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Warner Susan
The Old Helmet, Volume 1

CHAPTER L.
THE RUINS

"She look'd and saw that all was ruinous,

Here stood a shattered archway plumed with fern;
And here had fall'n a great part of a tower,
Whole, like a crag that tumbles from the cliff,
And like a crag was gay with wilding flowers,
And high above a piece of turret stair,

Worn by the feet that now were silent,

Bare to the sun."

The first thing noticeable is a gleam of white teeth. Now that
is a pleasant thing generally; yet its pleasantness depends, after
all, upon the way the lips part over the ivory. There is a world
of character discoverable in the curve of those soft lines. In the
present case, that of a lady, as it is undoubtedly the very first
thing you notice, the matter must be investigated. The mouth is
rather large, with well cut lips however; and in the smile which
comes not infrequently, the lips part freely and frankly, though



not too far, over a wealth of white, beautiful teeth. So free is
the curve of the upper lip, and so ready its revelation of the
treasures beneath, that there is an instant suspicion of a certain
frankness and daring, and perhaps of a little mischief, on the part
of their possessor; so free, at the same time, as to forbid the least
notion of consciousness or design in that beautiful revelation. But
how fine and full and regular are those white treasures of hers!
seeming to speak for a strong and perfect physical organisation;
and if your eye goes further, for her flat hat is on the ground, you
will see in the bountiful rich head of hair another token of the
same thing. Her figure is finely developed; her colour clear and
healthy; not blonde; the full-brown hair and eyes agree with the
notion of a nature more lively than we assign to the other extreme
of complexion. The features are not those of a beauty, though
better than that, perhaps; there is a world of life and sense and
spirit in them.

It speaks for her good nature and feeling, that her smile is as
frank as ever just now, and as pleasant as ever; for she is with
about the last one of her party on whom she would have chosen to
bestow herself. The occasion is a visit to some celebrated ruins; a
day of pleasure; and Eleanor would a good deal rather be walking
and talking with another much more interesting member of the
company, in whose society indeed her day had begun; but Mr.
Carlisle had been obliged suddenly to return home for an hour
or two; and Eleanor is sitting on a grassy bank, with a gentleman
beside her whom she knows very little and does not care about



at all. That is, she has no idea he can be very interesting; and he
is a grave-looking personage, but we are not going to describe
him at present.

A word must be given to the place where they are. It is a little
paradise. If the view is not very extended, it is rich in its parts;
and the eye and the mind are filled. The grass is shaven smooth on
the bank where the two are sitting; so it is all around, under trees
which stand with wilful wildness of luxuriance, grouped and
scattered apparently as they would. They are very old, in several
varieties of kind, and in the perfect development and thrift of
each kind. Among them are the ruins of an old priory. They peep
forth here and there from the trees. One broken tower stands
free, with ivy masking its sides and crumbling top, and stains
of weather and the hues of lichen and moss enriching what was
once its plain grey colour. Other portions of the ruins are seen
by glimpses further on among the trees. Standing somewhat off
by itself, yet encompassed by the congeners of those same trees,
almost swallowed up among them, is a comfortable, picturesque
little building, not in ruins; though it has been built up from the
ruins. It is the parsonage, where the rector of the parish lives.
Beyond this wood and these buildings, old and new, the eye can
catch only bits of hills and woods that promise beauty further on;
but nearer than they, and making a boundary line between the
present and the distant, the flash of a little river is seen, which
curves about the old priory lands. A somewhat doubtful sunlight
is struggling over it all; casting a stray beam on the grass, and a



light on the ivy of the old tower.

"What a queer old place it must have been," said Eleanor.

"How old is 1t?"

"O I don't know — ages! Do you mean really how old? I am
sure I can't tell; I never can keep those things in my head. If Dr.
Cairnes would come out, he could tell you all about it, and more."

"Dr. Cairnes, the rector?"

"Yes. He keeps it all in is head, I know. The ruins are instead
of a family to him."

"They must date back pretty far, judging by those Norman
arches."

"Norman arches? — what, those round ones? O, they do. The
priory was founded by some old courtier or soldier in the time
of Henry the First, who got disgusted with the world. That is the
beginning of all these places, isn't it?"

"Do you mean, that it is the beginning of all religious feeling?"

"I really think it is. I wouldn't tell Dr. Cairnes so however.
How sweet these violets are. Dear little blue things!"

"Do you suppose,", said the young man, stooping to pick one
or two, "that they are less sweet to me than to you?"

"Why should they be?"

"Because, religion is the most precious thing in the world to
me; and by your rule, I must be disgusted with the world, and all
sweet things have lost their savour."

He spoke with quiet gravity, and Eleanor's eye went to his face
with a bright glance of inquiry. It came back with no change of



opinion.

"You don't convert me," she said. "I do not know what you
have given up for religion, so I cannot judge. But all the other
people I ever saw, grew religious only because they had lost all
care about everything else."

"I wonder how that discontented old soldier found himself,
when he got into these solitudes?" said the young man, with a
smile of his own then. It was sweet, and a little arch, and withal
harmonised completely with the ordinary gravity of his face,
not denying it at all. Eleanor looked, once and again, with some
curiosity, but the smile passed away as quietly as it had come.

"The solitude was not this solitude then."

"O no, it was very wild."

"These were Augustine canons, were they not?"

"Who?"

"The monks of this priory."

"I am sure I don't know. I forget. What was the difference?"

"You know there were many orders of religious houses. The
Augustines were less severe in their rule, and more genial in their
allowed way of life, than most of the others?"

"What was their rule?"

"Beginning with discontent of the world, you know, they went
on with the principle that nothing worldly was good."

"Well, isn't that the principle of all religious people now?"

"I like violets" — said the young man, smiling again.

