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HAPT 1. —Continzed. ,
0 ER X ‘ﬁol.'l’..to my ovn ';F'

I tried to keep my attentio 0 g¢:
votions, but.egery pow and the;efmx«,;gj_uu
would stray to the lovely face before mg.
Mr. Hamiiton’s behavior Was irreproach-
able. I could hear his voioe following all the
responses, and he sang tl;.__e h!‘_l?'!_'.,,‘yerx‘

ily. : - ca M
he;rtth’;nlc be knew 1 was behind him
for he hbanded me & _l;ymngpoook,
with @ elight amile, when I 'was ' offer-
ing to share mipe with' a “'yuung wo-
map. Miss Darrell gave’me & curiously
penstrating look when she came out that did
not quite please me, but the girl who followed
ber did not seem to notice my presence,
sap till in my place for a minute, as 1 did
not wish to encounter them in the porch, I
had lingered so long that the congregation
had quite dispersed when I got oaut, but, to
my rurprise, [ could see the three walking
very elowly down the road, Could they
have been waiting for me? 1.wondered; but
1 dismissed thie idea as absurd.

Bat I could not forget the face that had so
.nterested” me; and when I encountered
Uncle MaXx on his way to the children’s ger-
vice I questioned him at once about the two
ladies, .

©Yes, you are right, Ursula,” he raid,
a little obsently., *“T'he one with fair hair
was Miss Gladgs : her cousin, Miss Darrell,
gat by Hamilton.”

«Hut you never tntd me how beautiful she
was,” I replied, in rather sn iujured voice.
#Sne hisa pericot face only it isso worn and
unhap v lookinx.”

1Y ou must not keep ms,” observed biax,
hurriedly ; “Miss Darrell wants to speak o
me before service,”  And he rushed off,
leaving me standing in the middle of the path
rather wondering at his abruptness, for the
bell hd not commenced.

A little farther on, I came face to face with
Mies Darrell; she was walking with Mr.
Tudor, and sesmed talking 1o bim with much
animation,

She bowed salightly, as he took off his hat to
me, in & graceful well-bred manner, but her
face preporsesaed me pven less than it had done
in the morning- She had keen, dark eyes
like Mr. Hamilton’s, only they somshow re-
pelled me, I was somewhat quick with my
likea and dislikes, as I had proved by the
dislike I had taken to Mr. Hamilton. This
fecling was wearing off. and I was no_longer
s strongly prejudiced against him. I might
even find Miss Darre!l loss repelling when I
spoke to her. She wos evidently a gentle-
woman ; her movements were quiet and
g :cful, and she had a good carriage.

{ wus somewhat surprised on reaching
the cottage to find Mr, Hamilten sitting
by wny patient., He had Janie on his
kv, and seemed as though he had been
thsre focsome time, but he rose at once when
he taw me,

¢ ] was waiting for you, Misa Giarston,”
ho suid, quietly, **I wanted to give you
some directiona about Mrs, Marshsll ;” and
when ns had finished, ho said, a little
abruply,—

* W.at made you 8o long coming out of
churci. :his morning ? 1 was waiting to in-
trodne- my sister and cousin to you, but
you w«re determined to disappoint me."”

1 wns alittle confused by thia. .

** Did you recognize me !” I asked, rather
tamely.

*¢ N, —vot in that smart bonnet,” was the
unexpeeied reply,  *¢ I did not identify the
weurer with the village nurse until I heard
your voic- in the Te Deum: you can hardly
disguise your voice, Miss Garaton : my cousin
Etta pricked up her ears when she heard it.”
And then, a3 1 made no anawer, he picked
up his hat with rather an amused air and
wished me good-by.

I wag rather offended at the mention of my
bonnet ; the littlegray wing that relieved its
sombre black trimmings could bardly be call-
ed smart,—a word I abhorred,—but he pro-
bably eaid it to tease me.

"t Ay, the doctor has been telling ue you
have a voice like askylark,” llspeth, “but I
huve been thinking it may be more like an
angel’s voice, since you mostly use it to sing
the Lord’s praisce, and to oheer the sick folk
round you; that is more than a skylark
does.”

So ho hnd been praisiog my voice, What
an odd maa?

I stayed at the cottage about two hours,
angd read a little to the children and RKlspeth,
nad then I atarted for the Lockes',

Kitty clapped her hande when she heard
she was to go to church with her aunt Susan.
Ifound out nfterwards the child had oaiways
gone alono.

Pheebe was evidently expeotivg me, for
her eyes wers tixed on the door as I entered,
and the same shadowy emile I had seen once
before awept over her wan featurca whea she
gaw me. She secmed ready and enger to talk,
but I adicred to my usual programme. I
was rather atraid that our convarsation
wonll cxcito her, so I wanted to quiet
her first. Isang a few of my favoiite hymns,
and then read the evening pealms, She heard
me somewhat reluactactly, but when 1 had
finished her face clcared, und without any
preamble she commenced her story.

