly nervous; and, as I am amiably
unwilling to throw you into the same condition,
I ask no more.”

We turned off into a winding path while she
was speaking, and approached a pretty summer-
house, built of wood, in the form of a miniature
Swiss chalet. The one room of the summer-
house, as we aseended the steps at the door, was
oecupied by a 'ou.nf lady. She was standin
near a rustic table, looking out at the inlan
view of moor and hill presented by a gap in the
trees, and absently turning over the leaves of a
little sketch-book that lay at her side. This was
Miss Fairlie.

How can I describe her? How can I sepa-
rate her from my own sensations, and from all
that has happened in the later time # How ean
1 see her again as she looked when my eyesfirst
rested on her—as she should look, now, to the
eyes that are about to see her in these pages?

The water-colour drawing that Ima.dec?gLaura
Fairlie, ab an after period, in the place and atti-
tude in which I first saw her, lies on my desk
while I write. I look at it, and there dawns
upon me brightly, from the dark greenish-brown
background of the summer-house, a light, youth-
ful fizure, clothed in a simple muslin dress, the
patfern of it formed by broad alternate stripes
of delicate blue and white, A scarf of the same
material sits crispi{ and closely round her
shoulders, and a little straw hat, of the natural
colour, Elajnly aud sparingly trimmed with ribbon
to mateh the gown, covers her head, and throws
its solt pearly shadow over the upper part of her
face. Her hair is of so faint au[r pale a brown
—uot flaxen, and yet almost as light ; not golden,
and yet almost as glossy—that if nearly melts,
liere and there, info the shadow of the hat. 1t
i3 plainly parted and drawn back over her ears,
and the line of it ripples naturally as it erosses
her forehead. The eyebrows are rather darker
than the Lair; and the eyes ave of that soft,
limpid, furquoise blue, so often sung by the
poets, so oni seen in real life, Lovely eyes

in colour, lovely eyes in form—large and tender
and quietly thoughtful—but beautiful above all
things in the eclear truthfulness of look that
dwells in their inmost depths, and shines through
all their changes of expression with the light of
a purer and a better world. The charm—most
aently and yet most distinetly expressed—which
they shed over the wheole face, so covers and
transforms its little natural human blemishes
elsewhere, that it is diffienlt to esfimate the
relative merits and defects of the other features.
It is hard fo see that the lower part of the face
is too delieately refined away'towards the chin
to be in full and fair proportion with the upper
part ; that the nose, in escaping the aquiline
Ecnd (always hard and eruel in a swoman, no
matter how abstractedly perfect it may be), has
erred a little in the other extreme, and  has
missed the ideal straightness of line; and that
the sweet, sensitive lips are subject to a slight
nervous contraction, when she smiles; which
draws them upward a litfle at one corner,
towards the cheek, It might be possible to note
these blemishes in another woman’s face, but if
is not easy to dwell on them in lers, so subtly
are they connected with all that is individual
and characteristic in her expression, and so
closely does the expression depend for its full
play and life, in every ofher feature, on the
moving impulse of the eyes.

Does my poor portrait of her, my fond, patient
labour of long snd happy days, show me these
things? A, how few of them ave in the dim
mechanieal drawing, and how many in the mind
with whieh I regard it! A fair, delicdte girl, in
a pretiy light dress, trifling with the leaves of a
sketeh-book, while she looks up from if with
truthful innocent blue eyes—that is all the
drawing can say; all, Eerhaps, that even the
deeper reach of thought and pen can say in
their language, either. The woman who first
gives life, light, and form to our shadowy con-
ceptions of heauty, fills a void in our spiritual
nature that has remained nnknown to us till she
appeared. Sympathies that lic too deep for
words, too deep almost for thoughts, are
touched, at such times, by other charms than
those which the senses feel and whieh the re-
sources of expression can realise. The mystery
whieh underlies the beauty of women is never
raised above the reach of all expression until it
has claimed kindred with the deeper mystery in
our own souls. Then, and then only, has it
passed beyond the narrow region on which light
falls, in this world, from the pencil and the

pen.