"But do tell me, what did those old monks do? What was their



'rule?' I don't know anything about it, nor about them."

"Another old discontented soldier, who founded an abbey in
Wales, is said by the historian to have dismissed all his former
companions, and devoted himself to God. For his military belt,
he tied a rope about his waist; instead of fine linen he put on
haircloth. And it is recorded of him, that the massive suit of
armour which he had been used to wear in battle, to protect him
against the arrows and spears and axes of the enemy, he put on
now and wore as a defence against the wiles and assaults of the
devil — and wore it till it rusted away with age."

"Poor old soul!" said Eleanor.

"Does that meet your ideas of a religious life?"

Eleanor laughed, but answered by another question. "Was that
the rule of all the Augustine monks?"

"It gives the key to it. Is that your notion of a religious life?
You don't answer me."

"Well," said Eleanor laughing again, "it gives the key to it, as
you say. I do not suppose you wear a suit of armour to protect
yourself."

"I beg your pardon. I do."

"Armour?" said Eleanor, looking incredulous. But her friend
fairly burst into a little laugh at that.

"Are you rested?" said he.

And Eleanor got up, feeling a little indignant and a little
curious. Strolling towards the ruins, however, there was too much
to start conversation and too much to give delight, to permit



either silence or pique to last.

"Isn't it beautiful!" burst from both at once.

"How exquisite that ivy is, climbing up that old tower!"

"And what a pity it is crumbling away so!" said Eleanor. "See
that nearer angle — it is breaking down fast. I wish it would stay
as itis."

"Nothing will do that for you. What is all that collection of
rubbish yonder?"

"That is where Mr. Carlisle is going to build a cottage for one
of his people — somebody to take care of the ruins, I believe."

"And he takes the ruins to build it with, and the old priory
grounds too!"

Eleanor looked again at her companion.

"I think it is better than to have the broken stones lying all
over — don't you?"

"I do not."

"Mr. Carlisle thinks so. Now here we are in the body of the
church — there you see where the roof went, by the slanting lines
on the tower wall; and we are standing where the congregation
used to assemble."

"Not much of a congregation," said her companion. "The
neighbouring country furnished few attendants, I fancy; the old
monks and their retainers were about all. The choir would hold
most of them; the nave, where we are standing, would have been
of little use except for processions."

"Processions?" said Eleanor.



"On particular days there were processions of the
brotherhood, with lighted candles — round and round in the
church. In the church at York twelve rounds made a mile, and
there were twelve holes at the great door, with a little peg, so that
any one curious about the matter might reckon the miles."

"And so they used to go up and down here, burning their
fingers with melted tallow!" said Eleanor. "Poor creatures! What
amelancholy existence! Are you preparing to renounce the world
yourself, Mr. Rhys?"

He smiled, but it was a compound smile, light and earnest both
at once, which Eleanor did not comprehend.

"Why do you suspect me?" he asked.

"You seem to be studying the thing. Are you going to be a
white or a black monk — or a grey friar?"

"There is a prior question. It is coming on to rain, Miss Powle."

"Rain! It is beginning this minute! And all the umbrellas are
nobody knows where — only that it is where we ought to be. I was
glad just now that the old roof in gone — but I think I would like
a piece of it back."

"You can take shelter at the parsonage."

"No, I cannot — they have got fever there."

"Then come with me. I believe I can find you a piece of roof
somewhere."

Eleanor smiled to herself that he should think so, as all traces
of beam and rafter had long since disappeared from the priory
and its dependencies. However she followed her conductor, who



strode along among the ruins at a pace which it taxed her powers
to keep up with. Presently he plunged down into a wilderness of
bushes and wild thorn and piled up stones which the crumbling
walls had left in confusion strewn over the ground. It was difficult
walking. Eleanor had never been there; for in that quarter the
decay of the buildings was more entire, and the growth of shrubs
and brambles had been allowed to mask the disorder. As they
went on, the footing grew very rough; they were obliged to
go over heaps and layers of the crumbling, moss-grown ruins.
Eleanor's conductor turned and gave her his hand to help; it
was a strong hand and quickened her progress. Presently turning
a sharp corner, through a thicket of thorn and holly bushes,
with young larches and beeches, a small space of clearance was
gained, bounded on the other side by a thick wall, one angle
of which was standing. On this clear spot the rain drops were
falling fast. The hand that held Eleanor's hurried her across it, to
where an old window remained sunk in the wall. The arch over
the window was still entire, and as the wall was one of the outer
walls and very thick, the shelter of a "piece of roof" was literally
afforded. Eleanor's conductor seated her on the deep window sill,
where she was perfectly screened from the rain; and apologising
for the necessity of the occasion, took his place beside her. The
window was narrow as well as deep; and the two, who hardly
knew each other, were brought into very familiar neighbourhood.
Eleanor would have been privately amused, if the first passing
consciousness of amusement had not been immediately chased



away by one or two other thoughts. The first was the extreme
beauty of her position as a point of view.

The ruins were all behind them. As they looked out of the
window, nothing was seen but the most exquisite order and
the most dainty perfection of nature. The ground, shaven and
smooth, sloped away down to a fringe of young wood, amidst
which peeped out a pretty cottage and above which a curl of
smoke floated. The cottage stood so low, and the trees were so
open, that above and beyond appeared the receding slopes and
hills of the river valley, in their various shades of colour, grass
and foliage. There was no sun on all this now, but a beautiful light
under the rain cloud from the distant horizon. And the dark old
stone window was the frame for this picture. It was very perfect.
It was very rare. Eleanor exclaimed in delight.

"But I never was here — I never saw this before! How did you
know of it, Mr. Rhys?"

"I have studied the ruins," he said lightly.

"But you have been at Wiglands only a few months."

"I come here very often," he answered. "Happily for you."