I pever romember that recital without
pain, It positively wrung my heart to
listen to her, I had heard the outline of her
gad story fram her sister’s lips, but it lacked
color; it had been a eimple statement of
facts and no more,

But now Pheuwbe’s passionate words seemed
to clothe it with power; the very sight of
the ghastly and alimost disiracted face on the
pillow gave a miscrable pathos to the story.
It was in vain to check exzitement whila the
unhapp/ cresture pourcd out the history of
hor wrongs ; the old, old story of a ctedulous
woman’s heart being vrampled upen by az
unworthy lover was cnacted again before me,

¢¢ T just worshipped the ground be walked
on, and he threw me azide like a broken toy,”
she gaid over and over again. *' And the
worst of it is that, villain a3 heis, I cannog
unlove him, though I am that made with him
somctimes $hat I could almoat murder him.”

* Love is strong as death, and jealouoy is
cruel as the grave,” I muttered, half to my-
self, but she overheard me.

Ay, that is just true,” she returned,
eagerly: *‘there are times when I hate
Robert and Nancy and wonld like to
hauny them. Did I not tell you,
Miss Garston, that hell had begun
with me already? I was never a good
woman,—never, not even when 1 was happy
and Robert loved me, I was just full of him,
and wanted nothing else in heaven and earth;
and when the trouble came, and father and
mother died, and I lay here likoa log,~only
a Jog has not got a living heart init, —I seem-
ed to go mad with the anger nnd unhappiness,
and Ifelt ¢ the worm that dieth not, and the
fire that is not quenched.’”

1 stooped over and wiped her poor lips and
poor heed, for she was fearfully exhausted,
and then in o perfect passion of pity closed her
face between my hands and bade God bless
her. .

* What do you mean ?” she said, staring
at me ; but her voice trembled, ¢¢ Haven't
1 been telling you how wiocked I am? Do
you think that is & reason for his blessing

et .

#1 think his blessing has always been
with you, my poor Phosbe, like the sunlight
that you try to shut out from your windows,

f wag sad to aee how her

‘existence a tomb. ; but you
‘yonr'Almighty. Father,~ Not hegaput .yo!
gelf; *have’ walled yourself with®your of

er ab:.

sinful hands, and then{yon wom
weight that lieq{,qpongio‘ﬁﬁhean(l’gf? ~

% Can L forget' my tronble when,T am,
able to movel'ishe &

s
&

then inoine. They

g en, Bubt I
bed-clothen at I bel - uemgg %o oalm,

were icy cold. The »

her frenzy, o _,“_,...,.-—"" K o
¢ You caunot forgét,” L .returned guietly ;

“ bot all this. time, all ~thene wéary years,

you might have learnad t5 forgive Robert.

g
“

Nay, I will have nothing to do with for-

I giving,” waa the hard answer,

¢ And yet you say you love him, Phwbe.
Why, the very devils would laugh at such a
notion of love.” o

s Dido’t I say 1 both loved and hated him ?"
very fiercely.

¢ Spenk the truth, and eay you hate him,
and God fergive you yoursin. Butit iz a
greater one than Robert has committed
against youn.” : e
s How dare you say such. things to me,
Miss Garaton ¥’ {rying to free her handa;
but still I held them fast, ‘¢ You will make
me hate you next, I am not a pleasant.
tempered womsn.” .

' If you do. I will promise you forgivenesa
beforehand. \Why, you poor creature, do
you think [ could ever te hard ou you 2"

“Ihe fierce light in her eyes softened,

*Nay, I did not mean what I said ; but
ypu excite me with your talk, How can you
know what I feel about theso thinga? You
cdnnot put yourself in my place.”

| The heart knoweth its own bitterness,
Pharbe ; and it may be that in your place I
should fail utterly in patience ; bus if we will
npt lie still under His hand, and learn the
lésson He would fain teach us, it may be
that fresh triala may be scent to humble us,”

** Do you think things could be much worse
with me?' becoming excited again; but I
stroked her hand, and begged her gently to
let me finish my specch.

¢ Pho:be, a8 you lie there on your cross,
the whole Church throughoat the world is
praying for you Sunday after Sunday when
the prayer goes up for those who are desolate
and appressed. And who so desolate and
oppressed as yor 2’ .
.4 True, most true,” she murmured.

% You are cradled in the supplications of
the faithfol, A thousand hearts are hearing
your sorrows, and yet you say impiously that
you are on the border-land of hell ; but no,
you will never go there, There are too many
marks of His love upon you. All this suffer-
ing has more meaning than that.”

It is impoasible to describe the look she
gave me; astonishment, incredulity, avd
something like dawning hope were blended
in it ; but she remained silent.

