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We think few mothers can read this volume with’
out being struck with the great importance of care
in regard to the dispositions and moral qualities of
those into whose hands they place their children.
There are sad disorders in society at the present time,
and influences of a baleful character at work: above
all things, let tender, innocent children be kept
wholly beyond their sphere. In but rare cases
should there be a delegation of the mother’s duties:
extreme ill health is, perhaps, the only excuse for
such delegation; but when it is made, let the nurse
or governess be of known pure life and firm integ
rity.  There should be no guess-work here; n
trusting of a stranger, unless under the amplest
testimonials from known parties; for wrong done
to childhood is, too often, wrong done for the whole
life. But we can only hint here at what we have

endeavored to illustrate inI ihe present volume.
6
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THE

ANGEL AND THE DEMON,

CHAPTER 1.
THE YOUNG GOVERNESS.

health was poor, and her nerves

delicate. 1t was no use, she said: the wear and
tear of body and mind were more than she could
stand.  She must have a governess for the children.
Mr. Dainty never opposed his wife in any thing,
and so replied,—

“Very well, Madeline. Find your governess.”

But Uncle John—Uncle Johns, by-the-way, if
they happen to be on the mother’s side, and old
bachelors at that, are proverbially inclined to inter-
fere with the home-management of their nieces—
had, as usual, a word to say after he was alone with
Mrs. Dainty.

“Don’t have any thing of the kind,” said he. “Be
governess to your own children.”

“But I'm not equal to the task. It will Iéill me.
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See how thin and pale | am getting; and my nerves
are in a terrible condition.”

“No wonder.”

“Why?”

“Dissipation will destroy any woman’s nerves.

“Dissipation! Why, Uncle John!”

“How many nights were you out last week?”

“Only three.” _ _

“Only three! and each time until long after
midnight. Dancing, late hours, hot suppers, and
confectionery! No wonder your nerves are shat-
tered! Such a life would kill me up in half a

ear.” ,
' “Well, in my case, it is all that keeps me going.
These social recreations, coming at intervals upon
the enervating cares of domestic life, give new vi-
tality to the exhausted, system.”

“Filigree and nonsense!” replied Uncle John,
impatiently. “You know better than to talk after
this fashion.”
hAnd s0, for the time, the debate closed between
them.

Meeting with no opposition from her husband,
Mrs. Dainty proceeded at once to the work of pro-
curing a governess. Among her fashionable friends
she first made inquiry, but in no direction could
she hear of the right individual. The qualifications
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12 THE ANGEL AND THE DEMON.

certain: you do not possess the qualifications desired
in the governess of my nieces.”

The “French lady” offered mo remonstrance, and
asked for no explanations, hut, with a flushed face,
arose and retired.

“Better keep clear of counts’ daughters,” said
Uncle John, as the applicant withdrew. “If you
will have a governess for the children, procure one
horn and bred so near at home that you can readily
learn all about her.”

Mrs. Dainty, who was particularly attracted by
the appearance of the French lady, was not alto-
gether pleased with Uncle John’s summary mode
of desPatching her, though alittle startled at the
idea ot getting an impostor in her house.

What next was to be done ? “Suppose we adver-
tise?” said Mrs. Dainty.

“And have your bell-wire broken before ten
oclock the next morning,” replied Uncle John,
“Take my advice, and wait a few days.”

“What good will waiting do? Unless we take
some steps in the direction we wish to go, we shall
never arrive at the end of our journey.”

“Good steps have been taken,” said Uncle John,
cheerfully. “You have already made known to
quite a number of your friends that you want a
governess. The fact will not die; many will re-
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member and speak of it, and somebody will happen
to think of somebody who will just suit you.”

So Mrs. Dainty concluded to wait a few days, and
see what time would bring forth,

On the third morning after the interview with the
French count’s daughter, as Mr. and Mrs. Dainty
and Uncle John sat talking together on the gover-
ness-question, the waiter opened the door, and said
that a young woman wished to speak with Mrs,
Dainty.

“Who is she, and what does she want?” inquired
Mrs. Dainty, with an air of indifference, stroking
the head of her King Charles spaniel, which, instea
of her baby, occupied a comfortable position in
her lap.

The servant went down to gain what information
he could from the visitor touching her business
with Mrs. Dainty, and returned with the informa-
tion that she was an applicant for the situation of
governess in the family, having been informed that
the lady wanted a person in that capacity.

“Tell her to come up,” said Mrs. Dainty. “I
wonder who she can be 7’ was added, as the servant
withdrew.

Uncle John sat with his chin resting on the head
of his cane, apparently s% much engaged with his
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THE ANGEL AND THE DEMON. 15

“Sit down.” Mrs. Dainty spoke with a slight im-
patience. The visitor resumed her chair, while Mr.
Dainty kept his place before the fire, with his eyes
fixed upon her curiously.

“Do you speak French 7" inquired Mrs. Dainty.

“Yes, ma'am.”

“What French school did you attend?”

“1 was with Mr. Picot for six years.”

“Indeed!” There was a new interest in Mrs,
Dainty’s voice. .

“How is it in regard to your musical qualifica
tions ?” she continued.

“1 will satisfy you, madam,” said the applicant,
in a quiet but firm and dignified manner, “in re-
gard to my ability to teach the various branches
ohf a polite education, by references, if you desire
them.”

“Oh, certainly! | shall expect references, of
course.  You don't imagine that | would take an
entire stranger into my house without the most
rigid inquiries touching her character ?”

Miss Harper arose. .

“Do you wish,” said she, “to make any inquiries
about me? Or have you concluded that I will not
suit you ?”

“You can leave your references,” replied Mrs.
Dainty.
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The names of two ladies were given. Mrs. Dainty
had no acquaintance with them, but she knew their
standing.

“That will do,” she replied.

“Shall I call again, or will you send me word if
you desire to see me,” said the young rﬂrl.

“You may call.” Mrs. Dainty spoke in a very
indifferent manner.

The visitor retired.

“I don't like her,” said Mrs. Dainty.

“Why not?” inquired Uncle John, lifting, for the
first time, his chin from the head of his cane.

“Too plebeian,” said Mrs. Dainty.

“Nothing but a countess will do for your young
hopefuls,” retorted Uncle John. “Plebeian! There
is the air of alady in every movement. Take my
advice, and learn all you can about her; and I'm
mistaken if you don’t at once secure her ser-
vices.”

Mrs. Dainty’s heart was set on having a governess;
and, as no better opportunity offered for procuring
one, she made inquiries about Miss Harper, and re-
ceived encouraging information. A family council,
consisting of herself, hushand, and Uncle John, de-
cided in the affirmative on the question of engaging
the youn% lady, who, as she did not return to know
whether her services would be desired or not, was
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18 THE ANGEL AND THE DEMON.

once or twice, the way being opened by a quiet
answer to some remark that broadly displayed her
ignorance.  One result followed this rather meddle-
some interference on the part of Mrs. Dainty. Her
respect for the young governess was materially
heightened.

On the second day, Miss Harper was left in the
undisturbed charge of her young pupils, and she
had a better opportunity for studying their natures.
Agnes, the oldest, she found to be indolent, proud,
and quite ready to imitate the example of her
mother in disrespectful conduct toward herself.
Madeline was of a gentler, more loving, and more
obedient disposition; while George was a rude,
well-spoiled specimen of aboy who showed no in-
clination whatever to come under even the mildest
discipline.

“She’ll never do any thing with them,” said Mrs,
DaintK, in a confident manner, as she sat alone
with her husband and Uncle John, on the evening
of the first day, and talked over the new arrange-
ment.

“Why do you think s0?” asked Uncle John.

“She’s too young and inexperienced. She hasn’t
character enough. Agnes is almost as much of a
woman as she is.”

“Don’t be too sure of that,” said Uncle John.
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“Agnes will have to live very fast if she ever over-
takes Miss Harper.”

“She’s rather an indifferent-looking personage,”
remarked Mr. Dainty, in a careless way, “and
hasn’t stuff enough in her for the management of
three such spirited children as ours.”

Uncle John smiled.

“You are quite taken with her,” said his niece.

‘| haven’t had much time for observation,” re-
plied Uncle John; “but the little | have seen im-
presses me favorahly. Beneath that modest, quiet,
almost timid exterior, there lies, if I am not mis-
taken, far more reserved power than you imagine.
Give her a fair chance, second her efforts in every
attempt she makes to bring the children into order
and subordination, and particularly refrain from
the slightest word in their presence that will lower
her in their respectful regard.”

Mrs. Dainty saw, from the last remark, that she
had erred in a very thoughtless way; and her
cheeks burned a little when Uncle John added,—

“I have heard something of Miss Harper’s history
from a lady friend, who represents her as a very
superior girl, and says that she was raised in a circle
of refined and highly-intelligent people.”

“Oh, well, we can give her atrial. Perhaps she
will do,” replied Mrs. Dainty, in a languid manner.
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THE ANGEL AND THE DEMON. 21

CHAPTER H.
GAINING INFLUENCE.

Having procured a governess for the children—
even if she were not all that was expected in the
individual who was to fill so important a place,—
our fashionable mother felt a weight of care re-
moved from her shoulders. She could now go out
when she pleased, and stay as long as she pleased,
and not suffer from the troublesome consciousness
that she was neglecting her children,—a species of
dereliction that never escaped the watchful eyes of
Uncle John, who had no hesitation about speaking
plainly.

Miss Harper’s experiences with the children on
the first and second days were not very encouraging;
and this was particularly so in the case of Agnes,
whose conduct toward her was exceedingly offensive,

On the third morning, this young lady positively
refused to give her French recitation at the time
required by Miss Harper, declaring that it was her
wish to take a music-lesson. ~ She had overheard
her mother and Uncle John conversing on the sub-
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ject of Miss Harper’s authority over the children,
on which occasion Mrs, Daintr had said,—

“I will have no iron rule with Agnes. Miss
Harper must treat her with that respectful con-
sideration to which a young lady in her position is
entitled. There must be no petty domineering; no
Iordering with upstart authority; no laying down of
aw.”