He might add that well enough, for the clouds poured down
their rain now in torrents, or in sheets; the light which had come
from the horizon a few minutes before was hidden, and the grey
gloom of a summer storm was over everything. The little window
seemed dark, with the two people sitting there. Then there came
a blinding flash of lightning. Eleanor started and cowered, and
the thunder rolled its deep tones over them, and under them, for



the earth shook. She raised her head again, but only to shrink
back the second time, when the lightning and the thunder were
repeated. This time her head was not raised again, and she kept
her hand covered over her eyes. Yet whenever the sound of the
thunder came, Eleanor's frame answered it by a start. She said
nothing; it was merely the involuntary answer of the nerves. The
storm was a severe one, and when the severity of it passed a little
further off, the torrents of rain still fell.

"You do not like thunder storms" — Mr. Rhys remarked, when
the lightnings had ceased to be so vivid or so near.

"Does anybody like them?"

"Yes. I like everything."

"You are happy" — said Eleanor.

"Why are not you?"

"I can't help it," said the girl, lifting up her head, though she
did not let her eyes go out of the window. "I cannot bear to see
the lightning. It is foolish, but I cannot help it."

"Are you sure it is foolish? Is there not some reason at the
bottom of it?"

"I think there is a reason, though still it is foolish. There was
a man killed by lightning just by our door, once — when I was a
child. I saw him — I never can forget it, never!"

And a sort of shudder ran over Eleanor's shoulders as she
spoke.

"You want my armour," said her companion. The tone of
voice was not only grave but sympathising. Eleanor looked up



at him.

"Your armour?"

"You charged me with wearing armour — and I confessed it,"
he said with something of a smile. "It is a sort of armour that
makes people safe in all circumstances."

He looked so quiet, so grave, so cool, and his eye had such a
light in it, that Eleanor could not throw off his words. He looked
like a man in armour. But no mail of brass was to be seen.

"What do you mean?" she said.

"Did you never hear of the helmet of salvation?"

"I don't know," said Eleanor wonderingly. "I think I have
heard the words. I do not think I ever attached any meaning to
them."

"Did you never feel," he said, speaking with a peculiar
deliberation of manner, "that you were exposed to danger — and
to death — from which no effort of yours could free you; and that
after death, there is a great white throne to meet, for which you
are not ready?"

While he spoke slowly, his eyes were fixed upon Eleanor
with a clear piercing glance which she felt read her through
and through; but she was fascinated instead of angered, and
submitted her own eyes to the reading without wishing to turn
them away. Carrying on two trains of thought at the same time,
as the mind will, her inward reflection was, "I had no idea that
you were so good-looking!" — the answer in words was a sober,
"I have felt so."



"Was the feeling a happy one?"

Eleanor's lip suddenly trembled; then she put down that
involuntary natural answer, and said evasively, looking out of the
window, "I suppose everybody has such feelings sometimes."

"Not with that helmet on" — said her companion.

With all the quietness of his speech, and it was very
unimpassioned, his accent had a clear ring to it, which came
from some unsounded spirit-depth of power; and Eleanor's heart
for a moment sunk before it in a secret convulsion of pain. She
concealed this feeling, as she thought, successfully; but that single
ray of light had shewed her the darkness; it was keen as an arrow,
and the arrow rankled. And her neighbour's next words made her
feel that her heart lay bare; so quietly they touched it.

"You feel that you want something, Miss Powle."

Eleanor's head drooped, as well as her heart. She wondered at
herself; but there was a spell of power upon her, and she could
by no means lift up either. It was not only that his words were
true, but that he knew them to be so.

"Do you know what you want?" her friend went on, in tons
that were tender, along with that deliberate utterance that carried
so much force with it. "You know yourself an offender before
the Lord — and you want the sense of forgiveness in your heart.
You know yourself inclined to be an offender again — and you
want the renewing grace of God to make your heart clean, and
set it free from the power of sin. Then you want also something
to make you happy; and the love of Jesus alone can do that."



"What is the use of telling over the things one has not got?"
— said Eleanor in somewhat smothered tones. The words of her
companion came again clear as a bell —

"Because you may have them if you want them."

Eleanor struggled with herself, for her self-possession was
endangered, and she was angry at herself for being such a fool;
but she could not help it; yet she would not let her agitation come
any more to the surface. She waited for clearness of voice, and
then could not forbear the question, "How, Mr. Rhys?"

"Jesus said, 'If any man thirst, let him come unto me and
drink.' There is all fulness in him. Go to him for light — go to
him for strength — go to him for forgiveness, for healing, for
sanctification. "'Whosoever will, let him take of the water of life
freely."

"'Go to him?" repeated Eleanor vaguely.

"Ask him."

Ask Him! It was such a far-off, strange idea to her a heart,
there seemed such a universe of distance between, Eleanor's face
grew visibly shadowed with the thought. She? She could not. She
did not know how. She was silent a little while. The subject was
getting unmanageable.

"I never had anybody talk to me so before, Mr. Rhys," she
said, thinking to let it pass.

"Perhaps you never will again," he said. "Hear it now. The
Lord Jesus is not far off — as you think — he is very near; he can
hear the faintest whisper of a petition that you send to him. It



is his message I bring you to-day — a message to you. I am his
servant, and he has given me this charge for you to-day — to tell
you that he loves you — that he has given his life for yours — and
that he calls Eleanor Powle to give him her heart, and then to
give him her life, in all the obedience his service may require."

Eleanor felt her heart strangely bowed, subdued, bent to his
words. "I will" — was the secret language of her thoughts — "but
I must not let this man see all I am feeling, if I can help it." She
held herself still, looking out of the window, where the rain fell in
torrents yet, though the thunder and the lightning were no longer
near. So did he; he added no more to his last words, and a silence
lasted in the old ruined window as if its chance occupants were
gone again. As the silence lasted, Eleanor felt it grow awkward.
She was at a loss how to break it. It was broken for her then.

