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“UNCLE MAX.

CHAPTER XX.——Con;i:ned. .
b + a moment, Mrs. Ma rley, please,
I nmvg::p]; il::tereabad 3 bat would Gladys—
would Miss Hamilton -lize me to know sll

' i N .
tn'i To be surs she wonld,—though perbaps
@he would not care for the pain of telling it
herself ; but it would be better for you to
bear it from me than from Mrs, Barton, or
Mra. Drabble, or any other gesaiping person
that takes it into her -head to:tell you, for

on coald not be much longer at Heathfield
Withont hearing of it, “when, a8 I say, every.
Jack and Tom in the village knows .it,—.
taough how it all got about is more than I
can say. I tell the colonel, Leah must have
bad a hand in it: I kuow it was she who told
Tracy.'

1 saw by this time that Mra. Mabarley had
quit: made up her mind to tell me the story
hers:lf; she was garrolous, like many o_l:het
old ladies, and perhaps she enjoyed a little
gossip about her neighbors, a0 I only escayed
one other feeble protest. . .

1T hope. Mr, Hamilion will not mind—
but ahe answered me quite briskly,—

¢ Well, poor faliow, he knows by this time
poople will talk; I dsre say he thinks Mr.
Canliffe has told sou. Now, [ do not want
%o blame Mr. Hamilton ; he is a great favorite
of mine ever since he cured the colonel’s gout,
and I would not be hard cn bim for worlds ;
bot I have always been afraid that ho did not
rightly understand Eric: the brothers were
8o different. Mr. Hamilton is very hard-
working and rather matter-of-fact, and Erio
was guite differens, more likes girl, dreamy
and enthusiastic and teiribly idle, and _then
he fanzied himself an artist, Mr. Hamilton
could not bear that.” .

“ Why not? An artist’s is & very good
profesaion.” Lo

4 Yeg, but he did not believe in his talent ;
and then Ecic was intended for the law ; his
brother had sent him to Oxiord, but he would
not work, and he was extravagsnt, and got
into debt,—and, ob, yes, there waa no end of
trouble. I do not koow how it wa3,” went
on Mrs. Maberley, *¢but Eric always seemed
in the wrong. Etta used to take his part,—
which was very good of her, as Eric could
not bear her and treated her most rudely.
Mr. Hamilton ueed to complain that Gladys
encouraged him in his idleness ; he sometimes
came jo hers of an evening looking quite
migerable, poor fellow, and would say that
his sisters and Eric were leagued against him;
that but for Etts he woald be at his wits’ end
what to do. Eic wou'd not obey him; he
asimply defied his authority ;- he was growing
morte idle every day, and when he remon-
strated with him, Gladys took his part. Oh,
dear, I am nfraid they were all very wretch-
ed. n

“ You think Mr. Hamilten did not under-
stand his young brother.”

“ Well, perhapsnot. You see, Mr. Hamil-
ton had nos the same temptations ; he was
always stesdy and hard-workivg from s boy,
aad never cared much about his own comfort.
Ae for getting iuto debt, why, he would kave
o moider:d it wicked to doso. I know the
tolonel thought once or twice that he was a
littte hard on Eric. I remember his saying
ance *that boys will be boys, and thatall are
not good alike, and that he must not use the
ourb too much.’ It was a pity, certainly,

that Mr, Hamilton was so angry about his ||

painting. I dare say it was only a temporary
oraze. I am afraid, though, Eric must have
behaved very badly, I knew he struck his
elder brother once, Anyhow, things wenton
from bad to worse; and one day a dreadfal
thing happened. A chesk of some valne, I

have forgotten the particulars, was stolen |

from Mr, Hamilton’s deek, and the next day
Eric disappeared.”