Think of her, as you thought of the first
woman who quickened the pulses within you
that the vest of her sex had no art to sfir.
Let the kind, candid blue eyes meet yours, as
they mef mine, with the one matehless look
which we hoth remember so well. Tuet her voice
speak the music thal you onee loved best,
attuned a5 sweetly o your ear as to mine. Tet
her footsiep, as she comes and goes, in these

]m%es, be like that other footstep to whese airy
fall your own heart once Leat time. Take her
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as the visionary nursling of your own fancy ; and
she will grow upon you, all the more clearly, as
the living woman who dwells in mine.

Among the sensations that crowded on me,
when my eyes first Iooked upon her—familiar
sensations which we all know, which spring to
life in most of our hearts, die again in so many,
and renew their bright existence in so few—
there was one that troubled and perplexed me ;
one that seemed strangely inconsistent and
unaccountably out of piacc in Miss Fairlie’s
presence.

Mingling with the vivid impression produced
by the charm of her fair face and head, her
sweet expression, and her winning simplicity of
manner, was another impression, which, i a
shadowy way, suggested to me the idea of
something wanting, At one time it seemed
like something wanting in fer; at another,
like something wanting in myself, which lLin-
dered me from understanding her as T ought,
The impression was always strongest, in
the most contradictory manner, when she
looked at me; or, in other words, when I
was most conscious of the harmony and
charm of her face, rand vet, at, the same
timey most troubled by the sense of an incom-
pleteness whieh it was impossible to discover.
Something wanting, something wanting—and
where it was, and what it was, 1 conld not say.

The effect of this curious caprice of fancy (as
I thought it then) was not of a nature to set
me ab my ease, during a first interview with
Miss Fairlie. The few kind words of welcome
which she SEOI(B found me hardly self-possessed
enough fo thank her in the customary phrases
of reply. Observing my hesitation, and no
doubt attributing it, naturally enough, to some
momentary shyness, on my part, Miss Haleombe
took the business of talking, as easily and readily
as usual, into her own hands.

“ Look there, Mr. Harfright,” she said,
peinting to the sketch-book on the table, and
to the little delicate wandering hand that was
still trifling with it. Surely you will acknow-
ledge that your model pupil is found at last?
The moment she hears that you arve in the
house, she seizes her inestimable skefteh-book,
looks universal Nature straight in the face, and
longs to begin!”

Miss Fairlie laughed with a ready good hu-
mour, which broke out, as brightly asif it! had
been part of the sunshine above us, over her
lovely faee,

<1 must not take eredit: to myself where no
eredit is due,” she said; her clear, truthful blue
eyes looking alternately at Miss Haleombe and
atme. “Iond as I am of drawing, I am so
conseions of my own ignorance that I am more
afraid than anxious io in. Now I know

w are here, Mr. Hartright, I find myself
ooking over my sketehes, as I used to look over
my lessons when I was a little girl, and when I
was sadlyafraid that T should turn out net fit to
be heard.”

She made the confession very prettily and
simply,, and, with quainfy. childish earnestness,

drew the sketch-book awny close to her own
side of the table. Miss Halcombe cut the knot
of the little embarrassment forthwith, in her
resolute, downright way.

“ Good, bad, or indifferent,”” she snid, “the
pupil’s sketehes must pass through the fiery
ordeual of the master’s judgment—and there’s
an end of it. Suppose we fake them with us
in the carriage, Laura, and let Mr. Hartright
see them, for the first time, under circum-
stances of perpetual jolting and inferraption?
If we can only confuse him all through the
drive, between Nature as it is, when he looks
up at the view, and Nature as it is not, when he
looks down again at our sketeh-books, we 'shall
drive him into the last desperate refuge of pay-
ing us compliments, and shall slip through his
professioml fingers with our pet feathers of
Ya.n.ifiy all unruffed.”