"What will you do, Miss Powle?"

"I will think about it" — she answered, startled and hesitating.

"How long, before you decide?"

"How can I tell?" she said.

"You are shrinking from a decision already formed. The
answer is given in your secret thoughts, and something is rising
up in the midst of them to thwart it. Shall I tell my Master that
his message is refused?"

"Mr. Rhys!" said Eleanor looking up, "I never heard any one
talk so in all my life! You speak as if —"

"As if, what?"

"You speak as if — I never heard any one speak as you do."



"I speak as if I were in the habit of telling my Master how his
message is received? I often do that."

"But it seems superfluous to tell what is known already," said
Eleanor, wondering secretly much more than she dared to say at
her companion's talk.

"Do you never, in speaking to those you love, tell them what
is no information?"

Eleanor was now dumb. There was too great a gulf of
difference between her companion and herself, to try to frame
any words or thoughts that might bridge it over. She must remain
on one side and he on the other; yet she went on wondering.

"Are you a clergyman, Mr. Rhys?" she said after a pause.

"I am not what you would call such."

"Do you not think the rain is over?"

"Nearly, for the present; but the grass is as wet as possible."

"O, I don't mind that. There is somebody now in the shrubbery
yonder, looking for me."

"He will not find you here," said Mr. Rhys. "I have this
window all to myself. But we will find him."

The rain-drops fell now but scatteringly, the last of the shower;
the sun was breaking out, and the green world was all in a
glitter of wet leaves. Wet as they were, Eleanor and Mr. Rhys
pushed through the thick bramble and holly bushes, which with
honeysuckles, eglantine, and broom, and bryony, made a sweet
wild wilderness. They got plentifully besprinkled in their way,
shook that off as well as they could, and with quick steps sought



to rejoin their companions. The person Eleanor had seen in the
shrubbery was the first one found, as Mr. Rhys had said. It was
Mr. Carlisle. He at once took charge of Eleanor.

"What has become of you?"

"What has become of you, Mr. Carlisle?" Eleanor's gleaming
smile was as bright as ever.

"Despair, nearly," said he; "for I feared business would hold
me all day; but I broke away. Not time enough to protect you
from this shower."

"Water will wet," said Eleanor, laughing; for the politeness of
this speech was more evident than its plausibility. She was on the
point of speaking of the protection that had been actually found
for her, but thought better of it. Meantime they were joined by a
little girl, bright and rather wild looking, who addressed Eleanor
as her sister.

"O come!" she said, — "where have you been? We can't go on
till you come. We are going to lunch at Barton's Tower — and
mamma says she will make Mr. Carlisle build a fire, so that we
may all dry ourselves."

"Julia! — how you speak!"

"She did say so," repeated the child. "Come — make haste."

Eleanor glanced at her companion, who met the glance with
a smile. "I hope Mrs. Powle will always command me," he said,
somewhat meaningly; and Eleanor hurried on.

She was destined to long téte-a-tétes that day; for as soon as her
little party was seen in the distance, the larger company took up



their line of march again. Julia and Mr. Rhys had fallen behind;
and the long walk to Barton's Tower was made with Mr. Carlisle
alone, who was in no haste to abridge it, and seemed to enjoy
himself very well. Eleanor once or twice looked back, and saw
her little sister, hand in hand with her companion of the old
window, walking and talking in very eager and gay style; to judge
by Julia's lively movements.

"Who is that Mr. Rhys?" said Eleanor.

"I have hardly the honour to know him. May I ask, why you
ask?"

"He is peculiar," said Eleanor.

"He can hardly be worthy your study." And the question was
dismissed with a coolness which reminded Eleanor of Mr. Rhys's
own words, that he was not what she would call a clergyman.
She would have asked another question, but the slight disdain
which spoke in Mr. Carlisle's eye and voice deterred her. She
only noticed how well the object of it and her sister were getting
along. However, Eleanor's own walk was pleasant enough to drive
Mr. Rhys out of her head. Mr. Carlisle was polished, educated,
spirited, and had the great additional advantage of being a known
and ascertained somebody; as he was in fact the heir of all the
fine domain whose beauties they were admiring. And a beautiful
heirdom it was. The way taken by the party led up the course
of a valley which followed the windings of a small stream; its
sides most romantic and woody in some places; in others taking
the very mould of gentle beauty, and covered with rich grass,



and sweet with broom; in others again, drawing near together,
and assuming a picturesque wildness, rocky and broken. Sweet
flowers grew by the way in profusion, on the banks and along
the sides of the stream; and the birds were very jocund in their
solitudes. Through all this it was very pleasant wandering with
the heir of the land; and neither wet shoes nor wet shoulders were
much remembered by Eleanor till they reached Barton's Tower.

This was a ruin of a different character; one of the old
strongholds of the rough time when men lived by the might of
hand. No delicate arches and graceful mouldings had ever been
here; all was, or had been, grim, stern strength and massiveness.
The strength was broken long ago; and grace, in the shape of
clustering ivy, had mantled so much of the harsh outlines that
their original impression was lost. It could be recalled only by
a little abstraction. Within the enclosure of the thick walls,
which in some places gave a sort of crypt-like shelter, the whole
rambling party was now collected.

"Shall we have a fire?" Mr. Carlisle had asked Eleanor, just
before they entered. And Eleanor could not find in her heart to
deny that it would be good, though not quite prepared to have
it made to herorder. However, the word was given. Wood was
brought, and presently a roaring blaze went up within the old
walls; not where the old chimney used to be, for there were no
traces of such a thing. The sun had not shined bright enough to
do away the mischief the shower had done; and now the ladies
gathered about the blaze, and declared it was very comfortable.