“Do you expect to he always present with Miss
Harper in the school-room?” Uncle John asked
quietly, as if he was really in earnest.

“Of course not! What a preposterous idea!”
replied Mrs. Dainty.

“Then Miss Harper must have authorit¥ in your
absence.” Uncle John spoke very decidedly.

h “Agnes will never submit to any authority from
er.”

“Why not from her, pray?”

“Because Agnes has reached an age when she
can comprehend the wide difference between their
respective stations.  She is almost a young lady.”

“You are a weak woman, Madeline,” said Uncle
John,—*a very weak woman, and | am almost out
of patience with you. How, do you wish to know,
plainly, how | regard this matter?” .

“Hot particularly.” Mrs Dalnty gaped as she
spoke. '
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24 THE ANGEL AND THE DEMON.

a kind of fascination. It was not anger, nor re-
buke, nor sternness, but the quiet power of a su-
perior mind over that of an inferior. Agnes tried
to withdraw her gaze, but it seemed impossible to
do so. A strange feeling of respect, almost awe
came stealing into her heart and repressing her
dominant selthood. When Miss Harﬁer withdrew
her steady gaze, Agnes almost caught her breath, so
marked was the sense of relief that followed.

“Madeline dear,” said Miss Harper, in a cheerful,
pleasant voice, speaking to the younger sister,
“shall I hear you read now?”

Madeline came smiling to her side, and, lifting
her book to her face, read the lesson which had
been given to her.

“Very well done! You are improving already.”
Miss Harper spoke so encouragingly that Madeline
looked up into her kind face, and said, without
thinking of the place and the occasion, “ Thank
you!” The young governess had already opened e
way into her heart,

“How, Agnes,” said Miss Harper, “if you are
ready with your French lesson, | will hear it.” She
spoke kindly and cheerfully, fixing her eyes at the
same time steadily ugon ner, and with the same
look of quiet power which had subdued her a little
while before.
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“I would rather take my, music-lesson first."
Agnes could not yield without a show of resistance.
Something was due to pride.

“The hours of study were fixed in consultatlon
with your mother," said Miss Harper, mildly; “and
it is my duty as well as yours to act in conformity
therewith."

“Oh, mother won't care!” Agnes spoke with
animation. “1f | prefer this hour to twelve it will
be all the same to her."

“Your mother don't care for her word, Agnes?"
Miss Harper spoke in a tone of surprise.

“I didn’t mean that," was answered, with some
little confusion of manner.  “1 only meant that if
she knew | preferred one time to another she would
not hesitate to gratify mr wishes."

“Very well. - We will consult her this evening,"
said Miss Harper. “And if she. consents to a new
arrangement of the study-hours I will make no ob-
jection. But at present both you and | are bound
to observe existing rules. 1 have no power to
change them if I would. So, come up to the line
cheerfuly, to-day, and to-morrow we will both be
governed by your mother’s decision."

Agnes was subdued. Without a sign of hesita-
tion she went on with her lesson in French, and
said it all the better for this little contention,
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THE ANGEL AND THE DEMON. 21

like a good girl; and so did Madeline.” Miss
Harper showed not the least excitement. Her
voice was calm and her manner even. “How say
yours.”

“A’n’t a-going to.” The persistent little rebel
had no idea of capitulation.

“1 knew a little boy once-----

There was such a pleasant, story-telling tone in
the voice of Miss Harper that George was betrayed
into looking up into her face, when she fixed his eye
as she had, not long before, fixed the eye of his self-
willed sister,

“1 knew a little boy once,” she repeated, “who
had no mother. Before he was as old as you are
now, his mother died and went to heaven. Poor,
dear little fellow! it was a sad day for him when
his good mother died and left him to the care of
strangers.”

George was all attention. Already the unpleasant
lines of frowning disobedience were fading from his
childish countenance, and a gentle, earnest look
coming into his eyes.

“After this little boy’s mother died,” went on the
ﬂoverness, “there was nobody in the house to love

im as she had done. His father was absent all
day, and very often did not get home in the even-
ing until poor little "Willy was fast asleep in bed.
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As itwould not do to leave Willy alone with the
cook and chambermaid, his father got a governess,
who was to have the care of him and teach him all
his lessons. hTow; it so heéfpened that this gover-
ness was not kind and good as Willy’s mother had
been, but was selfish and cruel. She gave him
long, hard lessons, and if he did not get them—
which he often could not—would punish him
cruelly; sometimes by shutting him up in a dark
closet, sometimes by making him go without eat-
ing, and sometimes by whipping him.  And all the
while she managed to make Willy’s father believe
that she was kind and good to him.

“Poor little Willy! He grew pale and sad-
IO?oking, and no wonder. | was at the house one

ay------"

“ Oh, Miss Harper!  Did you know him?” said
George, with a countenance full of interest.

“Yes, dear, | knew little Willy; and | knew his
mother before she died. As I was just saying, |
called one day at the house, a few months after
his mother was taken away from him; and, as the
servant opened the door for me, | heard the voice
of Willy, and he was crying bitterly. All at
once the voice was hushed to a low, smothered
sound.

““What is the matter with Willy?" | ask”d; and
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not moved. ‘Untie my bonnet-strings,” I spoke to
the chambermaid; and the girl took off my
bonnet.

““Jenny,’said | to the chambermaid,—I knew
her name,—*Jenny, | want you to go for "Willy’s
father.”

“Jenny did not hesitate a minute. “There’s no
use in sending for his father,” said the governess.
But we didn’t mind what she said. When Willy’s
father came, she was gone. He was very much dis-
tressed when he saw his dear little boy, and very
angry when | told him about the dark closet. After
that | became Willy’s nurse and teacher. But he
did not stay with us very long. The angels came
for him one lovely summer evening, and bore him
up to the heavenly land; and he is now happy again
with his mother.”

Tears came into the eyes of all the children when
Florence Harper ceased speaking. She had found
the way to their hearts, and, not only this, had lifted
for them just so much of the veil that concealed her
true character as to let them see enough to win
something of love and something of respectful con-
sideration.

The book was still in the hand of George, and, as
he let his eyes fall from the face of Miss Harper,
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they rested on the open page. Nothing was said by
the latter. A few moments of silence passed, and
then George, in a low but rather earnest voice, said
over his lesson.

The young governess had conquered.
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looked her real character for the time. She was a
superior, commanding an inferior, with a complete
consciousness of the qulf that stretched between
them. Her manner, even more than her words, was
offensive to the young governess, whose native in-
dependence and self-respect impelled her at once to
resign her position and leave the house.

“George; Madeline.” She spoke quietly,—almost
indifferently.

“Why don’t you call them as if you had some
life in you?” exclaimed Mrs. Dainty, losing aII
patience.

Miss Harper turned away without a word, and
went up-stairs, intending to put.on her bonnet and
leave the house. Hear her room-door she met Uncle
John, who had overheard the offensive language
of his niece. He saw that the young girl’s face
wore an indignant flush, and that both lips and eyes
indicated a settl ;d purpose.

“What are iiou going to do?” he asked, letting
her see by look and tone that he understood her
feelings.

“1 am going away from here,” she replied, firmly.

“You must not do it,” said Uncle John.

“ Self-respect will not permit me to remain,” an-
swered Florence.

“Feecling must yield to duty, my dear young
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lady,” said Uncle John, with an earnestness that
showed how much he was interested.

“My duty is not here,” was the slowly-spoken
answer.

“QOur duty is where we can do the most good. |
know something of your morning’s trials and wise
discipline. You have done nobly, Florence,—nobly.
There is good in these children, and you must bring

it forth to the light.” )
_ “I_am but human,” said Florence, with a quiver-
ing lip.

“You are gold in the crucible,” replied Uncle
John. “The fire may be very hot, my dear young
friend; but it will leave no mark upon your real
character. It is not every spirit that has a quality
pure enough to meet life’s higher ordeals. No, no:
shrink not from the trials in your way. The lions
are chained, and can only growl and shake at you
their terrible manes. Go back for the children.
For their sakes, draw them to yourself with the
singular power you possess. Be to them all their
mother fails to be. And always regard me as your
friend and advocate.”

Uncle John left her and went back to his own
room. A few moments Florence stood irresolute.
Then, stepping to the head of the stairs, she called
to George, who was pounding at his mother’s door.
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from two to half a dozen blows with her hand.
Wild, angry screams would have followed; and
then the repentant mother would have soothed her
child with promised favors.

“Madeline must see them also,” said Miss Harper,
pausing and stooping over the unhappy little girl.
“Don’t you want to see my picture scrap-hook?”
She spoke very cheerfully.

“Oh, yes, Madeline! Do come ! Miss Harper is
going to show us a hook full of such beautiful
pictures.” .

The voice of George went home. Madeline arose
to her feet. Taking, each, a hand of their gover-
ness, the two children went with light feet up to her
room, and in her hook of pictures soon lost all
marks of their recent unhappy disturbance.

Mrs. Dainty appeared at the dinner-table in a had
humor, and commenced scolding about the new
Joverness.

“She’ll have to do better than this, before | am
.uited with her,” she said, captiously.

“What’s the matter now?” asked Mr. Dainty, in
a manner that exhibited some annoyance.

“Matter!” replied his wife. “1 guess you’d think
it was some matter, if, when you came in late, tired
and hungry, the whole body of children were to
hover around you with their thousand wants and



THE ANGEL AND THE DEMON. 37

complaints. It’s Miss Harper’s business to keep
them out of the way. She’s paid for doing it. |
had to call her down from her room, and when |
spoke to her sharply she turned herself from me
with an air of offended dignity that was perfectly
ridiculous.  The upstart! I shall have it out with
her this afternoon.  Ho domestic shall treat me with
even a shadow of disrespect. | scarcely think she
comprehends her true position in the family; but
| will enlighten her fully.”