** Was he accused of taking it?"

¢To be sure. Leeh saw him with her own
eyes, You must ask Mr, Cunliffe about all
that; my memory is apt to be tremcherous
about details, 1 know Leah saw him with his
hand in his brother's desk, and though Eric
vowed it was only to put a letter there,—a
very impertinent letter that he had written
to his brother,—atill the check was gone, and,
as they heard afterwards, cashed by a very
fsir young msn at eome Londop bank ; and
the next morning, after some terrible quarrel,
during which Gladys falnted, poor girl, Erio
disappeared, and the very mext tbing they
heard of him, about three weeks afterwards,
was that hie watchand a pooket-book belong-
ing to him had been picked up on the Brigh-
ton beach close to Hove.” )

Do you mean that this is all they have
ever heard of him?”

“Yes. I believe Mr. Hamilton employed
every means of sscertaining his fate, For
some months he refused to believe that he was
dead, I am not sare if Gladys believes it
now. Bat Etta did from the first.” * He was
weak aad reckleas enough for anything, she
has often said to me. Of course it is very
terrible, and one cannov bear to think of it,
bat when a young man has lost bie charaster
he has not much pleasure in his life.”

“I do not think Misa Hamilton really be-
lieves that he is dead.” :

¢ Pechaps not, poor darling, But Mr,
Hamilton has no doubt on the subject, my.
dear Miss Garsion. He is much to be pitied :
he has never been the same man since Erio
went, I am afraid that he repents of his
harshness to the poor boy. He told the
colonel once that he wished he had :tried
milder treatment.” ‘

% One can understand Mr, Hamilton’s feel-
ings 8o well. You are right, Mra. Maberley :
he is much to be pitied.” : '

¢ Yes, and to make matters worse, Gladys
was very ill, and refused %o see or speak to
him in her illnoss, I believe the Lreach is
hesled Eetween them now ; but sheis not all
that a sister ought to be to him.”

% Porhaps Miss Darrell nsurps her place,”
1 replied, a little incautiously, bat I saw my
mistake at once. Mrs, Maberley wa3 evi-
dently a devout believer ia Miss Darrell’s
merits,

~Oh, my dear, you must not say such
things. Hamilton has told me over and over
again that he doss not know:how he would
have got through that miserable time but for
his cousin Etta’s kindness, Shedid every.
thing for him, and nursed Gladys in her ill-
ness. I am sure she would have died bat for
Etta. Dear me ! Flossle looks restless, Ide
believe she heara her master’s atep outside,—
Yea, Flossie, thatis hia knook.—Buat I wonder
who_ he is bringing in with him.” And Mrs,
Ma berley straightened herself and smoothed
the folds of her satin gown, and tried to'look’
ag usual, though there were tears“in ‘hér’
bright eyes apd' her hands were'a“little’
tremulons. I do not know why I felt ag, sulf&]
that it would be Mr, Hamilton, but T, waly n ‘Z"
at all surprised when- he folibwed the tallio 4.
co) nel into the room. . Bubt'he certainly/
looked astounished wher he saw me.. .

¢ Miss Garston!” 'he ejgculated, dabting ]
one of his keen- looks'at me, * But whén“hﬁ'
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had shaken hands he. 8at déwn by’ Mrd
Maberley somewhat gilently. < . "

Y was rather sorry to see Mr., Hamiltop,,
for our talk had unsettled.meand mads me,

foel nervous in his presence. -I-was afraid he'l

would read something from ourifaces, - And
I certainly saw- him look at ine mord than
once, aa though sombthing had arodsed His
suspicion, - Far-the Brat timo I Was uawilling:
to ¢nonnter one of thoze straight glonces, I

] felt guilty,

| fortable state of things,

‘much distressed.

as though I must avoid his syes,
bni; all the more X felt be w:.s w:.t:lllllil:gn :::?;m
ions to put a stop to om-
Tlo state of things, but Ig?uldtno{; lﬂ;nce_
Mrs, Maberley, who waa relating to her hus.
band the nto%y of poor Flossie’s accident.
My presence of mind and ekill were 80 mach
lauded, and the oolonel zaid so many civil
things, that I felt myn_ali getting,hotter every

momant. : o
Mr. Hamilton came at last to my relief. -
Garston resembles.me in one