Eleanor sat down on a stone by the side of the fire, willing to be
less in the foreground for a little while; as well as to dry her wet
shoes. From there she had a view of the scene that would have
pleased a painter.

The blazing fire threw a warm light and colour of its own upon
the dark walls and on the various groups collected within them,
and touched mosses and ferns and greensward with its gypsy
glare. The groups were not all of one character. There was a light-
hued gay company of muslins and scarfs around the burning pile;
in a corner a medley of servants and baskets and hampers; and in
another corner Eleanor watched Julia and Mr. Rhys; the latter of
whom was executing some adventurous climbing, after a flower
probably, or a fern, while Julia stood below eagerly following his
progress. Mr. Carlisle was all about. It was a singularly pretty
scene, and to Eleanor's eye it had the sharp painting which
is given by a little secret interest at work. That interest gave
particular relief to the figures of the two gentlemen whose names
have been mentioned; the other figures, the dark walls and ivy,
the servants and the preparing collation, were only a rich mosaic
of background for those two.

There was Mr. Powle, a sturdy, well-to-do, country
gentleman; looking it, and looking besides good-natured, which
he was if not crossed. There was Eleanor's mother, good-natured
under all circumstances; fair and handsome; every inch of her,
from the close fair curls on each side of her temples, to the
tips of her neat walking shoes, shewing the ample perfection of



abundant means and indulgent living. There were some friends
that formed part of their household just then, and the young
people of a neighbouring family; with the Miss Broadus's; two
elderly ladies from the village who were always in everything.
There was Dr. Cairnes the rector, and his sister, a widow lady
who spent part of every year with him. All these Eleanor's eye
passed over with slight heed, and busied itself furtively with
the remaining two; the great man of the party, and the other,
the one certainly of least consideration in it. Why did she look
at him, Eleanor asked herself? Mr. Carlisle was a mark for
everybody's eyes; a very handsome man, the future lord of the
manor, knowing and using gracefully his advantages of many
kinds. What had the other, — that tall, quiet man, gathering
flowers with Julia in the angle of the old tower? He could not
be called handsome; a dark thick head of hair, and somewhat
marked features alone distinguished him; except a pair of very
clear keen eyes, the penetrating quality of which Eleanor had felt
that morning. "He has a good figure, though," she said to herself,
"a very good figure — and he moves well and easily; but what is
there about him to make me think of him? What is the difference
between his face and that other face?"

"That other face" made frequent appeals for her attention;
yet Eleanor could not forget the group in the corner, where her
sister seemed to be having a time of more lively enjoyment
than any one else of the company. No other person paid them
any attention, even in thought; and when the collation was



spread, Eleanor half wondered that her morning's friend neither
came forward nor was for some moments asked to do so. She
thought indeed she heard Julia ask him, but if so it was without
effect. Mr. Rhys remained in the distant angle, studying the
stones there; till Mr. Powle shouted to him and brought him
into the company. Having done this good action, the squire felt
benevolently disposed towards the object of his care, and entered
into conversation with him. It grew so satisfactory to Mr. Powle,
that it absorbed his attention from all but the meats and wines
which were offered him, the enjoyment of which it probably
heightened; the talk was prolonged, and seemed to grow more
interesting as it went on. Eleanor could not hear what it was
about, her own ear was so much engaged with business nearer at
hand. The whole play had not escaped her, however; and between
question and answer of the rattling gaiety going on about her ears,
and indeed on her own tongue, she found time to wonder whether
Mr. Rhys were shy, or kept back by a feeling of inferiority; so
marked his conduct was by the absence of all voluntary self-
assertion, She could not determine that he was either. No look
or word favoured the one or the other supposition. And Eleanor
could not look at those keen eyes, without feeling that it was
extremely unlikely they would quail before anybody or anything.
Very different from those fine hazel irids that were flashing fun
and gallantry into hers with every glance. Very different; but
what was the difference? It was something deeper than colour
and contour. Eleanor had no chance to make further discoveries;



for her father engrossed his new acquaintance all the way home,
and only did not bring him to Ivy Lodge to tea because Mr. Rhys
refused it; for the invitation was given.



CHAPTERIIL
AT THE GARDEN-DOOR

"To die — to sleep.
To sleep! perchance to dream; ay, there's the rub;
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come" —

The family at Ivy Lodge gathered round the tea-table with
spirits rather whetted, apparently for both talking and eating.
Certainly the one exercise had been intermitted for some hours;
the other however had gone on without cessation. It went on still.
The party was now reduced to the home party, with the addition
of Miss Broadus; which lady, with her sister, was at home at
Ivy Lodge, as she was everywhere else. Elderly, respectable and
respected old ladies they were; and though they dealt in gossip,
would not willingly have hurt a fly. They dealt in receipts and
in jellies too; in fashions, and in many kindnesses, both received
and given by all the neighbourhood. They were daughters of a
former rector of the parish, and poor, and asked nobody to help
them; which indeed they had no need to ask.

"You seemed to like your afternoon's acquaintance, papa?"
said Eleanor.

"He is a fine fellow," said the squire. "He's a fine fellow.
Knows something. My dear, he teaches a small school at



Wiglands, I hear."

"Does he. I wonder who goes to it," said Mrs. Powle.

"I don't know," said the squire; "but I mean to send Alfred."

"My dear Mr. Powle! to such a school as that? Nobody can
go to it but some of the farmers' children around — there is no
one else."

"It won't hurt him, for a little while," said the squire. "I like the
master, and that's of more importance than the children. Don't
you worry."

"My dear Mr. Powle! But I never heard of such a thing in
my life. I do not believe Dr. Cairnes will like it at all. He will
think it very strange, your sending your boy to a man that is not
a Churchman, and is not anything, that anybody knows of."

