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'THE GOVERNESS

pE——————

* Unsuitable ? ’ echoed Judce Wyckoff, leaping baclf in
his big armchair and thoughtiully stroking lus chin,

* Most  unsuitable,” repeated Mrs. Colton Celville,
most emphatically. *In fact, Lenvilte, T will go fur-
ther and say that as a governess I consider Miss Neville
positively injurious to your mouherless children.’

* She brought the highest recommendation from the
convent where she was educated,” said the Judge, grave-
ly. * The children are devoled to her and mother loves
her as if she were her own.’

¢ My dear Lenville '—there was a touch of impaticnce
in the lady’s tone—' mother is seventy. We cannol
expect wisdom or judgment from her any longer. As
for the children, Miss Neville spoils them complefely.’

* They are very young yef, Caroline.’ '

t Young ! * echoed Mrs. Coltom Colville, who, antil
her marriage two years ago, had been the mistress of
her brotler's widowed home, and was a power to he
reckoned with, even when on a brief visit as at present,
*q am surprised al a juan ol your intellect, Lenville,
being so out of date. Asl proved yn my paper Tead
before the Congress of Mothers last year, 'eduea.ymn
should begin the first month of the child's life, The
brain cells should develop according to regular  8ys-
tem. There should be conservation of energy from the
first. Mast women are absolute idiofs on such matters.
Think of the awful waste of infantile powers 1nvo’1‘ved
in learning such things as ‘' Baa, baa, black sheep,’’ or
* Ding-dong, deil t "'’ _

Agia.int-gsmile trembléd on the Judge's lips. He hacz
learned a great deal of ' Mother Goose * himsell d}m_ng.,
the past winter. DBiss Neville suggested that ‘]uwemic
clasgic as suitable papering for the playroom walls. ‘

Mrs. Colton Colville continued @ * Of pedagogly‘ l%
the exact science it has become th Our modern snho?ls,
your governess knows nothing, Lenwville. I found ,BE
fast night rocking little Wilind to sleep in her a.rmsl.

The speaker missed the look that stole ove'zr ner ) 11;&
{emer’s face at her words. Pale ,ht-tle five-year-o
Wilfrid was the darling of his father's heart. o

t Rocking is, as  you knoyv,_condem{nedﬂl}){f altl)réis

horities as distinetly irjuricus o ; H
E:zgrei?t Anu I understand from Mildred the govreorrr;e.;,)st'f
tella fairy stories, one Io[ thet mcés(slt Fl?én::%lﬁgiegr o o

st. And when question
Egg g)l?y;:xcal culture 1 flon‘flmef s%na;b:;tz)luit‘i?ésgﬁlcsssﬁrlgé
ithat they foun 16 1ess o b , :
II\I;S%E has givenythem up, anhdt ’that instead she plays

i with them every nght.
sold‘lesr;e does,” assented the Judge. ‘1 havetsce.i} tlﬁg
game, and 1% 18 not a bad one. In fact 1t stiuc ine
as a 'phystcal drill to gay music, and undgr a;' pre Her
pame. The children are, as you know, Laigo ltr,w’dviscd
their poor mout'her,tfrai; a.m:} nervous. Dr. Dent a

: eacher—

* Y'O%r;g\;néh:;md[%heeﬁul perhaps,' interrupted the lady:
sharply ; © but not thoughtless and un:m:amed. Mlis;
Neville cannot be more than twenty., What can _adgg .
of twenty hnow ol fornung the clxaraC‘tpms or nulr; s of
your, children 7 Absolutely nothing. They are 1a us-
ning wild together’ And a silvery burst of au%l (tjo
trom the lawn without the 11br?.ry window seemeé Lo
corroborate the lady’s words. As yom Car‘lthsg.escverc
yoursell now,’ added Mrs. Colton Colville, wi e iing
glance toward a aroup under one of the big, spr
Dalkszimi lopking out, the Judge saw as pretty a pl;\'t"t“;}l.e
as unscientific eyes conld wish: His thrf:e ié}llf lh g
girls dancing in glee about their poverness, who hzr
just started to her feet m good humored dlsmagi, &Semed
golden hair, ihat Little  Wilfrd had roguxslhtl'y tOOS ned
from the comb, lell in ripnling glory almos1 rig hez
knees. She shook her head gaily at the ﬁu Di L with
the boy sprang (nio her arms and covered her lace
klss'ﬁi‘ supposge this is what Miss Neville calls a mornmg
lesson,’ said Mrs. Colton Colville, sarcz_\stmally. _

¢ Qg it seems,’ the Judge answered in a !ow voice.

' s it little wonder the children are making slow
progress. Clearly it is your duty to speak to her in
plain terms, Lenvilie.! .

