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the premises, ;nd, tarping to me, he asked ' i1 the porch to wotch a certain tall figure: things, it was my owa fault,—mine

UNCLE MAX.

CHAPIER XXXIV.—Continued.

«No one will connect me with Jack
Poynter. I did not think there would be
any riek,” 1 replied, soothingly. * I put
¢for Gladys’s sake’ in the Daily Telegraph
You see, we must try to attract his notice,”

¢ Giles never takes in the Daily Telegraph.
We have the Times sud the Standard, and
the Morning Post for Etta,” Which did you
put "~ the Standard " .

1 repeated the .advertisement: ¢ Jack
Poyoter’s friends believe him dead, and are
In great trouble : he is €ntreated to undeceive
them. One word-to the old address will be
a comfort to his peor sister.”

¢ That will do,” she answered, in a're.
lieved tone, *“ Etta cannot read between the
lines there, Oh, Urauls, do you think that
Eric will see then ?”

1 asgured her that there was mo doubt on
tho subject. All the better clasa of workmen
bad access to some club or society, where
they saw the leading papers. 1 thought th_e
Daily Telegraph the most likely to meet his
eyes, and should continue to insert an adver-
tisement from time to time. * We must be
patient and wait a little,” I continued.
% Even if our appenls do not reach him, there
is every probability that Joe Muggins or one
of the other workmen will come acroea him.
We want to find out where Jack Poyater
Eves. I mean to write to Joe in a few days,
and offer him a handsome sum if he can tell
me his address.”

# That will be the best plan; but, oh,
Ursuls, how am.I to be patient? To think
of my dear boy becoming & common work-
man ! he is poor, then ; he wants mouey. I
feel as though I cannot rest, aa though I
must go to London and look for him myself.”

Gladys looked so excited and feverish that
1 almoat repented my confidence. 1 did alll
conld {o sovthe her.

¢ Surely, dear, it is not eo difficult to wait
a little, knowing him to be alive and well, as
it was to bear that long svepense.”

¢+ Oh, but L vever believed him to be dead,”
she answerad, quickly, ‘I was very anxious,
very unhappy, abont bim, often miserable,
but in my dreams he was always full of life,
When I woke up I said to myself, ¢ They are
wrong ; Eric is in the world somewhere; 1
ahall see him again.’"”

¢Just z0; nnd now with my own eyes 1
have seen him, evidently in perfect health
and in good epirits.” )

t“Ah, but that troubles me a little,” she
returoed, and her beautiful mouth began to
quiver like an unhsppy child’s. *‘ How can
Eric, my Eric who loved me 8o, be 2o light.
hearted, knowing that all these yesrs I have
bees mourning for him ? I remember how he
used,” she went on, plaintively, *‘ to whistle
over his work, and how Giles used to listen to
him, Sometimes they kept up a duet to.
gether, but Eric’s note was the sweetest "

*“We¢ must be careful not to minjudge him
sven in this,” was my answer : * how do you
know, Gladys, that he has not assured kim.
self that you are all well, and, as far as he
knows, happy ? Or perbaps his heart was
very heavy in spite of his whistling, A
yox;x,:g man doee not show his feelings like a
girl.”

“No doubt you are right,” she replied,
sighing, and then she turned her head away,
sad I could asee the old tremulous movement
of her hands. *f Ursula,” she esid, in a very
low voice, **have you told Mr. Cunliffe about
this ¥’

“Uncle Max!” I exclaimed, concealing
my astonishment at hearing her mention his
name of her own accord. *‘No; indeed, he
iz uway from home : we have not met for the
last three weeks. Would you wish me to
tell him, Gladys ?’

She pondered over my queetion, and I could
see the curves of her throat trembling. Her
voice was pot so0 clear when she answered
m

*l{e might have helped us. He is kind
snd wise, and I trusted him once. Bat per-
haps it will be hardly eafe to tell him: he
might ineist on Giles knowing, and then
everything would be lost.”

“What do you mean?’ I asked, hastily.
“ Surely Mr, Hamilton ought to know that
his brother is alive.”

* Yes, but not now,—not until I have seen
him, Ursula, you sre very good; you are
my greatest comfort; but indeed yon muat be
gnided in this by me. You do not know
Giles as I do. He is beginning to influence
you in spite of yourself. If Giles knows,
Etta will know, and then wo are lost.”

Her tone troubled me : it was the old key-
not of suppressed hopeless paln : it somehow
vecalled to me the image of some belplese
innoctnt b'rd strugpling in o fowler’s net.
Her cyes 1ocked at me with almost agonized
entreaty.

+If Et'a knows, we should be lost,” she
repeated, drearily.

4 She shall not know, then,” I returned,
pretendiog cheerfuluess, though I wan in-
wardly dismayed, *‘You and I will watch
and wait, Gladys. D> not be go cast down,
dear, Remember, it is nover zo dark as just
before the dawn.”

“ No,” she roplied, with a faint swmile,
* you are right there; but it is growing dark
in earnecst, UJrsula, and I mustgo home, or
Leah will be coming in search of me.”

““Very well ; I will walk with you,” I re-
plied; and in five minutes more we had left
the cottage.

‘We walked almost in silence, for who could
tell if eaves-droppers might not lurk in the
dark hedge-rows? I know this feeling waus
stroug in both our minds.