"Dr. Cairnes be hanged!" said the squire, — "and mind his own
affairs.

He wouldn't want me to send Alfred to him."

"My dear Mrs. Powle," said Miss Broadus, "I can tell you
this for your comfort — there are two sons of Mr. Churchill, the
Independent minister of Eastcombe — that come over to him;
besides one or two more that are quite respectable."

"Why does not Mr. Churchill send his boys to school it
Eastcombe?"

"O well, it doesn't suit him, I suppose; and like goes to like,
you know, my dear."

"That is what I think," said Mrs. Powle, looking at her
husband, — "and I wonder Mr. Powle does not think so too."



"If you mean me," said the squire, "I am not 'like' anybody —
that I can tell you. A good schoolmaster is a good schoolmaster
— I don't care what else he calls himself."

"And Mr. Rhys is a good schoolmaster, I have no doubt," said
Miss Broadus.

"I know what he is," said Julia; "he is a nice man, I like him."

"I saw he kept you quiet," said Eleanor. "How did he manage
it?"

"He didn't manage it. He told me about things," said Julia;
"and he got flowers for me, and told me about ferns. You never
saw such lovely ferns as we found; and you would not know where
to look for them, either. I never saw such a nice man as Mr. Rhys
in my life."

"There, my dear," said her mother, "do not encourage Julia
in talking.

She is always too ready."

"I am going to walk with him again, to get flowers," said the
child.

"I shall invite him to the Lodge," said the squire. "He is a very
sensible man, and knows what he is about."

"Do you know anything more about him, Mr. Powle?"

"He does more than teach three or four boys," said Miss
Broadus. "He serves a little Dissenting Chapel of some sort, over
at Lily Vale."

"Why does he not live there then?" said Mrs. Powle. "Lily Vale
is two and a half miles off. Not very convenient, I should think."



"I don't know, my dear. Perhaps he finds living cheap at
Wiglands, and I am sure he may. Do you know, I get butter for
less than one-half what I paid when I was in Leicester?"

"It is summer time now, Miss Broadus," said the squire.

"Yes, I know, but still — I am sure Wiglands is the nicest,
easiest place for poor people to live, that ever was."

"Why you are not poor, Miss Broadus," said the squire.

Miss Broadus chuckled. The fact was, that the Miss Broadus's
not being poor was a standing pleasant joke with them; it being
well known that they were not largely supplied with means, but
contrived to make a little do the apparent work of much more
than they had. A way of achieving respectability upon which they
prided themselves.

"Eleanor," said her mother as they left the table, "you look
pale. Did you get your feet wet?"

"Yes, mamma — there was no helping that."

"Then you'll be laid up!"

"She must not, just now, my dear," said Miss Broadus
smilingly.

Eleanor could not laugh off the prophecy, which an internal
warning told her was well founded. She went to bed thinking of
Mr. Rhys's helmet. She did not know why; she was not given
to such thoughts; neither did she comprehend exactly what the
helmet might be; yet now the thought came uneasily across her
mind, that just such a cold as she had taken had been many a one's
death; and with that came a strange feeling of unprotectedness



— of want of defence. It was very uncomfortable to go to bed
with that slight sensation of sore throat and feverishness, and to
remember that the beginning of multitudes of last sicknesses had
been no other and no greater; and it was most unlike Eleanor to
have such a cause make her uncomfortable. She charged it upon
the conversation of the morning, and supposed herself nervous or
feverish; but this, if an explanation, was no cure; and through the
frequent wakings of a disturbed night, the thought of that piece
of armour which made one of her fellow creatures so blessedly
calm, came up again and again to her mind.

"I am feverish — this is nightmare," said Eleanor to herself.
But it must be good to have no such nightmare. And when the
broad daylight had come, and she was pronounced to be very
ill, and the doctor was sent for, Eleanor found her night's visions
would not take their departure. She could not get up; she was a
prisoner; would she ever be free?

She was very ill; the fever gained head; and the old doctor, who
was a friend of the family, looked very grave at her. Eleanor saw
it. She knew that a battle was to be fought between the powers
of life and death; and the thought that no one could tell how the
victory would be, came like an ice wind upon flowers. Her spirit
shrank and cowered before it. Hopes and pleasures and plans, of
which she was so full yesterday, were chilled to the ground; and
across the cleared pathway of vision, what appeared? Eleanor
would not look.

But the battle must be fought; and it had to be fought amid pain



and fever and weariness and the anxious looks of friends; and it
was not soon decided. And the wish for that helmet of shelter,
whatever it might be, came at times bitterly strong over Eleanor's
heart. Many a heavily drawn sigh, which her mother charged to
the body's weariness, came from the mind's longing. And in the
solitude of the night, when her breath was quick and her pulse
was high and she knew everything was going wrong, the thought
came with a sting of agony, — if there was such a helmet, and she
could not have it. O to be well and strong, and need none! — or
while lying before death's door to see if it would open, O to have
that talisman that would make its opening peace! It was not at
Eleanor's hand, and she did not know where to find it. And when
the daylight came again, and the doctor looked grave, and her
mother turned away the anxious face she did not wish Eleanor to
read, the cold chill of fear crept over Eleanor's heart. She hid it
there. No creature in the house, she knew, could meet or quiet
it; if indeed her explanation of it could have been understood.
She banished it as often as it was possible; but during many days
that Eleanor lay on a sick bed, it was so frequent a visiter that her
heart grew sore for its coming.

There were June roses and summer sunshine outside; and
sweet breaths came in at the open windows, telling the time of
year. Julia reported how fine the strawberries were, and went and
came with words about walks and flowers and joyous doings;
while Eleanor's room was darkened, and phials of medicine and
glasses stood on the table, and the doctor went and carne, and



Mrs. Powle hardly left her by day, and at night tile nurse slept, and
Eleanor tossed and turned on her pillow and thought of another
"night" that "cometh."