“ You have missed yonr vocation, that is
true. You were set apart here to do most
divine work ; hut you have failed over it.
Still, you may be forgiven, How mauny pray-
ers you might have prayed for Robert! Yon
might have been an invisible shield betwseen
him apd temptation. There is to much
power in the prayers of unselfish
love. This room, which you describe
&8 n tomb, or an mntechamber of hell,
might have been an inncr sanctaary, frem
which blessings might flow out over
the® whole neighborhoad. Silent lessouns of
patience might have been preached here.

Your sister’s weary handas might have been
strengthened. You counld have mutually
consoled cach other; now " 1 paused,
tor hers conscience completed the sentence.
1 euw a tear steal under her eyelid, and then
courss elowly dowp her face.
$, I bave made Sussn miserable, I know
that ; aud she is never impatient with me if
I am ever so cross with her, Ah, I deserve
my punishment, for I have been a selfish,
hateful ereature all my life. I do think some-
times that an evil epirit lives in me,”

“ There is One who can cast it out; but
you muss aek him, Phabe, Such a few words
will do : ¢ Lord help me ' Now we bave talk-

ed enough, and Susan  will be
coming back from church. I mean?to
ping you the ovening hymn, and then 1

must go,” And, almost before I had finished
the Jast line, Phazbe, exhansted with emotion,
had eunk into a refreshing sleep, and I crept
softly out of the room o watch for Suaan’s
return.

I felt atrangely weary ua I walked home,
It was almost as though I had witneesed a
human soul struggling in the grasp of some
evil spirit, It was the first time I had ever
mivistered to mental dieease, Never befors
had 1 raalized what self-will, unchastened by
gorrow and untaught by religlon, can bring a
woman to. (nce or twice that evening I had
doubted waether the brain were really un-
hinged ; bus I had come to the conclusion
that it was only exceas ot morbid excite-
n.ent,

My way homo led me past the vicarage.
Just as f{ was in sight of it, two
figuree came out of the gate and
naited to let me pass, One of them
wns the churchwarden, Mr, Townsend,
and the other was Mr. Hamilton, It was
impossible to avoid recognition in the bright
moonlight; but I was rather amszed when I
hoard Mr, Hamilton bid Mr. Townsend
goed-night, snd o moment after he avertock
me,

Y ou are out late to-night, Miss (iarston,
Do you alwnaye mean to play truant from oven-
ing service ?” .

I told him: how 1 had epent my time, but I
suppose my voice betrayed inward fatiguo, for
ke suid, rether kindly,—

*¢This aort of work does not suit you ; you
are looking guite pale this cvening. You
must not let your feelings exhaust you, [
am sorry for Phacbe myself, but she 18 a very
tiresome patient. Do you think you have
made nny impression on her 2

He seemed rather astonished when I briefly
mentioned the subject of our talk,

¢ Did she tell you alout herself? Come,
you have made great progress. Let her get
rid of some of the poison that seems to choke
her, and then there will Le somo chance of
doing her good. . She has taken a great fancy
to you, that ie evident; and, if you allow me
to Bay 80, 1 think you are just the person to
influence her.”

It is o very difficult piece of work,” I
returned ; but he changed the subject so
abruptly that I felt convinced that he knew
how utterly jaded I was., He told mo a
humorous anecdote about a child that made
me laugh, nnd when we reached the gate of
the cottage he bade me, rather peremptorily,
pus away all worrying thoughts and to go
to bed, which piece of advice I followed as
me -kly ns possible, after firet reading a

assage out of my faverite *'Thomas o
%empia ;” but I thought of Phaoebe all the
time I was reading it :

“ The cross, therefure, is always ready, and
everywhero waite for thee. Thou canst noy
esoape it wherescever thou runnest; for
wheresoever thon goeat, thou carriest thyself
with thee and shall ever find thyeelf, .
If thou bear the cross cheerfully, it will bear
thee, and lead thee to the desired end, name.
1y, where there shall be an end of suffering,
though here there shall not be, If thou bear
it unwillingly, thou makest for thyself a

4ar ‘you.. Well msyifyéni%:;t??::ﬁz .

m ;t
bitterly: »A(m?&g !
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GHABTER XIIL)
- +5.LADY BETTY '\

- r,
«Y don't ‘quite. know what
i bl
baby, and when.I toox
-he’-;'ﬁf her-arms’ round my neck. and-asked.
me to- kiss her,—a thing she has mot dons.
for a year or more ; and she went on for a
long time abont how bad ehe had been to me,
and wantiug me to forgive her and make it
up with me,” L

1 Well? " [ demanded, rather impatiently,
as Suean wiped her patient eyes and took up
her sewing.

% Well,gpoor lamb ! X1old her I _wonl_d for-
give her apything and everything if she
would only let me go on with my woik, for 1
had Mrs. Druce’s monrning to finish 3 bat
‘she would not let me stir for a long time,
and cried so bitterly—though she says she
pever can cry—that I thought of sending for
you or Dr, Hamilton. But ahe.cned more
when I mentioned you, and said, No, she
would not see you; you had left her more
miserable than ahe was hefoce : aund she mad?
me promise to send you awuy if you came
this evening, which I am loath todo after all
you kindness to her."