At the gate of Gladwyn we kissed each
other and pmited.

*] um happier, Ureuls,” she whispered.
* Yon must not think L am ungrateful for the
news you have given me, only it has made me
restlesn.”

“ Hush! therc ia some one comiog down
the shrubbery,” I returned, dropping her
hand, und going quickly into the road. Asl
did so, I heard Leah’s amooth voice address
Gladys: '

““You wera g0 late, ma’sm, that I thought
T had better step dow.a to the dottage, for
fear you might be waiting ror me.”

¢ Jois ull 3ight, Leah, * was Gladys's an-
swer,  *‘ Miss Garston walked back with me,
Thauk you for your thoughtfulness.” And
then I heurd their footateps dying away in
She distance, .

—

CHAPTER XXXV,

NIGHTINGALES AND ROSES..

I wus very busy the next morning, I went
zound to the Marshall's cottage to see Peggy,
and then I paid Pheebe a long visit, and after-
wards I went to Robert Stokes,

They seemed all glad to weloome me buck,
eepecially Phazbe, who lay and looked at me
ns though she never wished to lose sight ot
me again,

When I had left her room I sat a little
while with Susan, She still Jooked delicate,
bnt st my first pitying word she stopped me,

t Plense, don’t say that, Mise Garston. If
you knew how I thank God for that illness !

it hus opened poor Phwbe’s heart to me as.

nothing elee could have opened it.”
.%8he does indeed seem a different crea-
hll‘l_'e," I returned, full of thankfulaess to hear
is,
¢ Different,~—nay, that iz not the word:
"+ 'the heart of a little child has come back to

if I am ever &0 tired,

]
her. It resta oW, A
me now, It ie always, sSig

to go into her room.
down, Susan, my woman, and talk tome a
bit,’ or she will beg me to do something for
her, just as though she were asking a favor.
I read the Bible to her mow morning and
evening, and Kitty sings her swest hymoa to
ue. It is more like home now, with Pheebe
to smile a welcome whenever 8
I do not miss father and mother balf
now.”

“If you only kmew how happy it mzkes
me to heir you say all this, Miss Locke !

¢ Nuy, but I'am thiokiog we owe much: of
our comfort to you,” she answered, simply.
«You worked upon her feclings firat, and
then Providence sent that sharp mestaze to
her. And we have to be grateful to the doc.
tor, too. What do yon think, Miss (ataton?
He is our landlord now, and he won't take a
farthing of rent from us; He tays we are
doing him a kindness by liviog in the house,
and that be only wished his other tenants
took as muzh care of his property; but of
course I know what that meane.” And here
Susan’s thin bands shook a little. ‘“The
doctor is just a man whose right haud does
not know what his left hand does ; he is jast
heaping us witn benefits, and making ue
ashamed with his kindness.”

*You are a great favorite of his,” 1 an-
swered, emiling, as I took my leave; but
Susan answered, soclemnly,—
*¢ It won’t be forgotten in his account, Miss
Garston. The meavure ruoning over will
eurely be returned to him, and not ounly to
him.? And here she looked at me meaningly,
apd pressed my hand. Poor Susan | she had
grown very fond of her nurse,
As I walked up to Gladwyn that afternoon
I felt a pleasant sense of excitement, a sort of
holiday feeling, that was novel to me. Miss
Darrell was awsy, snd Gladys and Lady
Betty would be at their eate. Wo might
look and talk as we liked, no oue would fiad
fault with us, '
1 wa.s pleased, too, at the tbought of seeing
Mr. Hamilton again. I was in the mood to
be gay: perheps the summer sunshine in-
fected me, for who could be dull on such s
day? There was not & clond in the eky, the
birde were singing, the rooks were cawing
among the elma, the very sparrows had a
jaunty look and cheeped busily in theivy.
As I approached Gladwyn, 1 saw Mr. Hamil-
ten leaning on the gate: he locked as though
he had been standing there some time,
* Were you watching for me?’ I asked,
rather thoughtlese, as he threw the gate open
with & smile and shook hands with me. 1
had asked the question quite innocently and
cagually ; bat the next moment I felt hot and
ashamed. Why bad 1 supposed such a thing ?
Why should Mr. Hamiltcn be watching for
me?
He did not seem to notice my confusion :
he locked very glad tosee me. I think he
was in a gay mood, too.
“ Yes, 1 was looking for you. You area
lithle late, do you know that? 1 wes just
meditating wnether I should walk dowa the
road to meet you. Come and take aturn
with me on this shady little lawn, Gladys
and Lady Betty are arrangiog the tea-table,
and are not quite ready for us.”
He led the way to the little lawn in front
of the house. Gladwyn was surrounded with
charming lawns: the avenue of young oaks
was at the back. We could catch glimpses
of Lady Betty’s white gown as she flitted
backward and forward. The front window
of Mr. Hamilton’s study was bafore us.
¢ Well,” he eaid, locking at me brightly,
‘ we are glad to welcomne Nurse Ursula back:
;he three weeks have seemed very long, some-
ow."”
¢« Have you any more cases realy for me?”
I returned, trying to appear at my ususl case
with him, It seemed ridiculoue, butI was
certainly rather shy with r. Hamilton this
afternoon. He looked different, somehow,
“If I have, you will pot know them to-
day. I am not going to talk businees to you
this afternoon, Tell me about your visit:
have you enjoyed youreelf ? But I need not
ask : your looks anawer for you.”
1 have most certainly enjoyed myself.
Aunt Philippa was eo kind: indeed, they
were all good to me. Did you hear of Jill'a
accident, Mr. Hamilton? No. I must tell
you about it, and of Mr, Tudor's presence of
mind.” And I narrated the whole circum-
stance.
“It was a marvellous escape,’’ he returned,
thoughtfully, *‘Poor child ! she might have
fired badly, Well, Miss Garston, the green
velvet gown was very becoming.”
I looked up quickly, but there was no
mockery in Mr. Hamilton's smile. He was
regarding me kindly, though his tone was »
little teasing.
] eaw you in the cturch,” I returned,
quietly.
“Yes, I suppose there is a kind of magnet-
ism in o fixed glance, I waa louking at yeu
trying to identify Nurse Ursula with the
elegantly-dressed woman hefore me, wnd
sumehow failing, when vour eyes encountersd
mine. Their serious disnpproinl mest cer-
tainly rcalled Nurze Ursula with n ver.
geaunce,”