The children listened with wide open ears, from
Agnes down to George. Mr. Dainty made no re-
sponse, and IJncle John merely remarked, “1 hope
Eou will think twice before you act once in this

usiness of defining Miss Harper’s position and
making yourself clearly understood. My advice
]ics, to be very sure that you understand yourself
Irst.”

There was nothing to offend in the manner of
Uncle John. He spoke in sober earnest.

“Mother,” said Agnes, breaking in through the
pause that followed Uncle John’s remark, “did you
say that | should take my French lesson first?”

“Ho:who said that | did?" Mrs. Dainty answered,
without a moment’s reflection.

“Why, Miss Harper said so, and made me give
my French recitation befol{e | was ready for it.”
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countenance of his niece. “If I am not mistaken,
| heard you tell Miss Harper that you thought the
hour from twelve to one the best for music.”

“Maybe | did,” answered Mrs.Dainty, pettishly;
*but | didn’t fix it as a law more binding than the
statutes of the Medes and Persians. Something was
left to the girl’s own discretion.”

“And | think it will be found on examination,”
said Uncle John, “that she used the discretion
wisely.”

“Oh, hut she said"—Agnes had taken her cue
from her mother—“that the hours for study had
positively been fixed by mother, and that she had
no authority to vary them in the least.”

“Preposterous!™ ejaculated Mrs. Dainty.

“What’s the news to-day?” said Uncle John,
turning to Mr. Dainty. “Any thing of importance
stirring in the city ?”

He wished to change a subject the discussion of
which could do nothing but harm among the children.

The answer of Mr. Dainty led the conversation
into an entirely new channel. Once or twice, during
the dinner-hour, Mrs. Dainty tried to renew her
complaints against the governess; but Uncle John
managed to throw her off, and so the matter was
dropped for the time.
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CHAPTER IV.
WORTH AND PRETENSION,

The manner in which Florence Harper met the
insolence of Mrs. Dainty—we give her conduct its
true designation— chafed that high-spirited lady
exceedingly. She could neither forget nor forgive
such conduct in an inferior. “What right had she to
exhibit an independent spirit “—to show a womanly
pride that would not brook an outrage ? The very
thought made the hot blood leap along the veins
of indignant Mrs. Dainty. Oh, yes. She would
“have it out with her!”  So, toward the middle
of the afternoon, Florence was sent for, and she
went down to the sitting-room where Mrs. Dainty
was alone. Uncle John was on the alert. He had
remained in his own apartment, listening, with the
door ajar, for nearly an hour, and heard the sum-
mons given to Florence. He was in the sitting-room
almost as eoon as she was, and in time to prevent
an interview, the result of which would, in all pro-
bability, be the withdrawal of Miss Harper from the
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gone, raised up again from the ground and lifted
the bud into the warm sunshine that was coming
abroad.

“It was very different when the gentle, loving
sunshine came and asked the two green leaves to
unclasp themselves and let the bud grow into a
flower, that the sweetness might come out of its
little heart. Greener and softer grew these leaves,
and they seemed almost to smile with pleasure, as
they gently fell back from the swelling bud, that
opened and opened in the face of the sunshine until
it became a beautiful flower, the perfume in its
heart filling all the air around.”

Miss Harper paused.

“What a sweet story!” said Madeline, looking
still into the face of her governess, and with won-
dering eyes, for she felt, child as she was, that the
story had a signification.

“Love and kindness are always better than
anger,” said Miss Harper, answering the child’s
eyes.

“The sunshine was love?” said Madeline.

“Yes; and the cold wind was anger.”
h_‘iab\nd what was the flower?” asked the
child.

“You and George are human flowers, dear;”
and, from the swelling love in her pure spirit, Miss
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Harper pressed a kiss on the lips of both the
children.

“Am | a flower?” asked George.

“1 call you a little human flower,” answered the
governess,—“a little human flower, with love in
your heart, hidden away there like sweetness in the
heart of the hud I was telling you about.  Will you
let me be your sunshing?”

The wayward hoy flung his arms around the neck
of Florence and clasped her tightly, hut without
speaking. He felt more than he could utter.

A tear dropped upon the hand of Afgnes, as sho
sat upon the stairs near the door of the study-
room. It seemed to her as if heaven were in that
room, while she was on the outside. Never in her
life had she felt so strangely; never had such a
sense of desolation oppressed her. That lesson of
the bud, the wind, and the sunshine,—how deeply
it had sunk into her heart! Acting from m
sudden impulse, she started up, and, going in
where the young governess sat with an arm
drawn around each of the two children, she said,
with burning eyes, and a voice unsteady from
emotion,—

“Be my sunshine also, Miss Harper!  Oh, he my
sunshine! | have long enough been hurt by the
angry wind!”
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CHAPTER VI.
THE GOVERNESS DISMISSED,

“How do you like your governess?” inquired a
fashionable friend, who was making a call upon
Mrs. Dainty.

Mrs. Dainty shook her head and pursed up her
lips in a vulgar way that was natural to her.

“Hot perfect, of course,” said the friend.

“Ho,—not within a thousand miles of perfec-
tion.”

“An American girl, | presume?”

“Yes.” The lip of Mrs. Dainty assumed a curl
of contempt.

“Poor American girls are an indifferent set,” re-
marked the lady. “A’n’t you afraid that your
children will, imperceptibly, imbibe her low habits
and vulgar ways of speaking?”

“Yes; that is my greatest fear. Already | think
| see a change.”

“1 wouldn’t keep her an hour, if that were the
case,” said the lady. “Ho, not for the fraction of
an hour!” she added, with emphasis. “I had al-
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most as soon see my children vicious as vulgar; for
vice may be eradicated, but vulgarity is a stain
nothing can polish out.”

“And, to add to her offence,” remarked Mrs.
Dainty, “she has assumed an upstart authority
which has kept the house in hot water ever since
she came into it. The children, and particularly
Agnes, will not submit to her rules and exac-
tions.”

“Why don’t you pack her off? 1'd do it in less
than no time,” said the refined acquaintance.

“I've about made up my mind to do it, and in
spite of all opposition.”

“Qpposition! Who has any right to oppose 7" .

“ That fussy old uncle of mine is always meddling .
in our affairs—IJncle John.”

“Why do you keep him about the house?”

“He’s my mother’s brother,” replied Mrs. Dainty.
She could have given a better reason; but it would
have been at the expense of an exposure of selfish-
ness she did not care to make.

“1f he were my mother’s great-grandfather, he
couldn’t find harbor in my house if he interfered in
what didn’t concern him,” said the lady.

Mrs. Dainty sighed.  Uncle John was a great
trouble to her, for he would say what he thought
and do what he pleased6 But then Uncle John
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“If yon desire it.”

“Oh, 1 do desire it above all things.”

“I will see the lady for you.”

“How kind in you!” :

“ Shall I say that you wish to engage her?”

“Oh, by all means!”

“What will you do with your American girl?”
asked the lady.

“Give her notice to quit immediately. She shall
not pass another night under this roof: my mind is
made up to that. The way she has acted this day
decides me.”"

II7At what time shall 1 tell this English lady to
call?”

“I will see her at four this afternoon.”

“Very well.” !

“In the mean time 1 will close up matters with
ikiss Harper,”

“Is that the name of your present governess?”
inqu\i{red the lady, evincing some interest.

13 eS.”

“Florence Harper?”

“Yes. Do you know any thing about her?”

“I knew her mother when | was a girl,” replied
the lady,—"though I never fancied her a great
deal. She had too much mock dignity for me,
She married very well, and for some time moved in
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moderately good society. But her, hushand failed
in business several years ago, and died shortly
afterward, | think. So it is her daughter you have
for a governess! How things will come around!
There was a time when she seemed to think |
wasn't good enough to associate with her; and now
her daughter has come down to the position of a
hireling.  Well, well! Isn’t this a queer world ?
If Florence is like her mother, I don't think she
will suit.”

“ She puts on airs above her station,” said Mrs.
Dainty.

“An inherited fault. Her mother had a way of
looking down upon everybody. 1 couldn’t bear her!”

“Humph! This spawn of hers actually assumed
to put herself on a level with me, and to ‘approve’
my opinions in regard to the children’s education!
| was too provoked!”

“You'll always have trouble with her,” said, the
lady. “The stock isn't right. Is Agnes taking
lessons in music?” she inquired, in a pause that fol-
lowed. The sound of a piano had for some time
been heard.

Mrs. Dainty drew out her watch as she answered
in the affirmative. She saw that it was half-past
twelve o’clock. A moment or two she listened,
while a serious expression came into her face.
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mother noticed this, and her blood grew hot as she
imagined the cause to he a crushed spirit under the
iron rule of Miss Harper. Uncle John had made it
his business to see a great deal more of what was
going on than any one imagined. He understood
the state of Agnes’s mind far better than did her
mother. All was coming right, he saw, and his
wise heart, so full of interest for the children, felt
a burden of care removed. After dinner he went
out,

“Just what | wished for,” said Mrs. Dainty to
herself, as she saw him take his hat and cane. *“I
will make clean work of it with this langel’ of
yours: see if | don’t !”

“Tell Miss Harper that I wish to see her in my
room,” Mrs. Dainty spoke to a servant, half an hour
later.  The servant carried the message to the go-
verness, who obeyed the summons without a mo-
ment’s delay

“1 have sent for you Miss Harper, to say what
you must have yourself inferred —that you will not
suit me for a governess.”