“1 hope Mr. Hartright will psy me mo
compliments,” said Miss Fairlie, as we all left
the summer-house.

< May 1 venture to inquire why you express
that hope 2 1 asked.

* Beeayse I shall believe all that you say fo
me,” she answered, simply.

In those few words she uneonsciously gave
me the key to her whole character; to that
generous trusf in others which, in her nature,
grew innocently out of the sense of her own
fruth. 1 only knew it intuitively, then. I
know it by experience, now.

We merely waited to rouse good Mrs. Vesey
from the place which she still occupied at the
deserted luncheon-table, before we entered the
open carriage for our promised drive. The old
lady and Miss Halcombe occupied the back
seat ; and Miss Fairlie and I sat together in
fronty with the sketch-book open between us,
fairly exhibited af last fo my professional eyes.
All serious eriticism on the drawings, even if I
had been disposed to volunteer it, was rendered
impossible by Miss Haleombe’s lively resolution
to see nothing buf' the ridiculous side of the
Fine Arts, as practised by herself, her sister,
and lacdies in general. 1 can remember the
conversation that passed, far more easily than
the sketches thaf JE mechanically looked over.
That part of the talk, especially, in which Miss
Fairlie took any share, is still as vividly im-
pressed on my memory as if I had heard it
only a few hoirs ago.

Yes! let me acknowledge that, on this first
day, I let the charm of her presence lure me
from the recollection of myself and my position.
The most trifling of the- questions that she put
to me, on thesubject of using her pencil and
mixing her colours; the slightest altérations of
expression in the lovely eyes that looked into
mine, with sueh an earnest desire to learn all
that T could teach and to discover all that I
could show, atiracted more of my attention
than the finest view we passed through, or the
grandest changes of light and shatﬁa-, as they
flowed into each other over the waving moor-
land and the level beach.
under any circumstances of human interest, is it

At any: time, and
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not strange to see how litfle real hold the
objeets of the natural world amid which we live
can gain on our hearts and minds? We go fo
Nature for comfort in trouble, and sympathy in
jov, only in hooks. Admiration of those beau-
ties of the inanimate world, which modern
poetry so largely and so eloguently describes, is
not, even in the best of us, one of the original
instinets of our nature. As children, we none
of us possess it. No uninstructed man or wo-
man possesses it. Those whose lives are most
exclusively passed amid the ever-changing
wonders of sea and land, are also those who are
most universally insensible to every aspeet of
Nature not directlvassociated with the human
interest of their calling. Our capacity of appre-
cialing the beauties of the earth we live on, is,
in truth, one of the civilised accomplishments
which we all learn, as an Art; and, more, that
very capacity is rarely practised by any of us
except when our minds are most indolent and
most unoceupied. How much share have the
attractions of Nature ever had in the pleasurable
or painful inferests and emotions of ourselves
or our friends? 'What space do they ever oceupy
in the thousand little narratives of personal ex-
perience which pass every day by word of mouth
from one of us to the other? All that our
minds can compass, all that our hearts can
learn, ean be accomplished with equal certainty,
equal profit, and equal satisfaction to ourselves,
in the poorest as in the richest prospect that
the face of the earth can show. There is surely
areason for this want of inborn sympathy be-
fween the creature and the ereation around it,
a reason which may perhaps be found in the
widely differing desiinies of man and his earthly
sphere. The grandest mountain prospect that
the eye can range over is appointed to annihila-
tion.” The smallest human interest that the
pure heart can feel, is appointed to immortality.

‘We had been ouf nearly three hours, when
the carriage again passed through the gates of
Limmeridge House.