«Y think Miss :
thihg,;oolonel. She hates to be thanked for
doing her duty. - You wiil drive ber away if

about- Flossie. Oh, I

you say any more _
'{hough{ so."y~ as I'stretched out'my hand for
myhat: 1 thought 1 interprete that look

aright. Well, I must be going too. I only
orought him back safe to you, Mrs. Maberley.
By the bye, colonel, I shall tell Gladys that
you have never asked after her,” :
“« My sweetheart, Gladys! To be sure I
have not, Well, how is she, my dear fel-
low?” - DT
“Ag obstinate as ever, colonel. Came
down-stairs to-day, and declares she will go
to early service-to-morrow; becsuse it will be-
Chrigtmas Day, and she has never missed
yet. Women are kittle catile to manage.
Now, Miss Garston, if you are ready I will
gee you a little on your way.”

1 knew it was no geod to remonstrate, so I
held my peace. Mrs. Maberley kissed me
quite affectionately, and begged me to come
whenever I had an hour to spare.

. ¢ 7 wish I had known you before, my dear.
But there, we all make mistakes’ sometimes.”
And she patted me on the shoulder. **Ed-
brooke, will you see them out? He will be
your friend forever, after your goodness to
Flossie : won't you, Edbrooke ?"

" Y never felt fo afraid of Mr. Bamilton be-
fore. 1 was wondering what I should say to
him, and hoping that he had not poticed my
nervousness, when he startled me excessively
by saying,— .
 What makes you look o 0dd this even-
fng? You are not a bit yourself, Misa Gor-
ston. Come ! I shall expect yor to confess:
Mrs. Maberley is an old friend of mine, and I
am very much attached to her. I should like
to know what you and ehe have been talking
about?”

It was too dark for Mr. Hamilton to see
my face, so I answered, o little flippantly,—
1 dare say you would like to know.
YWomen are certainly not much more curious
than men, after all,” '
“QOh, as to that, I am not a bit curious,”
was the contradictory answer. * But all the
game I intend to know. So youn msy as well
make a clean breast of it.”

«¢ Bat—but you have no right to be so in-
quisitive, Mr. Hamilton.”

A4 Again I say I am not inguisitive, but 1
mean to know this. Mrs. Maberley bad been
cfying. I could see the tears in her eyes.
You looked inclined to cry too, Miss Gafston.
Now,”’—after & moment’s hesitation, a8
though he found speech rather difficult,—*1
know the dear old lady has only one fault.
She is rather too fond of goesiping about her
neighbars, thongh she does it in the kindest
manner. May I ask if her talk this eveniog
at all related to a family not a hundred miles
away from Maplehurst ?”

His voice sonnded hard and eatirical in the
darkness, I wish you would not ask me
such a queston, Mr. Hamilton,” I returned,
¢« It was not my faulé: 1
did not wish——" But he interrupted me.

s Of conrse ; I knew it, When am I ever
deceived by a face or manner? Not by
yours, certainly. So my good old friend told
ou about that miserable affair! I wish she
had "hald her tongue a little longer, I wish

But I burat out, full of remorse,—

#Oh, Mr. Hamilton, I am so sorry! I
have no right to know, but indeed I was
hardly to blame,”

¢ Who says you are to blame?” he re-
turned, so barshly that I remained silent:
“{t iz no fault of yours if people will not be
‘gilent. But all the same I am sorry that you
know ; your opinion of me is quite changed
now, eh? You think me a hard-hearted
taskmaster of a brother, Well, it does not
matter : Gladys would have made you believe
that in time.”

His voice was 8o full of concentrated bitter-
nees that I longed to say something consoling ;
in hie own fashion he had been kind to me,
aod I did not wish to misjudge him.