The struggle with fever and pain was over at last. Then came
weakness; and though hope revived, fear would not die. Besides,
Eleanor said to herself, though she should get entirely well of this
sickness, who would guaranty her that another would not come?
And must not one come — some time — that must be final? And
how should that be met? Nay, though getting well again and out
of present danger, she would have liked to have that armour of
shelter still!

"What are you crying for?" said her little sister coming
suddenly into her room one day. Eleanor was so far recovered
as to be up.

"I am weak and nervous, — foolish."

"T wouldn't be foolish," said Julia.

"I do not think I am foolish," said Eleanor slowly.

"Then why do you say you are? But what is the matter with
you?"

"Like all the rest of the world, child, — I want something I
cannot get.

What have you there?"

"Ferns," said Julia. "Do you know what ferns are?"

"I suppose I do — when I see them."

"No, but when you don't see them; that's the thing."

"Do you, pray."



"Yes! A fern is a plant which has its seeds come on the back of
the leaf, and no flower; and it comes up curled like a caterpillar.
Aren't those pretty?"

"Where did you learn all that?"

"I know more than that. This leaf is called a frond."

"Who told you?"

"Mr. Rhys."

"Did you learn it from Mr. Rhys?"

"Yes, to be sure I did, and a great deal more. He is going to
teach me all about ferns."

"Where do you see Mr. Rhys?"

"Why! wherever I have a mind. Alfred goes walking with him,
and the other boys, and I go too; and he tells us things. I always
go along with Mr. Rhys, and he takes care of me."

"Does mamma know?"

"Yes, but papa lets Mr. Rhys do just what he pleases. Papa
says Mr.

Rhys is a wonderful man."

"What is he wonderful for?" said Eleanor languidly.

"Well, I think, because he is making Alfred a good boy."

"I wonder how he has done it," said Eleanor.

"So do I. He knows how. What do you think — he punished
Alfred one day right before papa."

"Where?" said Eleanor, in astonishment.

"Down at the school. Papa was there. Papa told about it.
Alfred thought he wouldn't dare, when papa was there; and



Alfred took the opportunity to be impudent; and Mr. Rhys just
took him up by his waistband and laid him down on the floor at
his feet; and Alfred has behaved himself ever since."

"Was not papa angry?"

"He said he was at first, and I think it is likely; but after that,
he said Mr. Rhys was a great man, and he would not interfere
with him."

"And how does Alfred like Mr. Rhys?"

"He likes him — " said Julia, turning over her ferns. "I like him.
Mr. Rhys said he was sorry you were sick. Now, that is a frond.
That is what it is called. Do you see, those are the seeds."

Eleanor sighed. She would have liked to take lessons of Mr.
Rhys on another subject. She half envied Julia's liberty. There
seemed a great wall built up between her and the knowledge she
wanted. Must it be so always?

"Julia, when are you going to take a walk with Mr. Rhys
again?"

"To-morrow," was the quick answer.

"I will give you something to ask him about."

"I don't want it. I always have enough to ask him. We are going
after ferns; we always have enough to talk about."

"But there is a question I would like you to ask."

"What is it? Why don't you ask him yourself?"

Eleanor was silent, watching Julia's uncompromising
business-like air as she turned over her bunch of ferns. The little
one was full of her own affairs; her long locks of hair waving



with every turn of her busy head. Suddenly she looked up.

"What is your question, Eleanor?"

"You must not ask it as if from me."

"How then?"

"Just ask it — as if you wanted to know yourself; without saying
anything."

"As if I wanted to know what?"

Eleanor hesitated, and Mrs. Powle came into the room.

"What, Eleanor — what?" Julia repeated.

"Nothing. Study your ferns."

"I have studied them. This is the rachis — and down here below
this, is the rhizoma; and the little seed places that come on the
back of the frond, are thecae. I forget what Mr. Rhys called the
seeds now. I'll ask him."

"What nonsense is that you are talking, Julia?"

"Sense, mamma. Or rather, it is knowledge."

"Mamma, how do you like Mr. Rhys? Julia says he is often
here."

"He is a pleasant man," said Mrs. Powle. "I have nothing
against him — except that your father and the children are crazy
about him. I see nothing in him to be crazy about."

"Alfred is a good deal less crazy than he used to be," remarked
Julia; "and I think papa hasn't lost anything."

"You are a saucy girl," said her mother. "Mr. Carlisle is very
anxious to know when you will be down stairs again, Eleanor."

Julia ran off with her ferns; Eleanor went into a muse; and the



conversation ceased.

It happened a few days after this, that the event about which
Mr. Carlisle was anxious came to pass. Eleanor was able to leave
her room. However, feeling yet very wanting in strength, and not
quite ready to face a company of gay talkers, she shunned the
drawing-room where such a company was gathered, and betook
herself to a small summer-parlour in another part of the house.
This room she had somewhat appropriated to her own use. It
had once been a school-room. Since the misbehaviour of one
governess, years ago, Mr. Powle had vowed that he would never
have another in the house, come what would. Julia might run wild
at home; he should be satisfied if she learned to read, to ride,
and to walk; and when she was old enough, he would send her to
boarding-school. What the squire considered old enough, did not
appear. Julia was a fine child of eleven, and still practising her
accomplishments of riding and walking to her heart's content at
home; with little progress made in the other branches to which
reading is the door. The old schoolroom had long forgotten
even its name, and had been fitted up simply and pleasantly for
summer occupation. It opened on one side by a glass door upon
a gay flower-garden; Eleanor's special pet and concern; where
she did a great deal of work herself. It was after an elaborate
geometrical pattern; and beds of all sorts of angles were filled
and bright with different coloured verbenas, phloxes, geraniums,
heliotrope, and other flowers fit for such work; making a brilliant
mosaic of scarlet, purple and gold, in Eastern gorgeousness, as



the whole was seen from the glass door. Eleanor sat down there to
look at it and realise the fact that she was getting well again; with
the dreamy realization that goes along with present weakness and
remembered past pain.