On our way back, I had let the ladies settle
for themselves the first point of view which they
were to sketch, under my instructions, on the
afternoon of the next day. When they with-
drew to dress for dinner, and when I was alone
again in my little sitting-room, my spirits seemed
to leave me on a sudden. T felt ill at ease and
dissatisfied with myself, T hardly knew why.
Perhaps T was now conscious, for the first time,
of having enjoyed our drive too much in the
character of a guest, and too little in the cha-
racter of a drawing-master. Perhaps that
strange sense of something wanting, either in
Miss Fairlie or in myself, which had perplexed
me when I was first introduced to her, haunted
me still.  Anyhow, it was a relief to my spirits
when the dinner-hour called me out of my soli-
tude, and took me back to the soeiety of the
ladies of the house.

I was struck, on entering the drawing-room,
by the curious contrast, m‘rier in material than
in colour, of the dresses which they now wore.
‘While Mrs. Vesey and Miss Halcombe were

richly clad (each in the manner most becoming
to her age), the first in silver-grey, and the
second in that delicate primrose-yellow colour,
which matches so well with a dark complexion
and black hair, Miss Fairlie was unpretendingly
and almost poorly dressed in plain white muslin.
It was spotlessly pure ; it ‘was beautifully put
on ; but still it was the sort of dress which the
wife or daughter of a poor man might have
worn; and it made the heiress of Limmeridge
House, so far as externals went, look less
affluent in circumstances thian her own go-
verness. At a later period, when T learnt to
know more of Miss Fairlie’s character, T disco-
vered that this curious contrast, on the wrong
side, was due to her natural delicacy of feeling
and natural intensity of aversion to the slightest
personal display of her own wealth. Neither
Mus. Vesey nor Miss Haleombe could ever in-
duce her to let the advantage in dress desert
the two ladies who were poor, to lean to the
side of the one lady who was rich.

‘When dinner was over, we returned together
to the drawing-room. Although Mr. Fairlie
(emulating the magnificent condescension of the
monarch who had picked up Titian’s brush for
him) had instructed his butler to consult my
wishes inrelation to thewine that T might prefer
after dinner, I was resolute enough to resist the
temptation of sitting in solitary grandenr amon,
hottles of my own choosing, and sensible cnou@:ﬁ
to ask the ladies’ permission to leave the table
with them habitually, on the civilised foreign
plan, during the period of my residence at Lim-
meridge House.

The drawing-room, to which we had now
withdrawn for the rest of the evening, was on
the ground-floor, and was of the same shape and
size as the breakfast-room. Large glass doors
at the lower end opened on to a terrace, beau-
tifully ornamented along its whole length with
a profusion of flowers. The soft, hazy twilight
was just shading leaf and blossom alike info
harmony with its own sober hues, as we en-
tered the room; and the sweet evening scent of
the flowers met us with its fragrant welcome
through the open glass doors. Good Mus.
Vesey (always the first of the party to sit down)
took possession of an arm-chair in a corner, and
dozed off comfortably to sleep. At my request,
Miss Fairlie placed herself at the piano. As I
followed her to aseat near the instrument, I saw
Miss Halcombe retire info a recess of one of the
side windows, to proceed with the search through
her mother’s letters by the last quiet rays of the
evening light.

How vividly that peaceful home-picture of the
drawing-room comes back to me while I write!
From the place where I sat, I could see Miss
Halcombe’s graceful figure, half of if in soft
light, half in mysterious shadow, bending in-
tently over the letters in her lap ; while, nearer
to me, the fair profile of the player at the piano
was just delicately defined against the fainily
deepening background of the mmer wall of the
room. Oufside, on the terrace, the clustering
flowers and long grasses and ereepers waved so
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gently in the light evening air, that the sound
of their rustling never reached us. The sky was
without & cloud; and the dawning mystery of
moonlight began to tremble alreadyin the region
of the eastern heaven. The sense of peace and
seelusion soothed all thought and feeling into a
rapt, unearthly repose; and the balmy quiet
that deepened ever with the deepening light,
seemed to hover over us with a gentler in-
fluence sfill, when there stole upon it from the

jano the heavenly tenderness of the musie of

ozart. It was an evening of sights and sounds
never to forget.

