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strong, and her affection demonstrative, but she
had not yet learnt to speak the truth, Ina word
she must, we thought, have come of wild parent-
age, so many of her ways were like those of a
forest animal.

In our design of training her for a maid to
Connie, we seemed already likely enough to be
frustrated ; at all events there was nothing to
encourage the attempt, seeing she had some sort
of aversion to Connie, amounting almost to dread.
We could rarely persuade her to go near her.
Perhaps it was a dislike to her helplessness—some
vague impression that her lying all day on the
sofa indicated an unnatural condition of being,
with which she could have no sympathy. Those
of us who had the highest spirits, the greatest
exuberance of animal life, were evidently those
whose society was most attractive to her. Connie
tried all she could to conquer her dislike, and
entice the wayward thing to her heart, but no-
thing would do. Sometimes she would seem to
soften for a moment, but all at once, with a wriggle
and a backward spasm in the arms of the person
who carried her, she would manifest such a fresh
access of repulsion, that for fear of an outburst
of fierce and objurgatory wailing which might
upset poor Connie altogether, she would be borne
off hurriedly—sometimes, I confess, rather un-
gently as well. I have seen Connie cry because
of the child’s treatment of her.

You could not interest her so much in any
story, but that if the buzzing of a fly, the flutter of
a bird, reached eye or car, away she would dart
on the instant, leaving the discomfited narrator in
lonely disgrace. External nature and almost
nothing else had free access to her mind : at the
suddenest sight or sound, she was alive on the
instant. She was 2 most amusing and sometimes
almost bewitching little companion, but the de-
light in her would be not unfrequently quenched
by some altogether unforeseen outbreak of heart-
less petulance or turbulent rebellion. Indeed her
resistance to authority grew as she grew older, and
occasioned my father and mother, and indeed all
of us, no little anxiety. Even Charley and Harry
would stand with open mouths contemplating
aghast the unheard of atrocity of resistance to the
will of the unquestioned authorities. It was
what they could not understand, being to them
an impossibility. Such resistance was almost
always accompanied by storm aud tempest, and
the treatment which carried away the latter,
generally carried away the former with it . after
the passion had come and gone, she would obey.
Had it been otherwise—had she been sullen and
obstinate as well—I do not know what would
have come of it, or how we could have got on at
all. Miss Bowdler, I am afraid, would have had

you

avery satisfactory crow over papa. I have seen
him sit for minutes in silent contemplation of
the little puzzle, trying no doubt to fit her

(into his theories, or as my mother often said,

to find her a three-legged stool and a corner
somewhere in the kingdom of heaven; and we
were certain something or other would come out
of that pondering, though whether the same
night or a twelvemonth after, no one could tell.
I believe the main result of his thinking was that
he did less and less with her. .

“Why do you take so little notice of the child ?”
my mother said to him one evening. “ It is all
your doing that she is here, you know. You
mustn’t cast her off now.”

“ Cast her off !” exclaimed my father: ‘ what
do you mean, Ethel ?"

“You never speak to her now.”

“ Oh yes I do, sometimes.”

“ Why only sometimes "’ ‘

i Because—I believe because I am a little afraid
of her. I don’t know how to attack the small
enemy. She seems to be bomb proof, and
generally impregnable.” : )

“ But you mustn't therefore make Zer afraid of

n
“I don’t know that. I suspect it is my only
chance with her. She wants a little of Mount
Sinai, in order that she may know where the
manna comes from. But indeed I am laying
myself out only to catch the little soul. I ambut
watching and pondering how to reach her. I
am biding my time to come in with my small
stone for the building up of this temple of the
Holy Ghost.”

At that very moment—in the last fold of the
twilight, with the moon rising above the wooded
brow of Gorman Slope—the nurse came through
the darkening air, her figure hardly distinguish-
able from the dusk,saying—

“ Please, ma'am, have you seen Miss Theo-
dora?” .

“I don't want you to call her muss,” said my
father,

“T beg your pardon, sir,” said the nurse; “1I
forgot.” "
T have not seen her for an hour or more,

said my mother. ]

“T declare,’ said my father, * I'llget aretriever
pup, and train him to find Theodora, He will
be capable in a few months, and she will be foolish
for years.” )

Upon this occasion the truant was found in the
apple-loft, sitting in a corner upon a heap of
straw, quite in the dark. She was discovered
only by the munching of her little teeth, for she
had found some wizened apples, and was busy
devouring them. But my father actually did
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