He was Inughing at me cow, but I deter-
mined to satisfy my curiosity,

I was so surprised to see you there,” I
replied, seriously: *you were 8o strong in
your denunciations of gay weddings that
your presence as a spectator at once quite
rtartled me. Why were you there, Mr.
Hamilton 2"

“ Do you want to know really ?” atill in a
teasing tono,

¢¢Of course one always likes an answer to
a question,”

*¢ You shall have it, Miss Garston.
to see that velvet gown.”

¢ Nonsense !"

‘¢ May I ask why?”

¢ Well, it is nonsense; as though you came
for such an absurd purpose !” But, though I
answered Mr. Hamilton in this brueque
fashion, I was aware that my heart was beat-
ing rather more quickly than usual. Did he
really mean that he had come to see me?
Could such a thing be possible ? I began to
wish I hud never put that question. :

4] either came to mee the gown or the
wearer: upon my honor I hardly know
which. Perhaps you cantell me.” Butif he
expected an anawer to that he did not get it :
I was only meditating how I could break off
this téle-a téte without too much awkward-
pess. No, I did not recognize Mr. Hamilton
a bit this afternoon : he had never talked to
me after this fashion before. I was not sure
that I liked it. -

«s After all, I am not certain that I do not
like yon best in that gray one, especially after
I have picked you some roses to wear with it:
zomething sober and quiet seems to suit
Nuree Ursuls better.”

¢« Mr, Hamilton, if you please, I do not
woant to talk any more about my gown,”

¢ What shall we talk about, then ? Shail
I——" And then ho looked at my face and
checked himself, His teasing mood, or what-
ever it wae, changed. Perhaps he saw my
embarrassment, for his manner became all at
once very gentle. He said we must go in
search of the roses; and then he began to
talk to meabout Gladys,—how much brighter
she looked, but still thin, oh, far too thin,—
and wae I not glad to have her back again ?
and all the time he talked he was looking at
me, as though he wauted to find out the
reason of something that perplexed him, -

«“He will think that [ am not glad to be
home again, that ‘all this gayety has spoiled

a0 much

Icame

he sees me,:

me for my work,” I thought, with some
vexatisn ; but no effort on my part would
overcome this sudden shyness, and I was
much relieved when we turned the corner of
the house and encountered Lady Betty coming
in search of us. . "

«Of aourse we saw you on the little lawn,
she said, eagerly, ‘‘but we were too busy
arranging the table. Tea is rendy, now.
Where are yon going, Giles? Uh, don’t pick
any more rosvs : we have plenty for Ursula.”

“Bag if | with Miss Garsion to wear some
of my plcking, what then, Elizabeth 1" he
asked, in a lsugbing toue, and Lady Betty
toseed her head in reply and led me away ;
but & moment afterwards be followed us with
the roses, and mollified the wilfal little sonl
by asking Lady-bird—his pet name for her—
to fasten them in my dresa, Both the sisters
wore white gowns. I thought Gladys looked
like a queen in hers, s she moved slowly
under the oak-trees to meet us, the san
shiniog oo her fair hair. As 1 locked at her
lovely face and figure, I thought it wus no
wonder that she was poor Max’s Lady of
Delight. Who could help admiring ber?

She met me guite nuturally, although her
brother was beside us.

*“Have we kept you waiting too long ? 1
thought you would not mind putting up with
Giles's society for a little whilé. Oh, Thorn-
ton was so gtupid ; I suppose he did not ap-
prove of the trouble, for he would forget
everything we asked him to bring.”

*This is guite a feset, Gladys,” observed
Mr, Hamilton, gayly. And indeed it wasa
pretty picture when we were all seated: a
pleasant breeze atirred the leaves over our
head, the rooks cawed and circled round us,
Nap laid himself at his master's feet, and a
little gray kitten came gingerly over the grass,
followed by some tame pigeons.

There was a basket of roses on the table,
and great piles of strawberries and cherries.
Gladys poured out the tea in purple cups
bordered with gold. Me. Hamilton held out
& beautifal china plate fcr my inspection,
“*This belonged to (:ladys’a mother,” he taid:
* we are only allowed to mse it on high-duys
and holidays. Etta waa unfortunate enough
to breask a saucer once: we have never seen
the tea-set since.”