] know your sister Gladys sufficiently to
be sure that she will never act ungenerously
by her brother,” I returned, hotly. ¢ Mr.
Hamilton, you need not say such things : it
is not for me to judge.”

s Bat all the same you will judge,” he re-
plied, moodily. * Oh, I know how you good

» man's nature; you. cannot estimate his
difficulties ; because he has mot got your
swest nature, because he cannot bear in-
golence patiently—— Oh,” with ac abrupt-
ness that was almost rude but for the con.
cenled pain it his voice, **Iam not going to
excuse myself to you: why should I? I have
only to account to my Maker and my own
consoience.” And he was actually walkiug
off in ths darkness, for we were now in sight
of the parlor window, but I called him back
go earnestly that he could not refuse to obey.

' Mr, Hamilton, : pray do not leave me like
this; it makes me unbappy. Do you know
it is Christmns Eve'?"

« Well, what of that?" with a short laugh.

# People ought not to quarrel and be dis-
agreeable to each other on Christmas Eve,”

T am afraid, Miss Garston, that I do feel
intensely disagreeable this evening.”

Y eg, but you must try and forgive me all
the same. - I ‘conld not quite help myself;
but indeed L do not mesn to judge you or
sny one, and I should like you to shoke
hands.” T ,

“' There, then,” with a decidedly hearty
grasp ; aud then, without relensing me, ** So
yﬁu don’t think so very badly of me, after
B 2” P =

“]I am very serry for you,” was my pru-
dent answer ; ** I'think you have had o great
desl to bear., (Good-night, Mr. Hamilton.”

“ \yait & minute; you have not answered
my guestion. You must not hava it all your
own way. I repeat, has Mrs. Maberley given

% Certainly not3; . oh,
kindly ; I should noi have been afraid if you
had heard: the whole of onr conversation,” -

. ¢ wish I had neard of it.” - ;
. - ' She made me’ feel very sorry for you all
Oh, what “trouble there ig in the worid, Mr.

to sit in' judgmeént’ on other people ! how gan
we khow'thleinj‘ti-ials‘xanc‘l't’eg;ptapions_?f’ RO
/' That {5 spoken like a mensi

Ty to keep, s good;opinion of us, Mis Gar-
Bton :; we ahall be the batter for. your friend-

little imisundérstandinguis healed : 180 ‘much:
the 'bester'; I ushom‘?ohateu‘ to+qharrel with
yoii Now ;;u'nl'afpu of thg:opld. i "« ix tad
" Y'hagtenad tb'bbey Hird, Yut'he stodd at thie
gate uittil T BAd enteied the Hojse';” his;voite,
and; inanijéz had quite; changed during' th]
lagt:' few minutes, and, had had_ Become’
strangsly gentle, - reminding.me of nis. sigtar
Gladys’a - voigeif: What. 4" singular man he,
wan -=gnd - yet & felt sorry fof him/ “I.
wonder §f he'is réally to-blame |” I thought,
ag'I-tpened the parlor door, - -

The ldmp ‘Wae' alight'; ‘the firs burnt rud-
dily ;* Tinkor' was stretched on the rug as
usual, but something else was on the rug too.

women oling together: you know nothing o |

you a very bad impreseion of my character ).
she spoke most |

Hamilton ! It does seem 50 blind and foolish’
ble womi,

ship:: -Well; 86 wa aro-friends again, and this:

huddled’ up before the grate; a head,
short thick locks of hair tossing roughly on
her neck, turned quickly at my entrance.

e Jin i R .

¢ Yes, it is I, Ursle dear! Oh, you darling
bear, what & time yon havae been?” Two
stroog. arms pulled me down in the usaal
fashion, and & hot cheek was pressed lovingly
against mine, I .

«Oh, Jill, Jill, what does this mean ¥’ I
exclaimed, in ubter awmnzement;: but for a
long. time Jill only laughed and bugged me,
and there was no getting an answer to my

question.
CHAPTER XXI.
1 RAN.AWAY, THEN!"