Mrs. Dainty spoke coldly,—almost severely. That
Florence was surprised, her suddenly-heightened
color showed plainly. She caught her breath, and,
for a few moments, looked bewildered. Mrs. Dainty
observed this, and said—
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“You have no reason to he surprised or disap-
pointed, miss. | told you in the beginning that 1
didn’t think you would suit; and I have never seen
cause for a moment to change my mind since you
came into the house. Instead of falling into you
place and doing your duty as became one in youi
position, you have done nothing but keep me and
the children in hot water from the day you entered
the house. When you get a good situation again,
take my advice, and be content with a hireling’s
place, and don’t assume .the airs of a mistress. Ho
lady will have her children domineered over as you
have domineered over mine.”

“Mrs. Dainty, | repel------"

“Hot aword to me, miss! Hot aword to me!”
replied the lady, imperiously. I permit no one in
my house to answer back. Here are your wages for
the time you have been instructing the children.
Take the money, and go !”

Miss Harper did not touch the money, but turned
away, and was leaving the room.

“Miss Harper!” The voice of Mrs. Dalnty had
in it a commanding tone.

Florence paused, and turned partly around.

“Why don't you take the money? say I”

“1 cannot receive pay for services that are o
poorly regarded,” was her calmly-spoken answer.
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house.” And little self-willed George made for the
door, in his determined way.

“You George! Come back this instant!” cried
his mother, in anger.

“A’n’t a-going to,” replied the little rebel.

“George I”

“A’n’t a-going to!” sounded resolutely down
from the stairs.

“I’II'punish you !”

“Don’t care ! Miss Harper ! Miss Harper !”

Almost like a fury did the mother rush away
after her child. He heard her coming, and ran to
Miss Harper for protection. She had gone to her
own apartment : not seeing her in the study-room,
the child knew where to find her.

“ G0 back to your mother, George " said Florence,
speaking firmly, but kindly, as the child rushed
toward her.

“A’n't a-going to !”

“Oh, yes ; Georgie must.”

“Ho, no! A’nt a-going to !”

“This is the way you encourage disobedience in
my children I exclaimed Mrs. Dainty, as she swept
into the room at the moment when Miss Harper
was stooping down to kiss the little boy in the ful-
ness of her swelling love. “QOut of my house ! and
quickly ”
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Grasping George by an arm, she bore him, scream-
ing, from the room; and, as his cries came back to
her from the distance, Miss Harper could hear ming-
ling with them the sound of passionate blows.

“Poor children!” she said. *“ There is good in
them, but how sadly overgrown by weeds! With
such a mother, what hope is there ? But | must not
linger here. For their sakes | would have remained,
even though suffering insult daily. Ho choice is
left me, however, and | must go.”

As Miss Harper passed the door of Mrs. Dainty’s
room, on her way down-stairs, dressed to leave the
house, she heard the sobbing of George and Made-
line, mingled with stormy words that were passing
between Agnes and her mother. The purport of
these she did not stop to hear, but hurried on, and,
without seeing or speaking to any one, took her
silent departure. ~ #
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“Mrs. Dainty does not wish me any longer to
hold the place of governess to her children,” said
Florence.

Uncle John was silent for some moments. He
then said,—

“How did this happen? Tell me every thing
freely.”

Florence related what had passed between her
and Mrs. Dainty at the hurried interview preceding
her departure from the house.

“You must go back again,” said Uncle John,
after Florence had finished her brief narrative.

“ Impossible I was her firm answer.

“ Say not so, Florence.”

“Impossible, Mr. Fleetwood ! Impossible! | am
not strong enough to bear all this insult and indig-
nity. | can suffer pain, or even death; but my
spirit will not brook humiliation like this! Only
gor the children’s sake have | remained up to this

ay.”

“And only for their sakes would I still have you
remain,” said Uncle John.

“But the door is shut against me; and I will
never knock to have it opened,” said the young girl,
with an indignant spirit; “never! never!” She
repeated the words very firmly.

“The door must be opened for you, and without
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the preliminary of a knock. Leave all that to me,”
said Uncle John.

By this time they had reached a small house in
a part of the city where persons in moderate
((:jircumstances reside, and both paused at the

oor.

“Will you come in, Mr. Fleetwood?” said Miss
Harper, speaking in a tone of unusual familiarity.
“Aunt Mary will, 1 know, be glad to see you.”

“Yes, | must go in, and have a little more talk
with you, and a little conference with good Aunt
Mary.”

In the next moment they passed together into
the house,—the manner of Uncle John being that
of a man who was entering a familiar place. In
the small, neatly-furnished sitting-room to which
both proceeded they found a plainly-dressed lady,
somewhat advanced in years. She was reading in a
volume that seemed to have been taken up casually,
as her knitting-work was in her lap.

“How are you, Mrs. Elder?” said Uncle John, in
the familiar voice of a friend; and he took the old
lady’s hand and shook it cordially.

“Right well, and right glad to-see you, Mr.
Fleetwood,” was the frank, cheerful response, as
she returned the hearty pressure of Uncle John’s
hand. “But to what c7ause am | indebted for
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ven that their angels do always behold the face of
Our Father. I urged, you see, Mrs. Elder, no light
motive.”

The eyes and countenance of Florence both
drooped to the floor, and she remained sitting al-
most motionless.

“1 must know all the facts in the case, Mr. Fleet-
wood, before I can say a word touching the duty of
my niece. What she sees to be right she has the
courage to do, and, if my eyes can aid her in seeing
right, 1 will gIadIy lend her their more experienced
vision. Let me have the whole story of this new
trouble with Mrs. Dainty.”

In as few words as possible, Florence rehearsed
what had passed between her and Mrs. Dainty,
giving to her auditors that lady’s emphatic and in-
sulting terms of dismissal.

Mrs. Elder remained gravely silent for some
minutes after Florence had ceased speaking ; while
Mr. Fleetwood waited patiently to get the conclu-
sion of her thoughts,

“I don't see that it is possible for Florence to
go back again,” said the old lady, speaking as if
thatdview of the case were clearly settled in her
mind.

“Extreme cases require extreme measures,” said
Mr. Fleetwood. “I treat my niece, for most of the
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time, as if she were partially demented. And so
she is; for vanity and love of the world have in
a measure dethroned her reason. She was my
favorite when a little girl; and I remained strongly
attached to her as she grew up toward womanhood,
—though I could not he over-patient with the
fashionable follies to which she showed far too early
an inclination. For some years | have heen alto-
gether out of heart with her, and see no hope of
her reformation, except through virtue of some
great calamity. But she has children, to whom all
my love is transferred,—children who may he
trained to good or warped to evil. | had almost
come to despair of them, when a bright day re-
newed old acquaintanceship, and | discovered in
your excellent niece all the qualities needed to save
these children. How wisely, lovingly, and.un-
selfishly she has performed her task so far | need
not repeat to you, Mrs. Elder, for | have told Kou
every word before.  And now, do you think |
can give her up? Ho, no. She must return.
But I will make the way as easy for her as pos-
sible.  All the rough plaoes I cannot hope to make
even; hut she has courage to walk, if she knows
the voice of duty, even where sharp stones are
certain to cut her tender feet. Already she has
won her way into the hearts of the children, and
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formed by no other hands if we refuse to do it,
involves no Iight responsibility. ~ The perversion,
corruption, and final ruin of an immortal soul is a
fearful thought.”

A deep sigh fluttered the bosom of Florence Har-
per; but she made no remark.

“If amother neglect her high duties in this re-
gard,” said Mrs. Elder, “can we say that another
becomes responsible in her stead ?”

Florence raised her head and listened with
marked interest for Mr. Fleetwood’s answer to this
quelstion. He reflected @ moment, and then made
reply:—

“For the work God sets before us are we alone
responsible. His love for his children is so great
that he is ever providing the means to help them
to a knowledge of the good that is needful to secure
their happiness. |f those appointed by nature to
do good to his little ones neglect their high trust,
he leads others to a knowledge of their wants; and,
if these pass by unmoved to kindness, he still offers
the heavenly work to other hands.” *

The head of Florence again drooped, and again
her bosom trembled with a sigh.

“I'do not ask Florence to return to our house
to-day,” said Mr. Fleetwood. “She must have a
little time for rest and reflection, and I must have
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a little time for observation and management at
home. The meaning of this hasty step on the part
of my niece | do not comprehend. Something lies
behind it that | must make out clearly before
acting.”

“I will see you in the morning, Florence,” added
the old gentleman, on rising to go. Then, taking
her hand, he said, very earnestly, and with slight
emotion,—

“Ever regard me as your friend,—nay, more
than a friend—as a father. Do not fear that |
will advise you to any course of action in this
matter that | would not advise you to take were
Eou ilndeed my own child—as—as you might have

een!”

The voice of the old man grew strangely veiled
with feeling as he uttered, in something of an
absent way, the closing words of the last sentence.

“Yes! yes! asyou might have been, Florence!”
repeated Mr. Fleetwood, with sudden energy, catch-
Ln_g lqt the hand of the young girl and pressing it to

IS lips.

“Tell her all! yes, tell her all™ he added,
turning to Mrs. Elder in a hurried, excited man-
ner. “Her presence moves me strangely, and
memories of the past are.too strong for an old
man’s feelings.”
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you, whom he rightly knew only through my re-
presentation of your character. | think you will
see it best to return to your post.”

“1 can only go back through Mrs. Dainty's invita-
tion, and, I was going to say, after her apology.”

“1 Withhold for the present that last condition,”
said Aunt Mary. “I doubt not, when the time
comes, the way In which your feet should walk will
be made very plain.”
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CHAPTER VIII.
THE NEW GOVERNESS.

M rs. Dainty Was asleep in her easy-chair, and the
children, with no governess to interest or instruct
them, were ranging through the house at will, and
finding their own amusements, when the educated
English lady arrived, and sent up her card.

“Mrs. Jeckyl—Jeckyl: who 1s she? | have no
acquaintance by that name,” said Mrs. Dainty, as
she looked at the card through her half-awake eyes.
“What kind of a person is she ?”