I have brought her some
evening,” was my reply.
youreelf, Miss Locke; we mus
%o be contrary sometimes” And the words
came to my mind, *‘And ofttimes it cnstetl,x,
him into the fire, and oft into the waber
#:You have discharged your daty, bub I am
not going just yet, Let me help you with
that work, Iam very fond of sewing and
thatis a nice easy piece. Shall you mind if
I sing to you and Kitty a little?”

I need not have nsked the question when,I
gaw the fretted look pass from Miss Locke's
face. .

Tt is the greatest pleasure Kitty and I
have, next to going to church,” she said,
humbly. ¢ Your voice does noqnd 80 sw.aet,;,
it soothes like a lullaby., Itis my belief,
speaking under her breath go th_nt‘ the child
should not hear her, *¢the$ sheis just !;'rying
to punish herself by sending yon away.

I thought perhaps this might be the

cace, for who could upderatnnd . all
the perversities of & diseased mind?
But if Phabe's will was stroeg
for evil, mine wa3s stronger still to
overcome her for her own good. I was de-
termined on two things : first, that I would
not leave the house without seeing her ; and,
secondly, that nothing should induce me %o
stay with her until after this reception. She
must be disciplined to civility at all costs.
Max bad been wrong to yield to her sick
whims, .
I muat have sung for a long time, to judge
by the amount of work I contrived to do,
and if Ihad sung like a whole neatful of sky-
larks I could not have pleased my audience
more., I was sorry to set Miss Locke’s tears
flawing, because it hindered her work ; tears
are such » simple luxury, bhut poor folk ¢an-
nst always afford to indulge in them.

I had just commenced that beaatiful
song, ' Waft her, angels, !:hrough the air,”
when the impatient thumping of a stick on
the floor arrested ma ; it came from Phcebe’s
room. .

] will go to her,” I eaid, waving Misa
Locke back and picking vp my flowers,
s 1)o not look so scared ; she means those
kpocks for me.” And I wae right in my
surmize. 1 found her lying very guietly, with
the traces of tears still on her face ; ahe ad-
dressed me guiet gently.

¢ Do not sing Bny more, please ; 1 cannot
bear it; it makes my heart ache too much

to night.”
% # I returned, cheerfully, I

 Very well, ch L
w'1l just mend your fire, for it is getting low,
and then I

and put these flowera in water,
will bid you good-night.”

¢« You are vexed with me for being rude,”
she said, almost timidly, 1 told Sosan to
send you away, because I could not bear any
more talk, You made me o unhappy yes-
terday, Miss Garston.”

I was cruel enough to tell her that I was
glad to hear it, and I must have looked as
though I meant it. .

¢ Oh, don’t,” she said, shrinking ne though
{ hod dealt her a blow. ‘1 want you to un-
say those worda : they pierce me like thornas,
1*/easo tel. me you did not mean them,”

“Bow can ] know to what yon are allud-
ing?” I replied in rather un uasympathetic
tone ; butI did not intend $o be soft with her
to-day : she had treated me badly and must
repent her ingratitade, _ ‘I certainly meant
every word [ said yeaterday.”

To my great surprise she Lurat into tears,
and repeated word for word a fragment of a
sentence that 1 had said.

¢ Tthaunts me, Miss Garston, and frightens
me semehow, I have been saying it over and
over in my dreams,—that is what upset me
go to-day: *if we will not lie under His
hand,’-—~yes, you ssid that, kuewing I bave
nevor loin still for & moment,—fand if we
will not learn the lesson He would fain teach
ug, it may bethat fresh trisls may be gent to
humblo us.’”

Pity kept me silent for & moment, but I
knew that I must not shirk my work,

¢ T am sorry if the truth pains you, Phwbe,
but it is no lessthe truth. How am I to look
at vou sad think thnt God has finished His
work ?” .

She put up toth her hands and motioned
mo away with almost a face of horror, but 1
took monotica, I arranged the flowers and
tended the fire, and then offered her some
cooling drink, which she did not refuse, and
then I bade her good-night.

+ What?” she exclaimed, ‘‘are you going
to lenve mo like tha$, and not o word to
soothe me, afier making me so unhappy?
hink of the long night I have to go
through.”

« Never mind the length of the night, if
only you can hear His voice in the darkness.
You wanted to send me away, Pheebe ; well,
and to-morrow I shall not come; I shall atay
at home and rest myself. Youcan send me
away, and littlo harm will happen ; but take
care you do not send Him away,” Andl lelt
the room,

YWhen I told Miss Looke that I was not
comiog the pext evening she looked fright-
ened. * Has my poor Phorbe offended you
50 badly, then ¢ she asked, tremulously.