On another side the room opened to a small lawn; it was quite
shut off by its situation and by the plantations of shrubbery, from
the other part of the house; and very rarely visited by the chance
comers who were frequent there. So Eleanor was a good deal
surprised this evening to see a tall strange figure appear at the
further side of her flower garden; then not at all surprised to see
that it was Mr. Rhys accompanied by her sister, Julia. Julia flitted
about through the garden, in very irregular fashion, followed by
her friend; till their wanderings brought them near the open door
within which Eleanor sat. To the door Julia immediately darted,
drawing her companion with her; and as soon as she came up
exclaimed, as if she had been armed with a search warrant and
had brought her man, —

"Here's Mr. Rhys, Eleanor. Now you can ask him yourself
whatever you like."

Eleanor felt startled. But it was with such a pleasant face that
Mr. Rhys came up, such a cordial grasp of the hand greeted her,
that the feeling vanished immediately. Perhaps that hand-clasp
was all the warmer for Eleanor's changed appearance. She was
very unlike the girl of superb health who had wandered over
the old priory grounds a few weeks before. Eleanor's colour was
gone; the blue veins shewed distinctly on the temples; the full



lips, instead of their brilliant gay smile, had a languid and much
soberer line. She made quite a different impression now, of a fair
delicate young creature, who had lost and felt she had lost the
proud strength in which she had been so luxuriant a little while
before. Mr. Rhys looked at her attentively.

"You have been very ill, Miss Powle."

"I suppose I have — some of the time."

"I am rejoiced to see you well again."

"Thank you."

"Julia has been leading me over the garden and grounds. I did
not know where she was bringing me."

"How do you like my garden?"

"For a garden of that sort — it seems to me well arranged."

He was very cool, certainly, in giving his opinion, Eleanor
thought.

Her gardening pride was touched. This was a pet of her own.

"Then you do not fancy gardens of this sort."

"I believe I think Nature is the best artist of all."

"But would you let Nature have her own way entirely?"

"No more in the vegetable than I would in the moral world.
She would grow weeds."

The quick clear sense and decision, in the eye and accent, were
just what Eleanor did not want to cope with. She was silent. So
were her two companions; for Julia was busy with a nosegay she
was making up. Then Mr. Rhys turned to Eleanor, "Julia said you
had a question to ask of me, Miss Powle."



"Yes, I had," — said Eleanor, colouring slightly and hesitating.
"But you cannot answer it standing — will you come in, Mr.
Rhys?"

"Thank you — if you will allow me, I will take this instead,"
said he, sitting down on one of the steps before the glass door.
"What was the question?"

"That was the other day, when she brought in her ferns — it
was a wish I had. But she ought not to have troubled you with it."

"It will give me great pleasure to answer you — if I can."

Eleanor half fancied he knew what the question was; and she
hesitated again, feeling a good deal confused. But when should
she have another chance? She made a bold push.

"I felt a curiosity to ask you — I did not know any one else who
could tell me — what that 'helmet' was, you spoke of one day; —
that day at the old priory?"

Eleanor could not look up. She felt as if the clear eyes opposite
her were reading down in the depth of her heart. They were very
unflinching about it. It was curiously disagreeable and agreeable
both at once.

"Have you wanted it, these weeks past?" said he.

The question was unexpected. It was put with a penetrating
sympathy. Eleanor felt if she opened her lips to speak she could
not command their steadiness. She gave no answer but silence.

"A helmet?" said Julia looking up. "What is a helmet?"

"The warriors of old time," said Mr. Rhys, "used to wear a
helmet to protect their heads from danger. It was a covering of



leather and steel. With this head-piece on, they felt safe; where
their lives would not have been worth a penny without it."

"But Eleanor — what does Eleanor want of a helmet?" said
Julia. And she went off into a shout of ringing laughter.

"Perhaps you want one," said Mr. Rhys composedly.

"No, I don't. What should I want it for? What should I cover
my head with leather and steel for, Mr. Rhys?"

"You want something stronger than that."

"Something stronger? What do I want, Mr. Rhys?"

"To know that, you must find out first what the danger is."

"I am not in any danger."

"How do you know that?"

"Am I, Mr. Rhys?"

"Let us see. Do you know what the Lord Jesus Christ has done
for us all?"

"No."

"Do you know whether God has given us any
commandments?"

"Yes; I know the ten commandments. I have learned them
once, but I don't remember them."

"Have you obeyed them?"

"Me?"

"Yes. You."

"I never thought about it."

"Have you disobeyed them then?"

Eleanor breathed more freely, and listened. It was curious to



her to see the wayward, giddy child stand and look into the eyes
of her questioner as if fascinated. The ordinary answer from Julia
would have been a toss and a fling. Now she stood and said
sedately, "I don't know."

"We can soon tell," said her friend. "One of the
commandments is, to remember the Sabbath day and keep it
holy. Have you always done that?"

"No," said Julia bluntly. "I don't think anybody else does."

"Never mind anybody else. Have you always honoured the
word and wish of your father and mother? That is another
command."

"I have done it more than Alfred has."

"Let Alfred alone. Have you always done it?"

"No, sir."

"Have you loved the good God all your life, with all your
heart?"

"No."

"You have loved to please yourself, rather than anything else?"

The nod with which Julia answered this, if not polite, was
at least significant, accompanied with an em