We all saf silent in the places we had chosen
— Mrs. Vesey still sleeping, Miss Fairlie still

laying, Miss Haleombe still reading—till the
Eght failed us. By this time the moon had
stolen round to the terrace, and soft, mysterious
rays of light were slanting already across the
lower end of the room. The change {rom the
twilight obscurity was so beautiful, that we
banished the lamps, by common consent, when
the servant brought them in ; and kept the large
room unlighted, except by the glimmer of the
two candles at the piano.

For half an hour more, the music still went
on. After that, the beauty of the moonlight
view on the terrace tempted Miss Fairlie out
to look atit; and I followed her. When the
candles at the piano had been lighted, Miss Hal-
combe had changed her place, so as to continue
her examination of the letters by their assist-
ance. We left her, on a low chair, at one side
of the instrument, so absorbed over her read-
ing that she did not seem to notice when we
moved.

We had been out on the terrace together, just
in front of the glass doors, hardly so long as
five minutes, I should think; and Miss Fairlie
was, hy my advice, just tying her white hand-
kerchief over her head as a precaution against
the night air—when I heard Miss Haleombe’s
voice—low, eager, and altered from its natural
lively tone—pronounce my name.

« Mr. Hartright,” she said, “will you come
liere for a minute? I want to speak to you.”

I entered the room again immediately. The
piano stood about half way down along the
mner wall.  On the side of the instrument
farthest from the terrace, Miss Halcombe was
itting with the letters scattered on her lap,
I with one in her hand selected from them,
d close to the candle. On the side nearest
fo the terrace there stood a low ottoman, on
which I took my place. In this position, I was
not far from the glass doors; and I could see
Miss Fairlie plainly, as she passed and repassed
the opening on to the terrace; walking slowly
from end to end of it in the full radiance of the
moon.

“ 1 want you to listen while T read the con-
cluding passages in this letter,” said Miss Hal-
combe. “Tell me if you think they throw any
light upon your strange adventure on the road
to London. The letter is addressed by my
mother to her second husband, Mr. Fairlie; and
the date refers toa period of between eleven and

twelve years since. At that time, Mr. and Mus.
Fairlie, and my half-sister Laura, had been
living for years in this house; and I was awa;

from them, completing my education at a schoo

in Paris.”

She looked and spoke earnestly, and, as I
thought, a little uneasily, as well. At the mo-
ment when she raised the letfer to the candle
before beginning to read it, Miss Fairlie passed
us on the terrace, looked in for a moment, and,
seeing that we were engaged, slowly walked on.

Miss Haleombe began to read, as follows :

“ “You will be fired, my dear Philip, of hear-
ing perpetually about my schools and my
scholars. Lay the blame, pray, on the dull uni-
formity of life at Limmeridge, and not on me,
Besides, this time, I have something really in-
teresting to tell you about a new scholar.

““You know old Mrs. Kempe, at the village
shop. Well, after years of ailiug, the doctor
has at last given her up, and she is dying slowly,
day by day. Her only living relation, a sister,
arrived last week fo take care of her. This
sister comes all the way from Hampshire—her
name is Mrs. Catherick. Four days ago Mrs.
Catherick came here to see me, and brought her
only child with her, a sweet liitle girl about a
year older than our darling Laura—""

As the last sentence fell from the reader’s
lips, Miss Fairlie passed us on the terrace once
more, . She was softly singing to herself one of
the melodies which she had been playing earlier
in the evening. Miss Halcombe waited till she
had passed out of sight again; and then went on
with the Jetter:

¢ ¢ Mrs. Catherick is a decent, well-behaved,
respectable woman; middle aged, and with the
remains of having been moderately, only mode-
rately, nice-looking. There is something in her
manner and her appearance, however, which 1
can’t make ouf. She is reserved about herself
to the point of downright secrecy ; and there is
a look in her face—I can’t deseribe it—which
suggests to me that she has something on her
mind, She is altogether what you would call
a walking mystery. Her errand at Limmeridge
House, however, was simple enough. When
she left Hampshire to nurse her sister, Mrs.
Kempe, through her last illness, she had been
obliged to bring her danghter with her, throngh
having no one at home to fake care of the little
girl. Mys. Kempe may die in a week’s time,
or may linger on for months; and Mrs. Cathe-
rick’s object was to ask me to let her daughfer,
Anne, have the benefit of attending my school ;
subject to the condition of her being removed
from it to go home again with her mother, after
Mrs. Kempe's death. 1 consented at once ; and
when Laura and I went out for our walk, we
took the litile girl (who is just eleven years old)
to the sehool, that very day.’ ?

Once more, Miss Fairlie’s ficure, bright and
soft in its snowy muslin dress—her face prettily
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framed by the white folds of the handkerchief
which she had tied under her chin—passed by us
in the moonlight. Onee more, Miss Halcombe
waited till she was out of sight; and then went
on:

¢ ¢ ] have taken a violent faney, Philip, to my
new scholar, for a reason which I mean fo keep
till the last for the sake of surprising you. Her
mother having told me aslittle ahout the child as
she told me of berself, T was left to discover
(which I did on the first day when we tried her
at lessons) that the poor little thing’s intellect
is not developed as it ought to be at her age.
Seeing this, fha.d her up to the house the next
day, and privately arranged with the doctor to
come and wateh her and question her, and tell
me what he thought. His opinion is that she
will grow out of it. But he says her caveful
bringing-up at school is a matter of great import-
ance just now, because her unusual slowness in
acquiring ideas implies an unusual tenacity in
keeping them, when they are once received into
her mind. Now, my love, yon must not imagine,
in your off-hand way, that I have been attaching
myself to an idiof. This poor little Anne Ca-
therick is a sweet, affectionate, grateful girl;
and says the quaintest, prettiest things (as you
shall judge by an instance), in the most oddly
sudden, surprised, half-frighfened way. Al
though shé is dressed very neatly, her clothes
show a sad want of taste in colour and pattern.
So T arranged, yesterday, that some of our darling
Laura’s olﬁ white frocks and white hats should be
altered for Anne Catherick ; explaining to her
that little girls of her complexion looked neater
and better in all white than in anything else. She
hesitated and seemed puzzled for a minute ; then
flushed up, and appeared to understand. Her
Little lmn};i cla.zspe‘l3 mine, suddenly. She kissed
it, Philip; and said (oh, so eamestly!), “T will
always wear white as long as T live. It
will fselp me to remember you, ma’am, and to
think that I am pleasing you still, when I go
away and see you no more.”” This is only one
specimen of the quaint things she says so
pretily. Poor litile soul! Bhe shall have a
stock of white frocks, made with good deep
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tucks, to lef ont for her as she grows——

Miss Halcombe pansed, and looked at me
across the piano.

“ Did the forlorn woman whom you met in the
high road seem young F” she asked, “Young
encugh to be two or three-and-twenty £’

“Yes, Miss Haleombe, as young as that.”

“And she was strangely dressed, from head
to foot, all in white ¥

* All in white.”

While the answer was passing wy lips, Miss
Fairlie glided into view on the ferrace, for the
thivd time. Instead of proceeding on her walk,
shie stopped, with her back turned towards us;
and, leaning on the balustrade of the terrace,
looked down into the garden beyond. My eyes
fixed upon the white gleam of her muslin gown
and head-dress in the moonlight, and a sensa-

tion, for which I can find no name—a sensa-
tion that quickened my pulse, and raised a flut-
tering at my heart—began to steal over me.