T am not offended at all,” I replied ;
“ put Phwbe has need to lcarn all sorts of
paioful lessons, I shall haveali the warmer
welcome on Wednesday, after leaving her to
hersell a listle,” But Miss Locke enly shook
her head at this,

The next day was 8o lovely that I promised
myself the indulgence of a long country walls;
thero was a protty village abont two miles
from Heathficld that I longed to see again,
But my little plan was frustrated, for just ag
I was starting I heard Tinker bark fariously;
s momen$afterwards there was a rash and
sonflle, followed by a shriek in a girlish
treble ; in anothar moment I had seized my
umbrella and flown to the deor. There was
o fight going onbetween Tinker snd o large

Tudor,

“alls -her to-day’s
‘and slept like &

fresh flowere this
«]Do not distress
t expect Phaebe

apl™: . A
-} - 1 took her for a-ch

“hér:ibreakfaat 0 hery T

! ildth’eﬁratmamenb; she
wag 20 very small,” - % Do'not - befrightened,

antggonist ; - : 14
‘abpyt *Pete'r, and‘»-ilfsva_:pavgl; 'bem__,a

o8, : Lioe s T A
3. I.fouad the little brown girl-n_ls.ﬁﬂa L
porch with" her:arms round the'“retrlevei’s
neck ; she was Lissing his black face, snd
‘begging him to forget: the ipsult he had re-
‘ceived from that horrid Barton dog. -

¢ Pgor old Tinker is not korrid atall, I
asgure you,” I snid, langhing; “*he is & dear
fellow, and [ am already very fond of bim.”

¢ But he nearly killed Nap,” she returned,
with a little frown; **he is worse than a
savage, for he has no notion of hospitality.
Nap and I came to csll,” rising with an air
of great dignity. ¢ Isoppose you are Mies
Guraton, l.awm Lady Betty.”

1 had gever heard of such person in Heatb-
field ; but of couree Uncle Max would en-
lighten me. As I locked at her more closely
1 saw my mistake in thinking she was a
child ; little brown thing as she was, she was
fally grown up, and, though not in the least
pretty, had a bright piquans face, a nez 7e-
{roussé, and a pair of mischievous eyes,

She was dressed rather extravagantly in a
brown velvet walking-dress, with an absurd
little hat, that wouly huve fitted a child, on
the top of her dark wavy hair; she only
wanted a touch of red about her to Jook like
& magnified rotin-redbreast.

¢ Well,” she said, impatiently, as I hesi-
tated a moment in my eurprise, ‘1 have told
you we have come for a call, Nap and I; but
it you are going out—-"

¢ (b, that is not the least consequence,” I
returned, waking up to a sense of my duty,
¢“] am very pleased to see you and Nap;
but you must tot stop any looger in this cold
porch ; the wind is rather cutting. There is
a nice fire in my parlor.” AndlI led the way

I was rather puzzled about Nap, for 1
seemed to recognize his sleek head and mild
brown eyes ; and yet where could I haveseen
him? He trotted in contentedly after his
mistress, and stretched himself out on the
rug Lioker's fashion; but Lady Betty, in-
stead of seating herself, began to walk round
the room and inspect my bcoks and chins,
making remarks upon everything in a brisk
voice, and questioning me In rather an in
quisitive manner about sundry things that
attracted her notice ; but, to my great sur.
prise and relief, she passed Char.ie’s picture
without remark or comment,—only 1 saw
her glancing at it now and then from
under her long lashes. This mystified
me a little; but Ithought her whole behavior
a little peculiny. I had never before seen
callers on their first vieit perambulating the
room like polar beura or throwing out cur.oue
teelers everywhere, Ama rule, theyaat up
stiflly enough and discussed the weather.

Lady Betty was evidently a character;
most likely she prided herself on being unlike
other people. 1 was just beginning to wish
that she would sit down and let me guestion
her in my turn, when she sudaenly put up
her eve-glasses and burat into a most comical
little laugh.

+Oh, do come here, Mias Garaton ; this ia
too amusing! There goes her majesty
Gladye of Gladwyn, accompanied by her
prime minister. Don't they look as though
they were walking in the Row ?—heads up—
everything In perfect trim! They nre com-
ing to call—yea {—no 1—They are going to the
Cockaignen first. What an escaps ! my dear
creature, if they come here I shall fly to
Mrs. Barton, The prime minister’s airs wiil
be too much for my gravity.”

I guve her a very divided attention, for I
was watching Mies Hamiltonand her com-
papion with much interest, Icould see that
Misa Darrell was chatting volably ; but Miss
Hamilton's face looked as grave and impas.
sive a6 it had looked on Sunday. When they
bad passed out of sight I turned to Lady
Betty rather eagerly ; she had dropped her
eye-glasses, but an smused emile otill played
ound her lips,

‘¢ La belle cousine is improving the occa-
sion as usual, Poor Gladys, how bored she
looks ! hut there is no escape for her this
atternoon, for the prime minister has her in
tow. I wonder from what text she 1s preach-
ing ? Ezckel’s dry bones, I should think,
from Her Majesty’s face.”

