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A ROSE IN JUNE.

CHAPTER L

“ M arRTHA, Martha, thou' art careful and troubled
about many things. Let the child alone—she will
never be young again if she should live a hundred
years!”

These words were spoken in the garden of
Dinglefield Rectory on a very fine summer day a
few years ago. The speaker was Mr. Damerel, the
Rector, a middle-aged man with very fine, some-
what worn features, a soft benignant smile, and, as
everybody said who knew him, the most charming
manners in the world. He was a man of very
elegant mind as well as manners. He did not
preach often, but when he did preach all the
educated persons in his congregation felt that they
had very choice fare indeed set before them. I am
afraid the poor folk liked the Curate best, but then
the Curate liked them best, and it mattered very
little to any man or woman of refinement what
sentiment existed between the cottagers and the
Curate. Mr. Damerel was perfectly kind and,
courteous to everybody, gentle and simple, whit
came in his way, but he was not fond of py
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6 A ROSE IN JUNE.

people in the abstract. He disliked everything that
was unlovely, and alas! there are a great many un-
lovely things in poverty.

The Rectory garden at Dinglefield is a delight-
ful place. The house is on the summit of a little
hill, or rather table-land, for in the front, towards
the Green, all is level and soft as becomes an
English village; but on the other side the descent
begins towards the lower- country, and from the
drawing-room windows and the lawn, where Mr.
Damerel now sat, the view extended over a great
plain, lighted up with links of the river, and fading
into unspeakable hazes of distance, such as were
the despair of every artist, and the delight of the
fortunate people who lived there, and were enter-
tained day by day with the sight of all the sunsets,
the midday splendours, the flying shadows, and soft
prolonged twilights. Mr. Damerel was fond of say-
ing that no place he knew so lent itself to idleness
as this. “Idleness! I speak as the foolish ones
speak,” he would say, “for what occupation could
be more ennobling than to watch those gleams and
shadows—all nature spread out before you, and
demanding attention, though so softly that only they
who have ears hear? I allow, my gentle Nature
here does not shout at you, and compel your re--
gard, like her who dwells among the Alps, for in-
stance. My dear, you are always practical—but so
long as you leave me my landscape I want little
more.” .

Thus the Rector would discourse. It was very

= more he wanted—only to have his garden and
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lawn in perfect order, swept and trimmed every
morning like a lady’s boudoir, and refreshed with
every variety of flower: to have his table not heavily
loaded with vulgar English joints, but daintily
covered, and oh! so daintily served; the linen al-
ways fresh, the crystal always fine, the ladies dressed
as ladies should be: to have his wine, of which he
said he took very little, always fine, of choice vin-
tage, and with a bouquet which rejoiced the heart:
to bave plenty of new books: to have quiet, undis-
turbed by the noise of the children, or any other
troublesome noise such as broke the harmony of
nature: and especially undisturbed by bills and
cares, such as, he declared, at once shorten the life
and take all pleasure out of it. This was all he
required: and surely never man had tastes more
moderate, more innocent, more virtuous and re-
fined.

The little scene to which I have thus abruptly
introduced the reader took place in the most de-
licious part of the garden. The deep stillness of
noon was over the sunshiny world; part of the lawn
was brilliant in light; the very insects were subdued
out of their buzz of activity by the spell of the sun-
shine; but here, under the lime-tree, there was grate-
ful shade, where everything took breath. Mr. Da-
merel was seated in a chair which had been made
expressly for him, and which combined the comfort
of soft cushions with such a rustic appearance as
became its habitation out of doors; under his feet
was a soft Persian rug in colours blended with all
the harmony which belongs to the Eastern loom; at
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