“She’s dressed in black,” replied the waiter.

“Have you ever seen her before?” inquired Mrs.
Dainty.

“Ho, ma’am.”

“1s she genteel-looking? Has she the appearance
of a lady?”

“She walks like a lady,” replied the discrimi-
nating waiter; “but her black is a little rusty.”

“Somebody that wants charity, | suppose,” said
Mrs. Dainty, with a look of disgust and an impatient
toss of the head. “Go down and say that | am
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two small, gray, piercing eyes, that seemed to go
right throu%h Mrs. Dainty. Her widow’s weeds, as
the waiter had informed his mistress, were a little
rusty; and the same might he said of her com-
plexion.  Her nose was rather a marked feature for
prominence and size; her lips were delicate in com-
parison with the rest of her face, and had a certain
flexibility which showed them to he quick indicators
of feeling. The whole aspect of the face made upon
Mrs. Dainty, at the first glance, rather an unfavor-
able impression; and she seemed to he pushed from
rather than drawn toward the woman.

“Mrs. Jeckyl?” she said, assuming afrank, smiling
courtesy, as she came forward and offered her hand.

“My name.” And the visitor bowed with a re-
served dignity, giving only the tips of her fingers to
Mrs. Dainty.

“Mrs. Ashton desired you to call ?”

“Yes, ma'am. She said you were about changing
your governess, and would like to see me on the
subject.”

The woman’s manner a little embarrassed Mrs.
Dainty: there was in it an air of conscious supe-
riority that rather overawed her.'

“1 have dismissed an upstart American girl, who
took on airs with both me and my children,” replied
Mrs. Dainty, with considerable warmth.
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“American girls, I have observed,” said the visitor,
“are apt to forget themselves in the respect you
mention. It grows naturally out of your system
of government, | presume. This equality of the
people must often show itself as an offensive element
In society. | have been many times annoyed by it
since | came to America.”

“Oh, it’s dreadful' replied Mrs. Dainty. “Dread-
full”

*Like other evils,” was replied, “it will, I sup-
pose, cure itself in time. People who can afford to
be independent will throw off the rude familiars
who thrust themselves too far in advance of their
right positions.”

“Exactly so, as | have done in the case of Miss
Harper, whom | sent off without a moment’s
warning, for the offence of presumption. She verf/
foolishly imagined that her judgment and her will
touching the children were superior to mine, and
ventured to set me at naught in their eyes. It was
abold experiment on her part, and proved, of course,
a failure.”

“If all American ladies would act with a like
decision of character,” said Mrs. Jeckyl, *a needed
reform would take place much sooner than it is
likely to occur while things go on as at present.
But to the purpose of rréy visit. - You desire, as |
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one has entered. This will prevent a brief but un-
pleasant struggle for the mastery. You understand
me?”

“ Certainly.”

“And will remain?”’

Mrs. Jecky! reflected for some time.

“1 see exactly what you wish to accomplish,” she
said, “and sympathize with you entirely. To-mor-
row would suit me better; yet troublesome diffi-
culties may pile themselves up between this and
to-morrow.”

“An ounce of prevention is worth a pound of
cure,” remarked Mrs. Dainty.

“It is, as every one has proved a hundred times
in life,” said the new governess.

“It will be wise for us, then, to use the ounce of
prevention.”

“It will,” replied Mrs. Jeckyl.
~ “Then you will at once assume your new duties
in my family ?’

“Yes.”

“lam delighted at your compliance!” said Mrs.
Dainty, pleased as an impulsive child in gaining
some desired object. “We shall soon have a new
order of things that will defy Uncle John’s petty
interference. Come with me, and | will take you to
your room and then introduce you to my children.”
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CHAPTER IX.
THE SHADOW OP EVIL.

Showing the room was a simple affair, but when
it came to showing up the children the matter as-
sumed rather a complicated aspect. Agnes was the
first whom Mrs. Dainty ventured to introduce to the
NeW OoVerness.

“My oldest daughter, Mrs. Jeckyl,” she said, as
Agnes, who had been summoned to the study-room,
entered with a grave, half-wondering, perceptibly-
clouded face. “Agnes, Mrs. Jeckyl, our new go-
verness, who takes the place of Miss Harper.”

Agnes, who had advanced to within a few steps
of her mother and Mrs. Jeckyl, stopped suddenly.
The quicker-flowing blood dred her face to a deep
crimson.  The tall, repulsive-looking Englishwoman
—repulsive to the sight of Agnes—advanced
step and offered her hand; but, instead of taking
the extended hand, Agnes merely returned her
sharp penetrating look, with one half fearful and
half repugnant.
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ing tyrant, but as a sympathizing instructor. 1 shall
not be over-exacting, though earnest in seeking
your improvement. Do not fear that | will require
you to run where only the skill to walk is possessed.
Let us be friends in the beginning.”

And she seized the hand of Agnes and gave it a
warm pressure.

Mrs. Dainty was delighted at this; it was so dif-
ferent from the cold, unbending manner of Florence
Harper. She saw in it the polished complaisance
of a superior, educated woman, in contrast with the
weak, upstart pretensions of a presuming American
girl elevated by circumstances into a position of
authority. .

But Agnes was not to be won over so easily.
Young eyes often see deeper at the first glance than
old ones. The hand taken by Mrs. Jeckyl gave
no returning pressure. Mrs. Dainty was chafed at
this, and said, with some impatience of manner,
yet in a low tone, meant only for the ears of her
daughter—
~ “This is unladylike ! Try and show a little breed-
Ing.”

“Oh, never fear, madam,” spoke out, in a free
way, the new governess, who had heard the admoni-
tion: “we will be good friends enough. Your
daughter must have time to make my acquaintance.
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First impressions are rarely continued. ~ She will
find me considerate, just, and sympathizing. | have
been young, and can well remember the days of
girlhood. Indeed, the child in me is not all extin-
guished yet. I like your daughter’s face, and see in
It the index of a mind to which judicious culture
will give strength and beautK

“Thank you for the prophecy,” said Mrs. Dainty,
highly pleased with this well-timed remark. “I
have seen that Agnes possessed more than ordinary
endowments, and that all she wanted was a judicious
instructor, who could he at the same time awise and
loving friend. Be that to her, Mrs. Jeckyl, and you
will have our everlasting gratitude.”

“Trust me, madam, that I will seek the highest
good of your children in all things,” was replied in
a manner that was meant to he impressive, hut
which so thinly veiled the hypocrite that Agnes,
whose eyes were upon the woman’s face, curled her
lip in almost involuntary contempt.

“Call George and Madeline,” said Mrs. Dainty,
hut little encouraged hy Agness reception of the
governess, and anxious to get matters settled be-
tween this latter personage and the children as
quickly as possible.

Agnes left the room, and soon returned with her
brother and sister.  Madeline entered with a de-
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George, over whom she had hut little influence,
and spoke very pleasantly,—* let me present you to
Mrs. Jeckyl, who is to be your governess In the
place of Miss Harper.”

But the child, instead of advancing toward Mrs,
feckyl, stepped back slowly,—as if the woman’s
eyes were two broad, strong hands, pushing her
away,—receding until she stood against the wall.

“Madeline! Come here this moment! "What do
you mean?” Mrs. Dainty spoke sharply.

The child now moved, sideling, along the wall,
keeping her gaze fixed, as by a kind of fascination,
upon Mrs. Jeckyl, until she came opposite™to where
her mother was sitting.  Then, not withdrawing
her eyes for an instant from the strange woman’s
fage, she came forward and stood by her mother’s
sidle.

“This is my second daughter, Madeline,” said
Mrs. Dainty, pushing the child toward Mrs. Jeckyl.

“How are you, my dear?” Mrs. Jeckyl, seeming
not to observe the intense repugnance of the child,
reached out a hand, and, taking hold of Madeline,
drew her almost forcibly to her side.

“What a nice little girl!” she said, holding her
tightly in one hand, and smoothing her hair with
the other. “What sweet curls! Wkere did you
get them, dear?”
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But Madeline, with a flushed, half-frightened
face, tried to release herself from the woman’s firm
grip.

“What dear children you have!” said Mrs.
Jeckyl, now insinuating an arm around Madeline,
and continuing to smooth her hair with gentle but
reqularly-repeated passes. “We shall be the best
of friends in a little while. | shall love them very
much.”

Once or twice Madeline, over whose face rapid
changes were passing, (at one moment it was deeply
flushed, and at the next overspread by a strange
pallor,) made a spring in the effort to release her-
self. But the hand of Mrs. Jeckyl, that was upon
her arm, tightened to a vice-like grasp, while the
other intermitted not for an instant its regular
rr]n(_)tions, just above, or slightly touching, her

air.

“We shall be very good friends, madam—the
best of friends. | always attach children strongly.”
Mrs. Jeckyl spoke confidently, and like one wholly
at her ease.

At this moment Mrs. Dainty became oppressed
with a feeling of vague terror, united with an almost
intolerable repugnance toward Mrs, Jeckyl; and it
was with an effort that she overcame the impulse to
spring forward and snatch Madeline from her invest-
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Mrs. Jeckyl, and her young lips compressed and
resolute.

“You do know something of the child.” She
spoke out boldly. “For you brought her to my
mother’s house. Her present condition is the work
of your hands, and you can restore her in a moment
if you will.”

Mrs. Jeckyl’s countenance grew almost livid with
rage; and she glared at Adele, as if seeking to blast
her with her burning eyes. But the young girl
stood without a quailing glance, and looked up
steadily into her face.

“Itis as | say, and you know it.” There was no
sign of fear or embarrassment in the voice of the
brave young girl.

“Then act quickly!” said Mr. Dainty.

“Oh, Mrs. Jeckyl, help us if you can! Break the
sFeII that rests on our dear child!” Mrs. Dainty
clasped her hands and spoke imploringly.