* Do you know the Hamiltons of Gladwyn
very intimately ?”” I asked, innocently; but I
grew rather out of patience when Lady Betty
Grat lifted her eye-glass and stared at me,
with the air of a non-comprehending kitten,
and then buried her facein a vary fluffy little
maff in a fit of uncontrolled merriment,

I was provoked by this, and determined
not to saya word. So presently she came ous of
her muff and asked me, with mirthful eyes,
for whom I took her.

“ You are Lady Betly, I understood,” was
my stifl response.”

¢ Yes, of courso; evory one calls me that,
except the vicar, who will address me ag Miss
Elizabeth, 1 never will answer to that name;
I hate it so, The servants up at Gladwyn
never dare to use it. 1 would get Idta to
diemiss thom if they did. 1s it not a shame
that people should not have & voice in the
matter of their name,—that helpless infunts
should be abandoned to the tender mercies of
some old fogey of a sponsor? Miss Garston,
if I were ever to hear you aadress me by that
name it would be the death-warrant to our
fricodship.”

¢ Let me know who you really ave first,
and then 1 will promise not to offend your
pecaliar prejudice.”

“ Dear me! ' she answered, pettishly,
* you talk just like Giles. He often lavghs
at me and makes himself very unpleasant.
But then, as 1 cften tell him, philanthropists
are net pleasant people with whom to live;
a man with a hobby is always odicus, Well,
Miss Garston, if you will be_so prying, my
name is Elizabeth Grant Hamilton; enly
from o baby I have been called Lady Betty.”

*I shall remember,” I replied, quietly,
for really the little thing sesmed quite
ruted. . This was evidently more than a
whim on her pntt, ‘It would have seemed
to me & liberty to use a family pet name.
But of course if you wish me to do so——"

) do wish it," rather peremptorily.
* That is partly why Mr, Cauliffe and I are
not good friends,—that, and other reasone.”

*Qh, I nm sorry you do mnot like Uncle
Max,” I said, rather impulsively ; but she
drow herself np after the manuer of an
nggrieved pigeon. She was rather like a
bright-syed bird, with her fluffy hair and
yuick movementa.

¢ Oh, I like him well enough, but I do not
understand him, Men are not easy to under-
stand., Heis quiet, but heis disappointing,
We must not expect perfection in this
world,”  finished the little lady, senten-
tionsaly,

«] have never met any one hali a8 good as
Uncle Max,” was my warm retort, ¢ He is
the most uneelfish of mon,” ‘

¢ Ungelfish men make mistakes gome-
times,” she roturned, dryly, “Gilea and he
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ho_@ntered t Miss-Datreil,.whose

even when I turned to gréet-Mins Hamilton:
her- -pecyliar, and tomewhst tonelese voics
claimed my attention. a
- s« How very fortunate,” she began, seating
herself with elahorate caution with her back
to the light. ‘*We hardly hoped to find

you at home, Miss Garston. My cousin
Giles informed us how munchk en-
gaged you were. We have been =0

interesting in what Mr. Cuntiffe told usabout
it, It is such a romantic scheme, and, as I
am a very romantic person, you may be sure
of my sympathy. Gladys, dear, ia this not a
charming room ? Poiitively yon have =o al-
tered and beautified it that I can hardly be.
lieve it is the same rocom. I told a friend of
onre, Mrs. Saunders, that it would never suit
her, a3 it was such a sha:by little place.”

1t i3 very nice,” returned Miss Hamiltoa,
quietly., **1 hope,” hixing her large, beauti-
ful eyes on me, **that you are comfortable
here ? We thought perhaps you might be a
little duall,*

¢ T bhave no time to be dull,” I returaed,
smiling, but Miys Darrell interrupted me,

¢ No, of course not ; busy people are never
dull. I told you eo, t:ladys, az we walked up
the road. Depend upon it, I said, Miss
Garstén will hardly have a minute to give to
our idle chatter, She will be wanting Yo get
to her aick people, and wish us at Hanover,

. Still, as my ocousin Gilea said, we must

do the right thing and call, though I am sure
you are not a conventional person, neither
am I. Oh, we are quite kindred eouls here,”

I tried to receive this speech in geod part,
but I certainly protested inwardly agaiast the
notion that Miss Darrell and [ would ever be
kindred squla. I felt an instinctive repug-
nance to her veice ; its want of tone jarred
on me ; and all the time she talked, her hard,
bright eyes seemed to dart restlessly from
Mise Hamilion to me. I felt sure that
nothing could escape their ecrutiny, but
pow and then, when one looked at her in
return, she aeemed to veil themmost curiously
under the long curling lashes.

