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or Field once was, aqd hovs{ in her youth she was esteemed
qrant | Jancer-here Alice's little right toot played an involuntary
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fﬁonl-"'"‘ upon my loqking grave, it desisted-the best dancer, |
;aflql‘\';lwa in the country, till a cruel disease, called cancer, came and
WS = er down with pain; but it could never bend her good spirits, or
powe hem stoop, but they were still upright, because she was so goor
"mh«nq'mus. Then | told how she used to sleep by herself in a lone
and ?{)e} of the great lone house; and how she believed that an apparition
chi‘:«o infants was to be seen at midnight gliding up and down the great
i:.wc.lse near where she.slept, but she said “those innocents would do
hor no harm’; and how frightened | used to be, though in those days |
had my maid 10 sleep with me, because | was never half so good or
ligious as she—and yet | never saw the infants. Here John expanded
4l his eyebrows and tried to look courageous. Then | told how good
she was to all her grand-children, having us to the great house in the
nolidays, where | in particular used to spend many hours by myself, in_
gazing upon the old busts of the twelve Caesars, that had been’
emperors of Rome till the old marble heads would seem to like again,
or | to be turned into marble with them how | never could be tired with
roaming, about that huge mansion, with its vast empty rooms, with their
worn out hangings, fluttering tapestry, and carved oaken panels, with
the gilding almost rubbed out-sometime in the spacious old-fashioned
gardens, which | had almost to myself, unless when now and then a
soltary gardening man would cross me—and how the nectarines and
peaches hung upon the walls, without my ever offering to pluck them,
because they were forbidden fruit, unless now and then—-and because |
had more pleasure in strolling about among the old melancholy-looking
yew-trees, or the firs, and picking up the red berries, and the fir-apples,
which were good for nothing but to look at—or in lying about upon the
fresh grass with all the fine garden smells around me—or basking in the
orangery, till | could almost fancy myself ripening too along with the
oranges and the limes in that grateful warmth—or in watching the dace
that darted to and fro in the fish-pond, at the bottom of the garden, with
here and there a great sulky pike hanging midway down the water In
Sllent state, as if it mocked at their impertinent friskings,—| had more
Pleasure in these busy idle diversions thanin all the sweet flavours of
Peaches, nectarines, oranges, and such-like common baits of chnl?‘(ez.
ere John slyly deposited back upon the plate a bunch of grapes, Whi e
"ot unabsery - tated dividing with her, and bol
ed by Alice, he had meditated dividing Then, in
Seemed willing to relinquish them for the present as irrelevant . ,
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SOmewhat a more heightened tone, | told how, though ‘h:,':ng:ﬁ;r

drandmother Field loved all her grandchildren, yetinan esP:?r',e was-S9

She might be said to love their uncle, John L-. bec'a:ss, and, inst
andsome and spirited a youth, and a king to the rest of ©=:
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274 cornors, like 80Me ol tm.rl'm would gy,

ary = could got, whaen but an imp n hi
af mottlesot . -l it carty him hall (.jvnr. the couny i."::
than thnn'mu.lvt""," ha hunlers when ‘“”,“4) were any out-ang yor 1'.1
morning, and join the } gardons 100, but had too much i |Z

_ 1 real hou g— and how thai '

loved the ‘UM Jt up within their bou.mdnrlp ] gt funcle g,
lmulwﬂvf»l“"" l' a5 brave as he was handsome,lo the admiray,,
nto as )

n's 08 ar Fleld most especi;
up I::i:::y‘ but of their greal gmndmOm;‘:m | was a ;umop‘ou"‘"y: ary
;:m}’ui il;i(;(‘i (o carry me upon his back wh sale ootad by,

_ many a mile when | could ng
for he ‘wm‘. a good l.)“ o'lflorf"l";“l:‘o[ggcnmo \Ilnmo-fooled 100, and | dl"mz
for pain- and how 1n n" OwnnCO‘S onough for him when he was impatigm
always (I fear) make a gmr N ciontly how considerate he had bagy
nndvl\lr:\'l:ll:hl“;\:::‘r|;\(::1‘:)(3::J()l0(;; and how when he died, though he had
Ill](non doad an hour, it seemed as il he had died a great wh|.|e ago, such
a distance there Is betwixt life and death and how | bore his death ag|
thought pretty well at first, but afterwards it haunted and haunteld me:
and il\OUQh | did not cry or take it to heart as some do, and as | think he
would have done if | had died, yet | missed him all day long, and knew
not till then how much | had loved him. | missed his kindness, and |
missed his crossness and wished him to be alive again, to be quarreliing
with him (for we quarrelled sometimes), rather than not have him again,
and was as uneasy without him, as he, their poor uncle, must have
been when the doctor took off his limb. Here the children tell a-crying
and asked il their little morning which they had on was not for uncle
John, and they looked up, and prayed me not to go on about their uncle,
but to tell them some stories about their pretty dead mother. Then | told
how for seven long years, in hope sometimes, sometines in despal
yet persisting ever, | courted the fair Alice when: and as much as children
could understand, | explained to them what coyness and difficulty, and

denial, meant in maidens when suddenly turning to Alice, the soul 0
:EithlrsbleAchce looked out at her eyes with such a reality of representmerl:

ame in doubt which of them stood there before me o whos®

that bright hair was; and while | -
- ’ sto : rew
gradually fainter to my view, re od gazing, both the children i

ceding, and still receding till nothind
Ef;:;;&w‘sit?g;r;\:)ul feﬁtures were in the uttermost di%tance. Whicoiv
: eecn, stran ' : cts
speech—We are not of Alice, J° Impressed Upaii} s e o5

childre | nor of thee, nor ildren atall.
reren of Alice call Bartram father. We are ngtrr(?ir:‘;e'?gel‘,s than noth™