But the woman stirred not from the place where
she stood.

“She can do it if she will.” It was Adele who
spoke, and her voice was clear and confident,

Mrs. Jeckyl again scowled upon her, like a wild
animal at bay.

“I have sent for the doctor,” said Mr. Fleetwood,
returning to the room where the excited family
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“1 will do it only on one condition,” said the
woman.

“Name it,” replied Mr. Dainty.

“1 am now in the hands of an officer?”

“You are; and arrested on the serious charge of
child-stealing.”

“The condition is this: that | be permitted to
leave your house, and that no effort be made to
arrest me after my departure.”,

“Make no conditions with her,” spoke out Mr.
Fleetwood.

“As you like,” answered the woman, coldly.

“I am not sure that I can make conditions now,”
said Mr. Dainty. “You are already in the hands
of the law.”

“Then I will not touch your child. She may
sleep until the day of doom, for me ! And she will
sleep until I choose to awaken her.”

“Wretch! Fiend! Devil!” ejaculated Uncle John,
moving about the room, greatly excited.

“Thank you!” said Mrs. Jeckyl, with a quiet
Sneer.

Mr. Dainty now drew the police-officer aside, and
held a low, hurried conversation with him.

“Restore this child, if it is in your power to do
s0,” said the latter, turning from Mr. Dainty and
approaghing Mrs. Jeckyl.21
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CHAPTER XXTTT.
THE ANGEL STRONGER THAN THE DEMON.

“I have Wronged you, Miss Harper,” whispered
Mrs. Dainty.

It cost the weak, proud woman an effort to make
this acknowledgment. But Madeline’s arms were
around hoth of their necks, and the child was cling-
ing to both with a half-trembling eagerness. This
confession made all the rest easy.

“Return to us,” she added, “and be to my chil-
dren what you once were.”

“Do come back again!” It was the pleading
voice of Madeline. *Oh, | wish you had never
gone away!”

Florence felt a shudder run through the child’s
body, as if some fearful image had been presented
to her mind.

“Say you will come back, and take your old
place, Miss Harper,” urged Mrs. Dainty.

The arm of Madeline which was around her
mother’s neck withdrew itself and joined the arm
that circled the neck of I;Igrence.
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curiously, glancing, as slie spoke, toward the win-
dows. “Is it morning ?

“Ho: the day is nearly done. It lacks scarcely
an hour to sunset.”

“Is it o late?” Madeline looked serious, and
her face passed from transient light into shadow.

“Yes. You have slept along time. But come,
dear, you must get dressed for tea.”

Madeline looked up at Miss Harper with a kind
of vague wonder in her countenance, and then let
her eyes wander slowly about the room, as if search-
ing for some person or object,

“Haven't | been away from here, Miss Harper?”
she inquired, looking at Florence.

“Why do you ask that question ?”

“I'm sure it isn’t all just a dream. That Mrs,
Jeckyl! Oh, dear! | feel so strangely!” And
Madeline laid her hand upon her breast.

“Don't think of any thing, dear, but the happy
?resent,” said Florence, smiling into the little girl’s
ace.

But the eyes of Madeline were filling with tears,
and their expression had become very sad.

“Oh, it was so dreadful!”

“What was dreadful, Maddy?” her mother
asked.

“1 don't know,” she answered, in a bewildered
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and clean. The excitement of all this quickened
and diverted her mind. When fully attired, and
ready to join the anxious, expectant family, Florence
said to her,—

“1 think your father and Uncle John are in the
sitting-room. ~ Shall we go down ?’

She held out her hand. Madeline drew back for
a moment.

“Come, dear?” Florence spoke cheerily. “I
know Uncle John wants to see his pet.”

Madeline took the hand of Miss Harper, who led
her down-stairs and into the sitting-room.  Mr,
Dainty, old Mr. Fleetwood, Agnes, and little George
were there. Miss Harper gave each a warning
glance, which was understoo

“Wide awake, pet?” said Uncle John, in a cheer-
ful, affectionate voice. “What a nice long sleep
you have had!”

Mr. Dainty and Agnes avoided any remark, or,
indeed, any exhibition of more than common
interest. George ran up to Madeline, kissed her
lovingly, and drew his arm around her waist. But
he had been cautioned by his sister, and so made no
allusion to recent exciting events.

“ Georgie,” whispered Madeling, putting her lips
close to her brother’s ear, “ Miss Harper IS coming
to live here again.”
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and no eye that then read her countenance mistook
Its true expression.

Uncle John thanked his niece with his eyes, but
said nothing.

“A'n’tyou glad? lam!™ And George danced
about the room, in his wild, impulsive way.
“Hurrah for Miss Harper, and death on Old
Snakes !”

Young America was losing himself.

“Georgie ! Georgie?” Agnes spoke in warning
and reproof. Mr. Dainty raised his finger; and
Uncle John said, “Hush?” But the boy’s blood
was up, and he rattled on :—

“But didn’t I give it to her just now? Didn't
| make her mad, though? Old Snakes! | reckon
they heard me round the corner. If she comes
here again, I'll shoot her! Old rip! Old hag!
Old Snakes!”

“George ! Stop this instant I” said Mr. Dainty,
in a stern voice.

“Was she here?” asked Madeline, her face grow-
ing suddenly pale.

Agnes took the boy’s hand and led him away.

“Come with me to the school-room,” said Flo-
rence, with sudden animation. “I war:t to see how
it looks there.” And she drew Madeline toward
the door. “We had some pleasant times there,
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precious volume, and | think you always loved to
hear them. Shall it he a Bible story now?”

Florence was looking down upon the face of her
pupil. 1ts expression suddenly changed into one of
strong repugnance, and, with an impatient gesture
she said—

“Ho 'l don’t want to hear a Bible story!”

Florence was shocked by the tone and manner
of the child more than by her words.

“Not a story from the Divine Book, Maddy
dear?” she said, in a voice touched by an irre-
pressible sadness. “Oh, you cannot mean what
Kou have said ! Angels are present with us in the

oly word; and they bring to our souls peace and
happiness. Let me read to you about the birth of
our Saviour in Bethlehem.”

Miss Harper opened to the second chapter of
Matthew: as she did so, Madeline turned her head
away. Miss Harper began,—

“Now, when Jesus was born------"

The instant these words reached the ears of Made-
ling, she sprung upon the volume in the hands of
Miss Harper, and would have torn the open pages,
if she had not been prevented. Her countenance
was flushed almost to congestion, and her eyes
gleamed with an evil Iighzg.
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“There were other attendants on that baby, be-
sides those visible to human eyes.”

The hands of Madeline were raised quickly, but
the closing words of the sentence arrested the
movement.

“The mother did not see them; the father did
not see them : but still they were there.”

The hands of Madeline began to fall, and her ear
slightly turned, listening, toward Florence.

“| said they were not visible to human eyes,”
resumed Miss Harper. Madeline looked uF, be-
guiled into wonder. “But they were as really pre-
sent, and as near the baby, as its parents. Ho,—not
both of them.” The last sentence was spoken in a
changed tone, as if it involved some special mean-
ing.

“Hot both? Who were they ?” asked Madeline,
her interest beginning to be excited.

“The one that stood near the babe,” said Miss
Harper, “had the form of a beautiful woman just
passed upward from sweet young girlhood. Her
countenance was lovelier, and purer in expression,
than that of any face ever seen by you in a picture.
She bent over the babe with clasped hands, gazing
down upon it with looks of wondering love; an
when it smiled her face grew suddenly radiant,
The other,” (Miss Harper’s voice fell lower, and
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iang_elic sphere as something tender, pure, and
oving.”

“But what of the had spirit?” asked Madeline,
with increasing interest.

“The bad spirit,” answered Florence, “ remained
also, and its evil eyes were always upon the babe.
But the ﬁresence of that celestial being kept her
ever at the same distance, and seemed to hold her
there, as if by a powerful arm.  She could not draw
near to the habe, nor even make it aware of her
presence.

“Bay by day the child continued to grow and to
become more beautiful, until four months of its
sweet life had passed. Still the angel and the bad
spirit kept unweariedly their guard over and watch
upon the babe. Occasionally a slight shade would
now cross the angel’s face, and alwa?]/s at the same
instant a gleam of pleasure would lighten the dark
countenance of the watchful fiend.” .

“A fiend, Miss Harper?” There was | slight
pallor on the face of Madeline, and the interest it
expressed was verging on to the painful.

“I will call one a fiend, as | call the other an
angel. To do good is angelic, while to do evil is
fiendlike. Hone but afiend could take loleasure in
doing harm to an innocent babe. Well, as | was
saying, after this darligg baby was a few months

R *



C G D

U "I&2 +: #9#, #" + &*# ., 2&
# o+ &1 HS*  +&* & *% (1% $+&
% %." #  O#* *0p 9& + + -#-, %(
L& %1> & &* %% 9& + ,%1! 196 +
*0h O& + ,%1> *0p 9& + : > *0p 9& +

$+%%* %1! %9 $%:# &% * #.9#,*:

28&. %! '%%" Y% #'.S$H# - # % 1

HO#' & + %1106+ 1 O+ O +#

#ox (&*+., * [&" %1 %9 . #*1! &

"GFUHIM O0( % + 1F> #" + 0%+

H(S &Y% * 1%+ + #'. # "# * #9

*RIG* "IHY H #" - + & H&#

& SUH* %Ll #'1 +# H" * (& ** ¢
1 91 $+" & $%*<1l $> (%! -#

HO#*1%"1$ 1 +#:& *M
GH#H' & %%/ " 21, * 189%1* B#.:%*
L* & *% 9& + #.. %( 1*8M *+ #*
2%&%$
L &**0% O& + #. %(1* "# 1 *+
06! #-%1 +&* -#-,8M
L *M
L % GH#™, + 2& *&I& 9# %
% "0b + -#-, +#l: + 0628 " #'. #:0

S+ IHGH (& & (H & .&( "&"
L 1 %1 *#&" +# + #' *&& | ¢
& 9%1." $%: 8M & I1; " G#" .&

%! $ *&+" L -#&' +1-9



THE ANGEL AND THE DEMON. 261

baby by stimulating them to a more rapid growth.
Do you understand my meaning?”