“All in whife!” s Halcombe repeated.
“The most important sentences in the letter,
Mr. Hartright, are those at the end, which I
will read to you immediately. But I can’t help
dwelling a little upon the coincidence of the
white costume of the woman you met, and the
white frocks which produced that strange answer
from my mother’s little scholar. The doctor
may have been wrong when he discovered the
child’s defects of intellect, and Eredicﬁcd that
she would ‘grow out of them.” Bhe may never
have grown out of them; and the old grateful
fancy about dressing in white, whiclh was a
serious feeling to the girl, may be a serious feel-
ing to the woman still.”

I said a few words in answer—I hardly know
what. All my attention was concentrated on
the white gleam of Miss Fairlie’s muslin dress.

¢ Listen to the last sentences of the letter,”
said Miss Haleombe. “I think they will sur-
prise you.”

As she raised the letter to the light of the
candle, Miss Fairlie turned from the balustrade,
looked doubtfully up and down the terrace,
advanced a step towards the glass doors, and
then stopped, facing us.

Meanwhile, Miss Halcombe rvead me the
last sentences fo which she had referred :

¢ ¢ And now, my love, seeing that I am at'the
end of my paper, now for the real reason, the
surprising reason, for my fondness for little
Anne Catherick. My dear Philip, although she
is not half so pretty, she is, nevertheless, by one
of those extraordinary caprices of aceidental
resemblance which one sometimes sees, the
living likeness, in her hair, her complexion, the
colour of her eyes, and the shape of her
faca_’ »

I started np from the ottoman, beforc Miss
Haleombe eould pronounce the next words. A
thyill of the same feeling which ran through me
when the tonch was laid upon my shoulder on
the lonely high-road, chilled me again.

There stood Miss Fairlie, a white figure, alone
in the moonlight ; in her attitude, in the turn of
her head, in her complexion, in the shape of her
face, the living image, at that distance and
under those cireumstances, of the woman in
white! The doubt which had troubled my
mind for hours and hours past, flashed into con-
vietion in an instant. That “something want-
ing” was my own recognition of the ominous
likeness between the fugitive from the asylum
the heiress of Limmeridge House.

“You see it!" said Miss Halcombe. = She
dropped the useless letter, and her eyes flashed
as they met mine. “You see it now, as my
mather saw it eleven years since !”

“I see it—more wnwillingly than T ean say.
To associate that forlorn, friendless, lost woman,
even by an accidental likeness only, with Miss
Fairlie, seems like casting a shadow on the
future of the bright creature who stands looking
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at us now. Lebt me lose the impressiou again,
as soon as possible. Call her in, out of the
dreary moonlight—pray call her in 1"

« Mr, Hartright, you surprise me. Whatever
womeln may be,gl thought that men, in the nine-
teenth century, were above superstition.”

“Pray call her in !"

* Hush, hush! She is coming of her own
accord. Say nothing in Ler presence. Let this
discovery of the likeness be kept a secret be-
tween you and me. Come in, Laura ; come in,
and wake Mrs. Vesey with the piano. Mr.
Havtright is petitioning for some more music,
and he wanis it, this time, of the lightest and
liveliest kind.”

CHERBOURG.
I. THE WAY THERE.

Tue reader who may have accompanied me
this autumn to Porfsmouth, or who shares my in-
terest in Ships and Crews, and in our Training-
Ships,* will not be surprised to hear that I have
just accomplished a visit to Cherbourg. 'The
;!.mst-le in that Norman port was beginning to
oppress my imagination. One heard so much
UF it, that 1t seemed better to face the reality
and ascertain what it was like, than to be
always haunted with the idea of the place
flitting before one in exaggerated propor-
tions. Normandy, too—historical old Normandy,
which has so profoundly affected our history !—
seemed worthy of a little quiet but accurate
overhauling, w{uzn the question was of a new
stronghold on its most advanced promontory.
So the beautiful weather of the first week of
October found me steaming down the Southamp.
ton Water (time, evening; a reddish-yellow
moon hanging over*the land on our starboard
side) on my way to the “French Tiverpool,”
the important seaport fown of Havre. TLet us
see, in this first paper, what there is of interest
in the journey itself, before beginning with
Cherbourg, its position and resources.