She was rather an elegant-locking woman,
but her face was decidedly plain.  She had
thin lips and rather asquare jaw, and her
sallow complexion lacked color. Oane could
not guess her age exactly, but she might
have been three- or four-and-thirty, Iheard
her spoken of afterwarde as » very interest-
inglooking person; certainly her figure was
fine, and she koew how to dress herself,—
a very useful art when women have no
claim to besuty,

Miss Darrell's voluble tongune seemed to
touch on every subject. Miss Hamilton sat
perteotly silent, and I had not a chance of
addressing her, Oace, when 1 looked at her,
1 could see her eyes wera fixed on my dar-
ling’s picture. She wus gazing ot it with an
air of -abscrbed melancholy : her lips were
firmly closed, and her hands lay folded in her
lap.
¢ That is the pioture of my twin brother,"”
I said, softly, to arouse her.

To my surprise, she turned paler than ever,
and her lips quivered,

* Your twin brother, yes; and you have
Jost bim ?’ Bui here Misa Darrell chimed
in agein :

¢ How wery interesting ! What a blessing
photography ig, to he sura! Do you tezke
well, Miss Garsten ! They make me a per-
fecs fright, I tell my cousins that nothing
on earth will induce meto try another sitting.
Why should I endure such a martyrdem, if
it be not to give pleasure te my friends 7"

To my surprise, Miss Hamil:on's voice ic-
terrupted her ; it was A little like her step-
brother's voice, and had & slight hesitation
that was not in the least unpleasant. She
spoke rather slowly ; at least it seemed s0
by comparison with Miss Darrell's quick sen-
tences.

¢ FEita, we have not done what Giles told
ug. We hoye you will ome and dine with ue
to-morrow, Miss Garston, withcnt avy cere-
mony.”

4 Dear me, how careless of me ?” broke in
Mies Darrell, but her fcrehead contracted a
little, as though her consin's speech ancoyed
her. **Giles gave the niessage to me, but
we were talking so fast that 1 gunite forgot it.
My cousin will have it that you ore dull,
snd our soclety may cheer you up, I
do not hold with Giles, 1 think
you sre far too superier a person to
be afraid ot a little eolitude ; strong-minded
peoplo like yon are generally fond of their
own society ; but all the same I hape you do
no$ menn to ho quite & recluse,”

*¢ We dine at seven, but I hope you will
come na much earlier a3 you like,” interposed
Miss Hami’lon, ‘*No one will be with us
but Mvr, Tudor.”

“You forget Mr. Cunliffe, Gladys,” ob-

served Miss Darrell in rather a sharp voice.
“Iam surs I do not knew what the poor
man kas done 1o offend you; but
ever since Jast summer——" But here
Misz Homiltcn rose with a gesture that
was almost queenly, and her impassive face
luolzed graver than ever.

'] dii wot know you had invited Mr.
Curliffe, Esta, or I should certainly have
mentioned him. Good-bye, Miss Garston;
we shall leok for you soon after six,”

Fhere was tomethicg wistful in her ox-
pression; it scemed se though she wanted
me to come, yet [ was o complete stranger to
her. I felt very reluctant to dine at Glad-
wyn, buf that look overruled me,

“I will Iry to come early,” was my answer,
and then I drew back to let them pasa,

Mies Darrell bade me good-by a little
atiffly ; something had evidently pnt her out;
as they went down the narrow garden path
I could sce she was speaking to Missa Hamil-
ton rather angrily, but Miss Hamilton sesm-
ed to take no netice, - '

YWhat did it all mean? I wondered; acd
then I suddenly bethought myself of my
other visitor, I had wholly forgotten her
existence in my interest in her beautiful
sister, What had become of Lady Betty ?

CHAPTER XIV,
LADY BETTY LEAVES HER MUFF.

The yuestion was speedily answered,

The gate had scavcely closod behind my
visitors when I heard.n gay little laugh he-
hind me, and Lady Betty tripped ncross the
paseage and took posession of the easy-chair
in the friendliest way.

* Now we can have a chat and be cosey all
by curselves,” she said, with a childish glee;
and then she stopped and looked at me, and
her rosy little mouth began to pous, and &
gort of baby frown came to her forehead,.

‘% You don't seemed pleased -to- gea me
again. Sholl I go away? - Are you busy, or
tired, -or is there anything: the matter?’-
aali{ed Lady Betty, in an extremely: fraotious
voice,

W There Ia nothing the matter, and I am de-
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This wus 80 exact a description
versation with Mr. Darrell that
a rather guilty fashion,
her hands delightedly,

**Oh, I have found yon out.
a bit solemn, really, onl
of a Sister of Mercy.
Etta ; you need not be afraid of telling me
80 ; shp is the greateat humbug in the wor]d
only Giles is 80 foolish as to believe in her,
I coll her o humbug kecause she pretends to
be what she is not; she is really a mogt
pro;mc aorlt bofl perao:, snd she wants to
make people believe that she is
Ho omecy she 18 a soft roman.