“1 think so.”

“One of the first things that was taught to this
baby, as its mind began to open, was the existence
of God.”

Florence spoke low and reverently, while her
eyes were fixed upon the countenance of her atten-
tive listener. She saw a slight impulse strike the
crt:ild’s features, and a flush of sudden feeling veil
them.

“Of that good God who had sent his pure angel
to be its guardian,” she added, in astill lower and
more reverent voice,

The light returned again to Madeline’s face.

“tHow shall I do this? asked the mother, in her
own heart; and the reply came. She did not know
that it was the angel’s voice that gave the wished-
for answer. So she took the little one’s hands in
hers one evening, clasped and raised them upward,
and said, cGod bless little Amy.” The baby was
too young to repeat the words of her mother, or
even to comprehend their full meaning; but the
angel, who bent very near, breathed a holy feeling
into her tender spirit, and she had a faint im-
pression of something higher than the visible,
and up to which she might look for blessing.
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grew daily into a more distinct impression. Her
guardian angel never let that first, best impression
become dim, and the good mother was a co-worker
with the angel.

“ IMamma, read,’ said little Amy, one day. She
was just beginning to repeat a few small words.
The best book in the world was lying on the table,
close by the mother’s side, and she turned to it and
let her eyes rest upon the open page. Then a
strange thing happened. Both the angel and the
evil spirit drew near to the child. Tender interest
and holy love were on the face of the angel; anger,
hate, and fierce determination on the countenance
of the fiend. The angel knew that every sentence
from the holy book that entered the child’s mind
and fixed itself in her memory would remain there,
a link in the chain by which her spirit might be
joined to heaven; and the fiend knew that just in
the degree that her mind was filled with the holy

recepts and divine narratives of the Bible would
he pass harmless through the trials and tempta-
tions of her future life and rise superior to the
powers of darkness. And so the angel bent with
the tenderest solicitude over the child, while the evil
spirit strove to disturb her mind or awaken in it
some evil passion. But the influence of good was
strongest, and as the mother read the little one
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they departed; and lo! the star which they saw in
the east went before them, till it came and stood over
where the young child was. When they saw the
star, they rejoiced with exceeding great joy. And
when they were come into the house, they saw th<
young child, with Mary his mother, and fell down
and worshipped him; and when they had opened
their treasures they presented unto him gifts,—gold,
and frankincense, and myrrh.””

Florence had triumphed; for Madeline was listen-
ing to this story of the Nativity with deep attention.
And so she kept on, repeating from memory the
whole chapter.

“And now,” continued Florence, “not a day
ﬁassed in which that innocent little one did not ask

er mother to read; and the mother read to her, at
least once every day, some story from the Bible, so
that, as she grew older, her memory was full of pre-
cious histories, in the thought of which her guar-
dian angel could be present with her.  She loved to
hear of little Samuel; of Joseph, who was sold int(
Egypt by his brethren; and of the blessed Saviour,
who went about doing good.

“And the child grew, and grew, until babyhood
was passed and the sweetness of infancy gave place
to a more earnest life. But always the day opened
or closed with some Ieszsgon from the holy book;
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“Why?”

Madeline did not answer.

“Would you like angels to have a dwelling-place
in your mind?”

“Oh, yes, Miss Harper.”

“That dwelling-place,” said Florence, very im-
pressively, “was formed of the blessed words of
truth she had learned from the Bible. Into these
the angel could enter and abide; and she did enter,
]gnddby the power of celestial love drove out the
lend.”

“Long years afterward,” continued Florence,
“when the child, grown to be a woman, had taken
her place in the world as one of its actors, meeting
its cares, trials, crosses, and temptations, she was
able to overcome in all the life-battles she was
called to fight.  Evil spirits assailed her, and
sought the destruction of her soul. They were
around her in the morning, at mid-day and even-
'ng.  But angels were also present with her, and
present with power, for in her memory they found
passages from the word of God, and they abode in
them with all their protecting influence, and helped
her to fight the enemies of her soul, even to their
final overthrow. | very much fear that, if her
mother had not filled her memory with stories and
precepts from the Book of books, these evil assail-
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“The service you have rendered us is beyond all
price. How shall we repay the obligation ?”

Adele raised her dark eyes and looked steadily
into the face of Mr. Fleetwood. There was a strange
depth and beauty in those eyes, and something
mournful and pleading. Mr. Fleetwood felt their
appeal.

“What is your name ?” he asked.

“Adele,” replied the girl.

“Adele—what?”

A slight flush came into her face; but she did
not answer until after a silence of several moments,
She then said,—

“Adele Weir.”

“Ho you wish to return to your mother ?”

This question disturbed the girl. There was
evidently a strong mental conflict,

“1f mother was as she used to be. But----"
The feelings of Adele overmastered her, and she
again covered her face. ~ Shuddering sobs almost
convulsed her frame. They were not loud, but
repressed as if by the whole strength of her will.

“If mother was as she used to be.”  Self-pos-
session was erestored, after a brief struggle. “But
she is not, and | am afraid never will be. Since she
became a medium, she has not been like my mother
of old. The spirits tell her a great many strange
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| am afraid her right reason is gone. When | was
a very little girl, she belonged to the church, and
used to read the Bible a great deal. She always
read it aloud when | was with her; and so I got my
houghts full of verses and stories, until I could say
almost chapters by heart. But mother believes now
that spirits are making a higher revelation than the
Bible, and that its teachings are of but small account
in comﬁarison. | am afraid that if the spirits were
to tell her to do almost any thing that is, forbidden
in the Bible, she would do it. Isn’t it dreadful ?”

“Dreadful indeed!” said Mr. Fleetwood. “But
you believe in the Bible 7’

“Oh, yes,—yes! At first they put me to sleep,
and tried to make a medium of me. | believe that
| did write and talk some. But when I got back
into my real self again | had such awful feelings
that | was sure it must be wrong. And so | prayed
God to teach and help me. And | think he did.
Their power over me grew less and less; and at
last | was able to throw it all off. Oh, sir, I do
not think it would be right for me to go back
again.”

“You must not return,” answered Mr. Fleetwood,
positively. “God heard your prayer, verily, and has
granted you a deliverance.”

The lashes of the girl’s eyes fell slowly down

S .
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“Can’t | eat with Miss Harper?” And Made-
IinbeI pushed her chair a little way hack from the
table.

Mrs. Dainty’s eyes met those of her hushand.
Her face grew troubled and irresolute; his evinced
a puzzled state of mind. Uncle John looked at hia
niece, and mutely signed for her to say yes.

“If you prefer doing so,” answered Mrs. Dainty,
replying to Madeline. “But | would rather have
you take tea with us.”

Consent and objection at the same time only
tended to push the child’s mind further away from
an even balance. She had stepped back from the
table with a light motion as consent passed her
mother’s lips, but stood suddenly still, with a
clouded face, at the objection.

“Run along, dear,” said Uncle John, in a cheer-
ful voice. *“Mother says yes.”

Madeline moved a pace or two, -and then stopped.
Her chin was drawn down, her brow contracted,
her lips pouting.

“ G0, 9o, dear! Mother is willing.” Mrs. Dainty
saw her error, and now, hoping to retrieve it, spoke
with pleasant animation.

Madeline looked up at her mother, as if in doubt
of her sincerity. Mrs. Dainty smiled tenderly, and
said, in a loving voice,— :
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“On what subject?” inquired Mrs. Dainty, show-
ing the existence of a no very amiable mood.

“On that which is.of most interest to us all.—
the good of these children,” replied Uncle John.
“What is best for them is best to do. | think,
that is a plain proposition.”

Mrs. Dainty was in part disarmed, and so made
no answer.- But she did not look as if she were in
any better frame of mind. The evening meal was
concluded in silence.
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any mere prejudice. You spoke just now of Flo-
rence as an inferior and a dependant.”

Uncle John paused.

“Well, is she not?” Mrs. Dainty looked steadily
into the eyes of Mr. Fleetwood, with an expression
that said, My question settles that proposition.

“In what is she inferior?” asked Uncle John.

“Your question is absurd, and annoys me,” re-
plied Mrs. Daintr, with sudden feeling. ,

“Let us put all excitement away, Madeline,” said
the old man. “It dims perception; and too much
is involved just now for either reason or perception
to be under a cloud. My question is not absurd,
but one upon the right answer to which hang, just
now, momentous things. In what, then, is Flo-
rence inferior to your children? Is her mind less
pure, her intellect of a lower range, her tastes less
cultivated, her accomplishments defective in com-
parison, her love of truth, her honor, her sense of
religious duty, below that of your children ?’

“She belongs to a lower grade in society,”
answered Mrs, Dainty. “And she is, in this family,
only as a hireling.”

“Madeline " (Uncle John’s feelings betrayed him
into more excitement than he wished to exhibit,)
“if you had the wealth of a Rothschild, you could
not buy her services! Ro money-consideration lias
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as external things are concerned, the greater power
for good will she possess. The teacher, guide, and
daily companion of our children should he our
social equal. How else can the governess, to whom
so high an office is delegated, lift them up to our
level? An inferior the companion and instructor
of our children ! Think of it. Can the coarse, un-
skilled hands of an inferior mould into forms of
spiritual beauty the yielding and impressible ele-
ments of a child’s mind,—that sublime structure
over which angels bend in silent wonder? An in-
ferior for this work! God forbid! Choose, rather,
the wisest and the best, and give her the place of
honor in your household. Honor her for her gifts
and graces; and your children, honoring her also,
will be drawn within the circle of her heavenly
attractions. Edward! Madeline!  There is an
angel in your house to-day. You cannot hold her
by the rough hands of gain; she will not be bribed
to stay: let me beg of you, then, to reach out to
her the right hand of a glad welcome. Agnes,
George, and Madeline have already perceived her
true quality. Confirm their perceptions by your
free acknowledgment, and her influence over them
will be immeasurably increased.”