I eaw Gladys color, but she said pothicg:
only naughty Lady Betty whispered in my
ear, *“‘She did it on purpose. I saw her
throw it down because she was angry with
Gladys.” But, happily, Mr. Hamilton was
deaf to this.

I hardly know what we talked about, but
we were all very bappy. Gladys, as usnsl,
‘wag rather quiet, bnt 1 noticed that she spoke
freely to her hrother, without any constraint
of manner, and tbat he seemed pleased and
interested in all she ssid : and Lady Betty
chatted as merrily as foasible,

When tea was over we #1l strolled about
the garden, down the long asphalt walk that
skirted the meadow, where a little brown
cow was feeding, down to the gardener’s cot-
tage and the kitchen-garden. aund to the
poualtry-yard, where Lady Bty reigned
sapreme. Then we sat down on the terrace
by the conservatory, and Mr. Hamiltoo
threw himself down on the grass and played
with Nap, as he talked to us.

I could see Leah sewing at her mistress’s
window, but the sight did not disturb me in
the least., Yes, I must be fey, I thought. I
could fiad no rearon for the sudden feeling of
conten*ment and well-being that posseased
me; in all my life I nad never felt happier
than I did that evening ; and yet I was more
silent than usual. Mr. Hamilton talked more
to his sisters than to me, but his manner was
strangely gentle when he addressed me, 1
was conscious all that evening that he was
watching me, and that my reserve did not
displease him. Once, when he had been
called away on business, and Lady Betty
had tripped after him, Gladys ssid, with a
half-eigh,—

¢ How young and well Giles looka to-day !
He seems so much happier. I wieh we could
alwavs be like this. Ism sure if it were not
for Etta we should understand each other
better,”

I assented to this, and Gladya went on :

] wonder if you have ever heard Mrs.
Carrick’s name, Ursula ¥

What a strange question! 1 flushed a
little as I told her that her old friend Mre,
Maberley had put me in possess on of » 1l the
family secrets. ‘¢ Quite against my will, I
assure you,” I added; for I alwaye had a
lurkiog conscionsness that I had no right to
koow Mr. Hamilton’s affxirs,

*“Well, it does not matter. I dare say
Giles will $:11 you all about it himself some
day. You and heseem great friends, Ursula;
and indeed—indeed I am glad to know it.
Poor Giles! Why should you not be kind to
him ¥

What in the world could Gladys mean ?

«“ I was unly a child,” she wen® on; ** but
of course 1 remem:er E la, She was very
beaut:ful and fsscinating, aod she bewitched
us all, She had such luvely eyen, and guch a
sweet lavgh 3 and she was ao full of fun, and
so  hiph-tpidited and charming sl-ogether,
G les wus very ditfercct in thosa days; but
he remiods me of his old self this evening.”

1 made no snswer. | seemed to bave no
worde ready, and I was glad when Gladys
rather abruptly changed the subject. Leah
was ciossing the field towards the cottage
with a basket of egps on her arm. As we
looked after her, Gladys said, quickly,—

‘“Your talk last night seems like a dream,
This morning I asked myself, counld it be
true—really true—that you saw Eric? I
have hardly slept, Ursula. Indeed, I do not
mean to be impatient ; but how am I to bear
this reetlessness 2"

It ie certainly very hard.”

*Oh, 8o hard ! Baut for Eric’s sake I must
be patient, I siw the advertisement this
morning in the Siandard, Lady Bétty read
it aloud to us at breakfast time; but Giles
took no notice, I wished that we dared to
tell Mr, Cunlifie about it ; he might employ
o detective ; but I am o afraid of Etta.”

I think we may safely wait a little,” I
returned, ‘X have faith in Joe Euggins; a
five pound note may do our work without
fear of publicity.”

*1f you hear any news, it you can find
out where he lives, remember that I muet be
the first to see him ; Giles shall be told, but
not until I have spoken to Eric.”

. Do you think you will be able to per-
guade him to come home ?”

1 shall not try to persuade him,” she
returned, proudly.  *‘I know Eric tco well
for that. Nothing will induce him to oross
the threshold of Gladwyn uatil his innocence
is ettablished, unless Giles has apologized
for the slur he has thrown upon his char-
acter.”

“] am afraid Mr, Hamilten will never do
that.” e

¢ Then there will be no possibility of re-
conciliation with Eric, Ursula. If Lric does
not come home, if things remain as they are,
I have made up my mind to leave Giles’ roof,
I cannot any longer be separated from Eric;
if he bo poor I will be poor too; it will.not
hurt me to work ; nothing will hurt me after
the lifa 1 have bsen leading these threo
years.” And the old troubled look came
back to Glady’a face. Lady Betty joinud us,
and our tslk ceased, and soon afterwards we
went up into the turret room to prepare for
dinner. i

After dinner Lady Betty proposed that we
should go down the road a little to hear the
nightingales ; - but Mr. Hamilton informed

her with a smile that he had a nightingale on

me if I were in the mood to give them all
pleasure, and if I would sing to them until
they told me to stop.

I was rather dubious on the latter point,
for how could 1 know, I asked him, laughing,
that they might not keep me einging until
midnight ? .