. ** You are vot very charitable in your es-
timate of your cousin, Lady Betty,”
..*¢ Then she should not lead Gladys such s
life. Poor dear majesty, to be ruled by her
prime mioister ! 1 should like to see Etta try
to dictate to me, Why, I should laugh in her
face, She would ot attempt it again, |
can't think how it is,” looking a little grave,
** that she has Gladys so completely under
her thumb. Gladys is too proud to own
that she it afraid of her, but all the same
she naver dares to act in opposition to Etta,"

Lady Betty’s confidence was rather em.
barrassing, but [ hardly knew how to check
6. I began to think the household
at Gladwyn must be a very quiet one. Uncle
Max had slready hinted at a want of har.
mouy between Dy, Hamilton and his step-
sisters, and Miss Darrell seemed hardly a
favorite with Lim, although he was toc kind.
ne‘aréed to say 8o openly,

* Hay your cousin lived long wi ™
ventoured to a3k, g with yout” 1

**Ob, yes; ever since Gladys and I
little tieingu; bafare mamma.ydied. A\;:etli-:
lived with us too : poor adptie, we were very
fond of her, but she wag s sad invalid ; she
died about three years ago. Etta has
managed everything ever since.”

** Do you mean that Miss Darrell is house-
keeper ? I should have thought that would
have been your sister’s place,”

“ Ob, Gladys is called the mistress of her
hourw, t1:* uene of the servants go te her for
orders, 1r she gives any, Etta is sure to
countermard them.”

‘¢ 1t is partly Giadys’ fault,” went on Lady
Betty, in her frank outspoken way, ¢ She
tried for a little while to manage things ; but
either she waa a terribly bad housekeeper,
or Etta underminded her influence in the
house ; everything went wrong, and Giles got
80 angry,—men, do you know, when the dear
creatures’ comferts are invaded ; 5o there waa
a great fuer, aod Gladys gavs it up;
aud now the prime minister manages
the fipances, and givesout stores, and, though
1 bate to say it, things never went more
smoothly than they do now. Giles is
scarcely ever vexed,”

Iam ashamed to say how much I was in-

tereated in Lady Betty’s childish talk, and
yeb I knew it was wrong not to check her.
What would Miass Hamilton say if she were
to hear of our sonversation ? Jill was rather
a reckless talker, but she waa nothing com-
pared with this daring little creature. Lady
Botty told me afterwards, whenm we were
better acquainted, that it had amused her so
to see how widely I could open my eyes
when I was surprised. I believe she did it
out of pure mischief,
§ :0ur talk was bappily interrupted by the
appesrance of Mrs. Bsrton and the tea-tray,
which at once turned Lady Betty's thoughts
intn o new chanuel,

There was to much to ds. First she must
help to axrange tho table, and, as no one clse
could cut such thin bread-and-butter, she must
try her hand at that. Then Nap must have
his tea befors we touched ours ; and whenat
lnat we did sit down she wus praising the
cake, and jumping up for the kettle, nnd
waising upoen mo * because I was n dear good
thing, und waited on poor people,” and coax-
ing me to take this or that as thoughI wero
her guest, and every now and thenshe paused
to say * how nice and cosey it was,” and
how she wea enjoying heraelf, and how glad
she felt to miss that stupid dioner at
Gladwyp, where no one talked bat Gilvs snd
Etts, and Gladys sus as though she were half
agleep, until she, Lady Betty, felt inclined to
pinch them all,

. We were approaching the dangerous sub-
ject again, bur I varded it off by ueking how
she and her sister employed their time,

She made a little face at mo, as though
the guestion bothered her, ** Oh, I do things,
and (sladys—does things,” rather lucidly.

¢ Well, bus what things, may L ask ¥

“ Why do you want to know ?” was the
unexpected retort. ¢ I dou’s question you,
do I? Giles says women are dreadfully
carious,”

**T think you are dreadfully mysterious ;
but, ns you are evidently ashamed of your
occupations, T will withdraw my questions.”

**I donot believe you are cross, Miss Gars,
ton ; you are not-a snint, after all, though
Giles aays you sing like. a cherub; I don't
know where he ever.heard vne, but that is
his affair. .Well, as you choose to get pottish
over it, I will be amiable; and tell you what
we do. Ltta says we waste our time dread-
fully, but as it is'onr tioe and not hers, it is
nono of her business.” .

_ I thought it prondent to remain silent, to
ghe wrinkled her brows and looked per-
plexed. ‘

IOIf m}}: con-
aughed i
Lady Betty clnppeg

You are not

y you put on theair
So vou don't like

(To be continued.)

OFF WORK.
¢ For two genrs Iwis notable to work, being
troubled with -dyspepsia; “One kottle of Bur-
‘dock Blood Bitters relisved me ; three bottles
oured me as well a3 ever,” -~ John A, Rappell, of
Foarmersville, Leeds Co., Ont. N

= Wife (head out: of ‘s sacond storey window):.
l1s_that you, Jobn Smith? Husband (at the
front dogr): Yesh 'm dear.' . Wife: Well, say:
ghrysnnthamums or you don't . got into this
house to-night. © Husband (heroically): Ch-

Chran-sythe-mum, ’m dear. Wife (hanging
down the window) ; Good-night,