Havre, then, is the French Liverpool, and
though small for a Liverpool, disputes the first

lace as a French commercial porf even with

ordeaux and Merseilles. In general aspect, it
has, of course, those usual French characteristics
with which so many readers are quite familiar.
We will look at it, as'is natural, chiefly with
reference to its #avel inferest. Tntering the har-
bour, you find good spacious basins erowded with
shipping.  Conspicuous for size and appearance
are the thumping Yankees, whose great French

ort Iayre is. There they are, from New Or=
feaus (New Orleens; nautice), from Baltimore or
Charleston, or other American cities, and the
mighty bales of colfon or casks of sugar which
they gﬂ'ing swarm on the quays. Naval fact
first :—The Emperor is not sorry fo see the
Yankees prospering in sea trade—whether “ car-
rying” or other—since the neutral flag now-a-
days is to cover the cargo, and he may be at
war with Britain and get his cotton, and many
other goods, all the same. This our cousins feel
the advantage of, and are not slow to express it,

* See pages 517, 889, 557.

Buf French ship-building and foreign eommerce
increase also on their own account. There is a
gooddeal of trade carried on by French ships from
Havre with South America. They take out
luxuries ‘and bring back necessaries : hides, for
instance, A curious and picturesque result of
the South American trade in Havre is the
number of parrots—grey, green, or mixed—
thai one sees about. They are not the onl
foreigners for whom special cages are provided,
by the way, since, opposite the American ships,
“lodgings for coloured cooks and stewards’ arve
particularly announced. Everywhere, in this
world, we meet the materials of comedy, and
the most business-like towns furnish no ‘excep-
tions. Should you put up at Spiller’s, the Eng-
lish hotel at Havre, by all means go into fhe
back parlour and hear ihe views of onr Trans-
atlantic friends on the “nigger.” “Is he human 2
That is one great subject of debate there.
Sometimes it is varied by demonstrations of
England’s downfal next war. A stout Eng-
lish skipper was almost overwhelmed with
prophecies which the United-Statesiuen hurled
at him; ag to the combinations against us.
But the stump oratory washed off him like
spray. He drew his pipe ouf of his mouth
quietly, and only ejaculla.ted,_ “Let *un come
on!” Tt is characteristic of the queer relations
between us and the Americans (for they cannot
hate us ; yet cannot love us either, somehow) that
they were delighted with the exclamation, though
it was opposed fo their own argument.

Havre is a thriving place, with all this im-
ortation and exportation. A bran-new © Hotel
ge Ville,” all white, and prettily carved, faced
by those nice public gardens so agrecably French
—is one symptom of this. A surer symptom is
the spread of private houses, white villas. walled
and gardened, all up the heights of Ingouville,
which overlook the fown, and from which you
et a grand view of the embouchure of the
%eine, where it mingles with the sca. Hayre
is modern from an historic point of view. Ifs
imporfance is of yesterday, compared with
the venerable Rouen, which reefs (in all senses)
of the middle ages. But it stands on a site the
most significant in its associations of all Nor-
mandy ; and strange memories rise before one, in
gazing down on it from the heights. The Seine,
there, was the highway which carried old Rolf,
Hrolf, Rollo, or %{nu up to the heart of the
Trance of the ninth century, and enabled him to
plant his great colony (long-haired, horse-flesh-
eating, wolfskin-clad, most indomitable men!)
in the pleasant Norman land.

Verses from the anfique Sagas come to one’s
lips in watching the placid roll of the blue water,
and thinking of those days:

The Norseman’s king is on the sea;
Though bitter wintry cold it be,
On the wild waves his Yule keeps he.
Or,
The Norseman’s king is on his ¢ruise,
His blue-steel staining,
Rich booty gaining,
And all men trembling at the news.
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