 Yon ought to have more faith in our hu-
manity,” he returned with such solemnity, as
he opened the piano. Gladys crept into her
old seat by me, but Mr. Hamilton placed
himself in an easy chair at some little die-
tance. As the room grew dusk, and the
moonlight threw strange silvery gleams here
aod there, I could see him leaning back
with his arms crossed under his head, and
wondered if he were asleep, he was so still
and motionless.

How I thanked God in my heart for that
gift of song, a more preciouns gift to me than
even beauty would have been ! As usmal I
forgot everything, myeelf, Gladys, Mr.
Hamilton; I seemed to think with the
joyousness of a bird that is only conscious of
life and freedom and sunshine. '

I would sing no melancholy songs that
night,—no love sick adieux, no effusions of
lachrymose sentimentality, only sweet old
Scotch and English ballads, favorites of
Charlie’s ; then grander melodies, ¢ Let the
bright seraphim,” and ‘* Waft her, angels,
through the air.” As I finished the last I
was conecious tbat Mr, Hamilton was stand-
ing begide me ; the next moment he laid his
hand on mine.

« That will do. You must not tire yoor-
self; even the nightingales must leave off
vinging sometimes ; thank you so much. No !
th4t sounda cold and conventional. I will not
thaok you. You were very happy alnging,
were you not ?”’

I could not see his face, but he was so
close,—80 close to me in the moonlight, and
thera was something im his voice that brought
the old shyneas back. .

I was trying to anewer, when we heard the
front door open and some ome speaking to
Parker. Was that Miss Darrell's voice ?
Mr. Hamilton heard it, for he moved away,
and Gladys gave a half stifed exclamation
as he opened the door and confronted his
cousin.

““Where are you all?’ she asked in a
laughing voice. ‘¢ You look like bata of ghosts
in the moounlight. No lights, and past ten
o'clock ! thatris Gladys romantic ides, I sup-
pose, What a dear fanciful child it is | Lady
Betty, come and kiss me ! Oh, I am s0 glad
to be home again !”

**Good evening, Miss Darrell.”

‘¢*Good gracious ! is that you, Mies
Garston? I never dreamt of seeing you here
to-night ; and you were hiding behind that
great piano. Giles, do, for pity’s sake,
light those candles, and let me see some of
your faces,”

But Mr. Hamilton seemed to take no notice
of her request.

¢ \Vhat brought you back so soon, Etta ?”
he asked; and it struck me he was not so
pliased to see hia couein as usual. I
thought yon intended to remain another
week,”

*“Oh, but I wanted to esee Gladyas, after
these months of absence. I thought it woald
b2 unkind to rem»in away any longer. Be-
pides, 1 was not cnjoying myself,—rot a bit.
Mrs. Camercn grows deafer every day, and
it was very triste sand miserable.”

“ Bow did you know I was at homo,
Etta? acked Gladys, in her olear voice.

 Miss Darrell hesitated a moment: ‘A
little bird informed me of the fact. You did
not wish me to remain in ignorance ¢f your
return, did you? It sounds rather like it,
doea it not, Giles 72 Well, if you must be in.
quisitive, Leah was writing to me about my
dresses for the cleaper, and she mentioned
casually that ¢ master bad gone to the station
to meet Miss Gladya.’"”

“Jgee; but you need not have hurried
home on my account,”

“ Dear me | what'a consinly speech ! That
is the return one gets for being a little more
affectionate than usual. Giles,"—with
decided impatience,—**why don’t you light
those candles? You know how I hate dark-
ness ; and there is Miss Garsion standing like
a gray non in the moonlight.”

“1t is 8o late that I maust put on my
bonnet,” 1 repliud, quickly; for I was bent
on makiog my escape before the candles
were lighted. Never had I dreaded Mies
Darrell’s cold scrutiny as I did that night.

Gladys followed me rather wearily.

* Well, it has been very pleasant, but our
holiday has been brief,” she enid, with a
sigh ; and then she laid her chrek against
mine, and it felt very soft and enld. With s
sudden rush of tenderness L drew it down
und kissed it vgain and again.

' PDon’c lct the hope go out of your voice,
Gladye; it will all come right by and by,
Ouly be strong and patient, oy aarling.”

T am strong when [ am nes3 you, but not
when I am alense,” she mnswered, with s
elight shiver; end then we heard Ludy
Barty's voice culliug her,. and she left me re-
Juctantly,

I thought she wounld come bk, so Idid
not hurry myee f ; but presently I got tired
of waiting, and walked to the head of the
staircase.

As I looked down cn the lighted hall I raw
Mr. Hamilton standing with folded arms, as
though he had been waiting there aoma time ;
at the sound of my footstep be loocked up
quickly and eagerly, and our eyes met, and
then I knew,—I knaw !

¢ Come, Ursula,” he said, with a sort of
impatience, holding out his hand ; and some-
how, without delay or hesitation, just as
though his strong will was drawiog me, I
went down slowly and put my hand in his,
and it seemed as though there was nothing
more to be said.

I saw his face light up; he was alout to
speak, when Miss Darrell swept up to us
?oiselesaly with a hard metallic smile on her
ace.

Do you know, Miss Garston, Lady Bstty
tells me thut the nightingales axe singing so
charmingly ; she and I are just going down
the roud to listen %o them, it you can put up
with our company for part of the way.” .