“What do you mean, Uncle John ? Speak out in
plain words,” said Mrs. I%?jnty.
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to sit by your side and share your favor and con-
fidence. You cannot see into the mind of an infe-
rior and a dependant as you can into the mind of
one who is regarded as an equal.”

But Uncle John could not lift the minds of Mr.
and Mrs. Dainty up into the dear-seeing region that
his own occupied.

“It is all in vain to press that view,” said his
niece. “There are certain social distinctions that
must be maintained. As to Miss Harper, if her
presence as a governess in our family is to be at the
cost of your constant interference in the matter of
position, | shall be driven to the necessity of dis-
missing her from my service.”

The little head of Mrs. Dainty balanced itself
firmly, and she looked dignified and composed. But
she was not prepared for the change that instantly
appeared in Uncle John’s manner. He stood up
very erect, with a firm, decided manner, and said,
like @ man in earnest—

“You will not, | presume, reverse your present
decision 7’

“1 will not,” replied the lady.

“Then Florence cannot remain.” Mr. Fleetwood
spoke as by authority.

“I can’t see,” said Mrs. Dainty, “that you have
any right to control her movements.”
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were her father, I could not love her more. The
indignities she has suffered in this house, and at
your hands, Madeling, have cut me sharply, and
they pain, even now, like freshly-opened wounds.
It will he hard for me either to forget or forgive
them, for they struck like arrows, in tenderest
places.”

Mrs. Dainty was speechless with surprise, and the
pallor of her countenance increased. Mr. Dainty
ventured no remark.

“1 did not wish to make this revelation now,”
said Mr. Fleetwood. *“But you have forced it upon
me. My hope was that you would be clear-seeing
enough to comprehend her true character, and give
her a place by Kour side because she was worthy to
sit there. | thought that you would he able, to
comprehend the force of what | said just now ahout
the importance of making your children’s trusted
companion and instructor your social equal, in order
that she might all the while he lifting them up
toward the elevated position you desired them to
occupy. But pride obscured true perception. And
so | have been forced to an earlier declaration than
| desired of my adopted daughter’s true relation.”

“Ad(gfted daughter!” Mrs. Dainty looked con-
founded.

“Even so, Madeline. Even so! And, as | have
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CHAPTER XXVI.
REVIEWING THE MATTER.

“That alters the case,” Mrs. Dainty spoke sug-
gestively, raisin% her eyes from the floor, and look-
Ing at her husband. It was nearly five minutes
after Uncle John had left the library.

“Yes, that alters the case,” was the half-dreamy
response of Mr. Dainty. “ That alters the case,” he
repeated, and then relapsed into silence.

So far they were agreed. J

“That artful girl-—---"

Mrs. Dainty paused, for she was not entirely cer-
tain in regard to her husband’s present estimate of
Miss Harper.

“Do you think her artful ?” inquired Mr. Dainty
looking at his wife.

J ;See what influence she has gained over Uncle
ohn.”

“That may be explained on other grounds,” said
Mr. Dainty.

“What are they?”

“He has himself referred to them.”
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“Are you not prejudiced against her, Madeline ?
She has never seemed to me presuming.”

Before Mrs. Dainty could reply, the library-door
was pushed open, and Madeline came gliding in.
From her manner it was plain that she had come to
make a request, and also plain that she was in doubt
as to its reception.

“Mother,” she said, as she paused a few steps
from Mrs. Dainty.

“Well, dear?”

“Can’t [---""The child hesitated, and her face
colored.

“Say on, dear.”

“Can’t | sleep with Miss Harper?”

A strongly-uttered negative was on the lip of
Mrs. Dainty, when a warning look and gesture from
her husband forced her to keep silence.

“Can't I, mother?” urged the child. “ Say yes.
Do, mother!”

Madeline was unusually earnest. .

“Why do you wish to sleep with Miss Harper?”
asked her father.

“Oh, because she is good, and I love her.”

“Don’t you love sister Agnes?”

“Yes, I love her.” The tone of Madeline’s voice
fell,

“ IsnT‘t she good?”
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differently. "Wy, if she were to the very manor
born, she could not bear herself with greater ease
nor show a higher self-possession.  There is the tone
and carriage about her of one who acknowledges no
superior. It is this in the girl that has always an-
noyed me.”

“You may have looked through a distorting me-
dium,” said Mr. Dainty.

“It is possible,” was answered, in a subdued
voice. And then another long silence followed. It
was broken in upon by the entrance of Agnes, their
oldest daughter. She pushed the door open quietly,
and, seeing her father and mother alone, was ahout
retiring, when the former said,—

“Come in, daughter.”

“1 only wanted a book,” remarked Agnes.

“Come and sit down here. 1 have something to
say to you about Miss Harper,” added Mr. Dainty.

Agnes looked curiously at her father.

“What about Miss Harper?” she asked, as she
drew a chair to his side.

“You like her?” Mr. Dainty spoke in a tone of

inquiry.
! OFX, yes, father.” The answer was warmly

uttered.
Wy
“Because she is kind gg*d good.”



THE ANGEL AND THE DEMON. 295

have her remain as your governess. We had no
knowledge of all this when she came here, but he
told us about it this evening. And now she is going
to be one of us; that is, she will be as our daughter
and your elder sister.”

“How glad | am! how glad | am!” exclaimed
A?nes, striking her hands together, while tears
filled her eyes. “But, mother, you dont say any
thing!” And she stood up and looked earnestly
into her mother’s face. I

“Can 5(ou accelpt her as an equal 7" asked Mrs.
Dalnt%, almost coldly.

“She is wiser and better than | am,” replied
Agnes, humbly. “1f she will accept me as a sister,
mK heart will yield to her-joyfully. Dear mother,
take her into favor and love, for she is worthy.”

“Leave us now, daughter,” said Mrs. Dainty, in a
softened voice. “We will talk about this another
time.”

And Agnes, after kissing her mother affection-
ately, withdrew from the library.

“The thing is inevitable.” Mrs. Dainty was not
by any means reconciled, as both tone and manner
indicated.

“But easy.”

“Easy?”

“Yes, and may be accepted gracefully. Let us
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“Maybe | shouldn't have told you,” said Agnes,
looking concerned. “But my heart was so full |
could not help it.”

“Where is your mother?” asked Florence, after
a pause.

“In the library, with father,” replied Agnes.

“Will you remain for a little while with Made-
line ? I wish to see your mother. You will stay
with your sister, dear, until I come back 7" And she
stooped over Madeline.

“You won't stay long, will you ?’

“No. 1 will return soon.” And she arose and
left the chamber.

Since the remark of Mrs. Dain?, with which the
preceding chapter closed, no words had passed be-
tween her and her hushand. ~ They were still sitting
in the library, when the door was pushed quietly
open, and the subject of their recent conversation
entered. A glance at her almost pale face showed
that her feelings were strongly agitated. Her man-
ner, as she crossed the room toward Mrs. Dainty,
was subdued and respectful. The latter rose as
Florence approached her.  The struggle with herself
was powerful, but brief. Suddenly her cold face was
broken by rippling smiles, and, with a warmth of
tone and manner that was remarkable, considering
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old man’s breast and wept passionately. Even the
worldly, calculating heart of Mrs, Daintﬁwas touched,
and Mr. Dainty drew his hand quickly across his
eyes to dash away the blinding drops.

“1 promised Madeline to return very soon.”
Florence was the first to gain entire self-control.
She spoke in a low but steady voice, as she looked
up. “And now | must go back to her. | need
not say that my heart is deeply touched by this
unexpected occurrence. You offer more than |
have ang right to claim—more than I desire. Let
me still be to your children as in the beginninﬁ. I
came as their teacher; | have learned to love them;
| am sure that | can do them good.”

“ The children’s teacher, and the mother’sfriend!”
said Mrs. DaintK, whose feelings were taking a
higher tone.  Sne saw herself In the right path,
although by constraint, and felt that the way before
her was easier to walk in than she had dared to
hope.

EYes,—the mother’sfriend,” Mr. Fleetwood spoke
slowly and with emphasis; * for none else is worthy
to be the children’s instructor, companion, and

uide.”
: While he was yet speaking, Florence retired from
the room.

“You have done welzlé Madeline,” added Mr.
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been no intrusions upon her selfish pride, no humi-
liating concessions required. A quiet dignity and
gentle reserve had marked the conduct of Miss
Harper from the hour their new relation began.
Instead of having to throw up barriers against the
too familiar approaches of an unwelcome inmate,
Mrs. Dainty soon found that she must court, if she
would have, equal intercourse.

With an easy grace and unobtrusive self-posses-
sion, Miss Harper took her place as one of the
family. ~ Before a year had passed, even Mrs,
Dainty had learned to confide in her discretion, to
defer to her judgment in all things relating to the
children, and to regard her as a true friend. Mr,
Fleetwood looked on, a happier man than he had
been for many years. Ho tenderer love for a
daughter was ever born in a father’s heart than that
which he felt for the child of his adoption. And he
was very proud of her. As she gradually passed
into the refined and intelligent circles that opened
spontaneously to receive her, and there hecame an
object of unconscious attraction, the old man looked
on with a swelling heart, while admiration blended
with love and pride. And yet he loved her best of
all for the daily duties through which she passed
with such an earnest self-devotion. He saw the
children of his weak, vain, worldly-minded niece