¢ You think so ? ' agked the Judge, refiectively stro-

his beard. L
klng‘ Undoubtedly,” continued the lady, *in justice to
ntherless children.’
youl IT you put it in that light,’ said the gentleman,
with an odd smile.

‘I do most assuredly,’ his sister went on. * The
girl is well 1ntentioned, ne doubt, and, though unfitted
for a teacher—as you observed—'

*Pardon me—as you observed, my dear Caroline,’
correcied the Judge, quietly.

* As you piease, then,” she continved. I was
ahout to say, that, though unsmtable as a governess,
there i8 no doubt some olher position she could fill quite
—-quite acceptably.’

1 am sure of 1%, was the quick reply. ‘In—in
fact, 1t 35 a matter 1 bave been lunking over for some
time, but—wilh a man's natural hesitation, I lacked
courage to booach the subject to Miss Neville.

* Then let me do 1t for you,’ said his sister, eagerly.
‘1 ean put the matter before her in a hight tp which
no reasonable woman could ohject.’

‘ Impossible, my dear Caroline—impossible !’ And
ithe spealer rose as if to terminate the interview, ‘I
will speak myself, and—and at once, I assure you.’

‘T don’t beheve it,” said the lady, as the Judge left
the roonm. * He will never gel up courage to discharge
the girl. den are such fools on such subjects. But if
he won't settle the matter, I will !’ And Mrs. Colbon
Colville pressed her thin lips together with the defermi-
nation of a matron whe, having lived in single blessed-
ness for forty ycars, had learned to have both her will
and her way.

The spring twilight was falling over the paling rose
of the hulls, the air was filled with the breath of lilies,
and a pair of maling hirds in the {rce that brushed the
hbrary window were twitlering their evening song.
Judge Wyckoff sat in his armchair, his cyes fixed upon
the one while star trembling in the glow of the Wesi.
He was dreaming as he had ncot dreamed for years; a
tender smile played upon tis usually grave.lips, and the
serious face relaxed into almost the gladness of youth
for the Judge had just reduced 5 mathematical prob-
lem that had been troubling him all the winter to very
simple  terms. Twenty and forty—not an impossible
equation in Love’s count. Twenty and forty—nothing
to hearts that beat as one. Twenty and {orty—only
the sunlit, flowery stretch 'twixt the budding leaf and
the sheitering bough. Twenty and [orty—-he would settle
maticrs this very might,

So abserbed was the Judge in his calculation that
he was unconscious of the soit tap at his library door
unf:l 1t suddenly opened and his  children's governess
stood before him.

She was in walking-dress. ‘Usually she wore white
on these balmy evemngs when her day’s work was done,
and scated at the piano in ihe drawing-rocm, she sang
for s mother the sweet old convent hymns they both
foved.

‘I beg pardon,” she bhegan. ‘I knocked several
t:mes and thought perhaps you were cut in the garden.
May I speak to vou for a few moments ?’

¢ Certainly,” he said, stariled into angieiy by some-
ihing shorp and strange 1n her tone. ‘ There is noth-
g wrong, T hope, with Wilfrid—with the children ?’

‘ Nothing," she answered. ‘ Thank diod, I leave
ithem all well, perfectly well 1 I—I—had written a for-
mal resignation—'

‘ Resignatton ' ' gasped the Judge.

‘ But, after all your kindness and consideration for
the past ten months, T felt something more was due to
vou—and—ta myself,” she added, with quict digmity. ' It
was only a few hours ago that T leatned from your sis-
tor, Mrg. Ceolville, that vou—you were dissatisfied with
my methods and wished to make a change’

‘ Discatisfied ! Make a change '’ For a moment
the Judge stood bewildered, and 1hen his ccnversation
with Mrs. Coelton Colville flasbed into s mind Though
not a prolzue man, he had te hite back from lus lips.
¢ She—she toid you, then—’

* All, was the answer, in
into calm. ' That I have not been cxacting, or exact,
I Lnow. DBut may I explain {ibhai, when 1 first came
here, Dr Dent, your childrem't physician, had a serious
conversatinn with me. Ile told me, in plainer terms
than he lited fo use to vou, that they had inherited
frail constitutions gnd  extreme nervous excitability |
that they must not be foreed, ot evem stimulated, 1o
study ; that, parden me i I now 1in my own defence
repeat his blunt words, they had heen most foniishly
mismanaged in Lhe past; and their health, perhaps
even Lheir Yives, depended upon an entire change of influ-
ence.  He asked me to he less a teacher than an  older
sister—a loving playmate—a watchiul friend. Had I
known that this would have been cbjectionable to
you—'

* Objectiomable ' Great Theavens !
interposedd 1he Judge, unable to
overmastering him into words.

{1 might have used other methods,’ continued Miss
Neville, her voice a little tremulows. * But now—mow
it is too late. The children have learned to love wme—

a tone bravely steadied

Objectionable 1*
shape the emotions
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