Giles—I called him Giles in my heart that
night, for something told me we belonged to
each other—said nothing, but hisfaceclouded,
and we went out together.

No one heard the nightingales, but orly
Lady Betty commented ca that faot. Mies
Darrell wae talking too volaubly to hear her,
She clung to my side pertinaciously, almost
affectionately ; she wanted to hear all about
the wedding; ste plied me with guestions
about Sara and Jill, and Mr, Tudor. All the
way up the hill she talked until we. paseed
the church and the vicarage, until we were at
the gate of the White Cottage, and then she
stopped with an affected laugh. ‘

, “Deor me, I have actually walked the
whole way ; how tired I am !—and no won-
der, .for thero is eleven chiming from the
church tower, For shame, to keep us all up
80 late, Misa Garston?”

¢ will not detain you,” I returned, with
secret exasperstion.

Mr. Hamilton. had not spoken ouncs the
whole way, only walked silently beside me ;

but as he set open the gate and wished me |’

good night his clasp of my hand gave me the
agssurance that I needed, Dot

¢t Never mind; he will come to-morrow
and teil me all about it,” I said to.mysell as

I wulked up the narrow garden path between
tho rows of sleeping fowers, If I liugered

disa.ipeu- into she darkness, no- one knew it,

for the stars tell mo tales, :

CHAPTER XXXVIL

RREAKERS LAHEAD,

It was well that the sturs, those bright-
eyed speotators of a aleeping world, tell nv
tales of us poor humans, or they might have
whispered the tact that the ressonable sobe:-
minded Ursula Garston was holding foolish
vigil that night ontil the gray dawn drove her
away to seek a brief rest,

Bat how could I sleep?—how could any
womsn sleep whsn such & revelstion had
been vouoheafed her 2—when a certain Iock,
and those two words, * Come, Ursula,” still
haunted me;—that strange brief wooing, that
was hardly wooing, and yet meant unutter-
able thinge, that silent acceptance, that sim-
ple yielMing, when ¥ put my hond in his,
Giles's, and saw the gmick look of joy.in his
eyes? K ) ook

Ah, the veil had fallen from. my eyesat
laet ; for the first time I realized how'all
these wesks had;been drawing me closer to
himeelf, bow his strong will had snbjugated
mine. My dislike of him had been brief; he
bad awakened my interes? firat, then attract-
ed my sympathy, and fisally won my respect
and-friendehip,  until- I had-grown to -love
him in spite of myself. Strange to tay, I had
lost all fear of him; as I' sat holding com-
munion witb myself that night, I feft that I
should never be afraid of him again. ‘¢ Per-
feot love casteth out fear ;' is not tbas whkat
the apostle tells us? It was true, I thoughs,
for now 1 did not seem to be afraid either of
Mr, Hamilton’s strange stern nature, of the
sadness of his past life, or of: the mysteries
and “misunderstandings of that tronbled
household. It seemed to me I feared
nothing,—not even my own want ot beavty,
that had once been a trial to me ; for if
Giles Joved me how could auch minor evils
vifect me ?

Yes, as I sat there under the solemn star-
light, with the iasmine sprays cooling 1y hot
cheek and the soft night breeze fanning me, I
owned, and was notwushamed to own, in my
woman’s heart, and with all the truth of
which I was capable, that this was the man
whom my soul delighted to honor; not fault-
less, not free from blame, full of flaws and
imperfections, but still a grand man, in-
tensely humen in his sympathies, one who
loved hia tellows, aud who did his life’s work
in true knightly fashioo, running full tilt
against prejadices and the shams of coaven-
tionality.

Often during the night I thought of my
mother, and how she bad told me, laughing,
that my father bad never really asked her to
marry him,

] don't know how we were engaged,
Ursula,” she once said, when we were talking
about Charlie and Lesbia in the twilight;
““we were at a ball,—Lady Fitzherbert’s,—
and of course being a clergyman he did not
dance, but he tookime into the conservatory
aud gave me a flower: I think it wus a rose.
Tnere were people all round us, and neither
he nor I could tell how it was done, but when
he put me into the carriage I knew we were
somehow promised to each other, and when
he came the next day he called me Amy, and
kissed me in the most gquiet matter-of-fact
way. I often laugh and tell him that he took
it all for granted.”

¢+ Giles will come to.-morrow,” I said to
myself as the first pale gleam came over the
enstern sky, ‘“and then I shall krow all
abont it.”” And I fell asleep happily, and
dreamt of Charlie, and I thought he was
pelting me with roses in the old vicarage
garden,

¢¢ ¢ Apnd the evening and the morning were
the first day,” " were my waking words when
1 opened my eyes; for in the inwaid as well
at the outward creation, in heatts as well as
worlds, all things bvcome new under the
grace of such miracle. 1 was not the tame
woman that I had been yesteiday, neither
rhouald I ever be the same again. I seemed
us though I were in sccord with all the har-
monies of nature. ‘*And surely God saw
that it was good,” ought 10 be written upon
all true and faithful earthly attachments., I
was expecting Mr. Hemilton, and yet it gave
me a sort o shock when I saw him coming
up the rrad: he was walking very fast, with
his heat bent, but his face was in tno direc-
tion of the cottage.

I sut down by the window, und took out
some work, but my hends trembled so that I
was compelled to ley it aside. 1t was not
that I was afraid of what he might suy to me,
for my heurt had its welcume ready, but
natural womaaly timidity cuused the slight
fluttering of my pulses,

The momenta seemcd loag before I heard
the clitk uf the gate, bofore the firm regular
frotsteps crunched the pravel walk; then
came hia knock at my door, and I1ose to
greet hism. But the moment | saw his tace n
sudden spxiety seived me. What had hap-
pened ! What made hnn look so pale snd
+mbarrateed, eo strangely unlike himself?
This was not the greeting 1 expected, This
was not how weoughts tu meet on this morn
ing ot all moruings.

As he slook hands- with me guickly and
rather nervously, he seemed to avoid my
eyes, He walked to.the window, picked a
spray of jasmine, and began pulling it to

pieces, all the time he talked, Asfor me, I{P

sat down again and took up my work: he
should not mee that I felt his col@ness, that
he had disappointed me,

T kave come very early, I am afraid,” he
began, *“but I thought I ought to let you

know, Mrs, Hantury's little girl, the lame |:
one, Jessie, has got badly burnt,—tome cure- |

lesgness or other; but they are an ignorant
set, and the child will need your care.”

‘1 will go at once, Where do they live '
But somehow as I asked the question [ felt
a8 though my voice had lost all tone and
sounded like Miss Darrell’s.

He told me, and then gave me the neces-~
sary instructions. *‘Janet Coombe, a servant
a% the Man and Ploough, ia ill tco, and they
sent up for me this morning; it seems a
touch ot low fever,—nothing really infectious,
though; but the men from the sosp-works
are baving theicr besn-feast, and all the folks
are too busy to psy Janet much attention.”

¢ I will see about her,” I returned. ‘¢Are
those the only cases, Mr, Hamilton ' He
looked round at mo then, s8 though my gpiet
matter-cf fach snswer had suprised him, and
for a moment he surveyed me gravely and
wistfully ; then he seemed to- rouse himsolf
withaneffoxt, =~ ~ :

. ¢ Yes, thowe are the only cases at present,

Thank you, I sball be much obliged if you
will attend to them. Little Jessie is a very
delivate ohild: things muy go hardly, with
her.” Tién he'stopped, picked another epray
of jasmine, and pulled off the little starry
flowers remorseleesly.

¢ Mies Garston, I want to sny something :
I feck X.owe you tome so1% of explanation. I
wish wo tell you that I have only myself to
blame. ‘I. have thought. it all over, and I
have'come to the coucinsion that it is no fault
of yours thut I misunderstood you, It is
your naturs to be kind, You did not‘v'riah
to mielead me,” ' C
“] umnotaware that I ever mi:lead pec-
ple,” 1 returned, rather proudly, for I'could
not help fecling w littls indignant: Mr.
Hoamilton was certainly not teeating me well.

““No, of caurse not,” looking excessively
pained. *“X know you too,well to noogse you
o: that, 1f Imisunderstoodyon, ifIimagined
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would not blame yon fo, * worlds.” solely. |

“I am glad of that, Mr. H&millo,,,n in

| rather an icy tone.

“No, you could not hsve . told me
to have found it out for n 'yeelf, g)zufgt
mind if I go away now ? § do DOt fee] quitu
myself, and 1 would rather talk of this agme
agother time. Perhaps yow will tell mq aﬁ
about it then.” And neacteally 3, 'k up hj
hat and shook hands with me agola, . Som'l
now his touch made me shiver v'l;%ulre.
membered the long hand-o!asp ef thepr “vious
mgh:;l-i—.-only ten or eleven hours am‘; am;
lyﬂe:; .’i n:!‘tfange change had bsen wolie, ' in

I.lst him go, though it uc -,
heartito see him look ag caral;::yaga“?mv

ably,” My’ woman’s pride wag vp-in Trm;:-

'though fo¥! very pity and love I poulq have

called him: hack and begged him :
plain Esglish and without re,e:gmtf;,l,m"h‘“
he meant by his vague woras, Opce: Iw .
and -wen3} to she door, the latch wag; gioid
hand, but F'mt down again ang watcﬂe:inh'p
quietly notil’ he was out of sighs, Vw l;n
wait, I sald to mysedf ; I would ratper ot
until he came to his senses; ang Shew mf
laughed a liztlp angrily, though the tears :er
in myeyes. Ik was vexatious, it was Tsitterl6
disappointing, .it was laying on my thoulgd ;
a fresh burden-of responsibility and amie:"
The happioess, that a guarter of an bone .
seemed . withizmy reach haq vanighed i
left me worried and perplexed. And ywaqd
ip&t';?i of tthfe raicMr; Hamilton had inﬂ{ie?
- - '
» e:- no o.r 0n3- moment lose hope or our-
: Something hed! gone wrong,

th :
tdent. The perfect: undentandin; tt::: [?d
‘been between us last night secmed ruthless}
.disturbed and perBaps broken. Coulq :f:s{
id¢ Miss Dirrell’s work ? Had she made m;
ichief between us ? * & wordered what panl;c”
my conduct or actions she had miarepreaenteé:
to her cousin. It wus this nocertainty that-
tormented me: how counld I refute mers § '
taggible shadows ? -

range to say, I'never dounted his lov
for u moment. If such a doubt bad 2:;:::;3
my mind 1 should hove been miserable in-
deed ;. but no such thought fretted me i
was- cnly hart that he eonld have brm;ght
himself to believe anything against me, tpat
he should have listened to her false aopl;iatr
and not-have asked for my explanation ; bn:y
as I remembered that: love was pro;ne t(;
jealousy and not above suspicion, I 300n for.
gave him 11111 my heart.

Ah, well, we mustboth snifer, I :
for he certainly looked very unbaiapyt,hle;ggtz'
and weary, as thongh he had not slept, It
he had told me what was wrong I would have
f?uud aome comfort tor him.;. but uander such
circumsetances any woman-must be dumo.

He had made me understand tht he did
not jutend to ask me to merry him, at least
just yet; that for some reason. best known to
hl}mt:lf' be wished for no further explanatjon
with me. Well, I could wait until he was
ready to spesk: he need not fear that |
shouid embarrass him, ‘“Men are strangs
.9renmrea,"_ I thought, as IwTose, feeling tired
in every limb, to put on my bonnet; bat
cagt down and perplexed as § wae, 1 would’
not own for a minute that I'was really miser.
able. My faith in Mr. Hamilton was top
l!;ron:;\ tor tnat; one day thiogs would be
right between us; cne dayshe would see the
truth and koow it, and there would ba no
cloud before his eyes, I 'went rather sadly
about my duties that day, but I was deter-
mined that no one else should eaffer for my
unhappiness, 80 I exerted myself 1o be cheer.
ful with my patients, und thehard work did
me goed.,

1 was tired when I reached heme, and [
spent rather a dreary evening :: it was impot.
sible to settle to my book. 1 could not help
remembering how I had called this a new
day. As 1 prayed for Mr. Namilton that
night, I could not help sbedding a few sears;
he was so strong, all the power was in his
hande; be might have saved me from this
trouble. Then I remembered that we wero
hoth unhappy together, and this thought
calmed me ; for the same cloud was covering
us both, and I wondered whioh of us would
see the sunshine first,

I do mot wiah to speak much of my f: elings
at this time: the old adage, that ** the course
of trus love never runs smooth,” was true,
alas, ip my case; but I was tos proud %o com-
plain,, and I tried not to fret overmuch,
Most women have known troubled daye,
when the current seems agatnst them axnd the
waves rut. high; their strength fa‘ls and they
geem to sink in deep waters. Many s poor
roul hes suffered shipwreck in the very sight
o the haven where it would {sin be, for man
aud woman too are ‘‘born %o trouble as the
sparks fly upward.”

Sometimes my rain was very great; but
would not suceumb to it. Tiworked haraer
than ever to combat my restlessness, My
worst time wae in the evening, when I came
home weary and diepirited. We secmed 8o
near, snd yet 8o strapngely apart, and it was
hard at such times to keep to my old faith iz
Mr. Humilton and a:quit him of. unkindnese,

“Why does ho not tell me what he means?
Do 1 deserve this silencs 7?7 Iiwould say to
mysell. Then Iremembered his promise that
.he would speak to me agnin about theswe
‘things, and I resolved to be brave ond
atient.

* I waa longing to seo Gladys, but she did
inot come tor more than ten days, And,
‘alas! I could not go up to Gladwyn to setk
;her, This was the firat: bitter fruit of our
-estrangement,-—tl at it separated me from
(Glaays,

Ludy Betty had gone away $he verv nixt
'day to pay & two monthe’ visit to sn old
| school-fellow in Cornwall: so Gladys v ould
be utterly alope, Ubcle Mux was still in
Norfolk, detained hy most vexaticus lawyer's
businese : 8o that I had not even the solace of
his companionsbip. If it had not becn lor
Mr. Tudor, I should have been guite desolate.
But I was always meeting him in the village,
and his cheery grseting was a cordial to me,
He always walked back with me, talking in
his eager, boyish way. And I had sometimes
quite a trouble to getrid of him, He would
stand for a quarter of. an hour at a time Iean-
tng over the gato and chatting with me, By
a sort of tacit consent, bhe never offered to
come in, neithexdid I invite him, We were
both too much afiaid of Mies Darrell’a com-
ments. . .

In sall thoes ten days I omly saw Mr
Hawilton ouce,. for c¢m Sunday his seat in
church had been vacant. = ..

I was dressing httla Jeepie’s burns one
morning, and talking to her cheerfully all
the time, for she was a nervous little cres.
ture, when. I heard his foot:tep outside,
And the nexzinstant he was standing beside
us, .

His oust. * Gead-morning; how is the
paticnt, nurse?”’ braced my raltering nerves
in a moment, apd enabled me to answer hinx
without embarrassment. He had his grave
professionul - aiz, and looked hard and 1m-
penetrable, X had reason afterwards to thizk
that' this ttoroness of mauner wos assumed
for my benefit, for once, when L wap prés
paring come tiot for him, I looked up jnad-
vertently and saw that he wus watching mé
‘with an expression that wns at once sad o1

wistful,

{To be continued,)

Natore wauld make a good:ditor. Nothing

in the'untverae gets orowded ont for went ¢
apace, T