‘s Now, Jill,” I demonded, nt last, taking
ber by the shonlders, ‘1 insist on knowing
what this means.” And when I spoke in
that tune Jill always obeyed me at once. .

So she shook her nutidy mane, and looked'
at me with eyes that were brinful of fun and
naughtiness, :

s¢ Very well,

Ursie dear, if you will know,

you shall ; bot‘firsc’ sif, down /ix that dopéy-.
looking chair, and I .will put.my.elbows in
your lap, in the dear old fashion, add then we

can talk nicely, What a snug little room

this is! it looked just deliciout when I came

in, and Mre, Barton made me such a nice cup

of tea, and then I went up-stairsto look at

your bed roem, and thera was a beautiful fire

there, and Mrs. Barton eays you always have

one: 80 you are not ao poor and miserable,

after all.”

. s [ am not at all poor, thank you; and I

work so hard that I think I deserve to be

warm snd comfortable. And when people

live alone, a fire is a nice, cheerful com-

panion. But this is not anawering my ques-

tion, Jocelyn,” )

Now, Jill hated me to call her Jocelyn, so
she made a face at me, and said, in rather a
grummy voice, **Well, I ran away, then !*

« Ran away from Hyde Park Gate! Were
you mad, Jill?”

¢ Oh, dear, no,—rot from Hyde Park Gate.
Did you not get my letter 2 Oh, I remember,
I forgot to post it: it is in my blotting-case
now. Then you did not know that Sara has
scarlatina ?”

« No, indeed ; but I am very eorry to hear
it.” :

# Oh, she is nearly well now; but no one
kpows how she caught it. There was a ter-
rible fuss when Dr. Armstrong pronounced
it acarlatina. Mamma made father take
lodgings st Brighton at once, and Fraulein
and I were packed off there at a minute’s
notice. You can fancy what my life has been
for the last ten days, mewed up in adull,
ugly pavlor with that old cat.”

“ My poor, dear Jill! But why did you
not write to me, and I would have come over
st once ?”

%S0 I did write, twice, and 1 do believe
that horrid creature never posted my letters,
—T dare say they are in her pocket now,~—
and I could not get out by myself until to-
day. Now just think, Ursula, what a sort of
Christwas day I was likely to have ; and then
you never came to me, sud I got desperate;
8o when Fraulein said she had one of her
headnckes,” and here Jill made a comical
grimace, ¢*I just made up my mind to take
French leave, and spend Christmas day with
you, and here I am; and scold meif you
dare, and I will hug you to death.” And,
indeed, Jill's powerful young arms were quite
capable of fulfilling her threat.

<Yt 18 not for me to soold you,” I replied,
quietly; ““but I am afraid you will get into
trouble for thia piece of recklessness, Think
‘how frightened poor Fraulein will be when
she misses you,"

s Poor Fraulein, indeed ! a deceitful cren-
ture like that, Why, Ursula, what do you
think? I just peeped into her rcom to be
sure that she was safe and it was all dark:
she was not there at all, Oh, ob, my lady, I
said to myself, so that is your little game, is
it? And, just to be certain, I rangat the
bell at 37 Brunswick Place, where the
‘Schumackers live, and asked the servant if
Fraulein Hepnig was still there, and when 1
‘heard that she was having tea I nearly
‘laughed in his face, What do you think of
that for an instructress of youth,—~getting up
the excuse of a headache, and leaving me over
‘those atupid fessons, while she paid a visit on
‘her own account? Does she not deserve a
‘thorough good fright as a punishment "

«1 think Aunt Philippa ought to be un-
‘deceived, I have never trueted Fraulein
'Hennig since you told me she shut herself up
'in her bedroom to read novels, Jill, my dear,
you have acted very wrongly, and Iam afraid
- we shall all get into trouble over this school-
gir] trick of yours.
‘to be done under the circumstances.’

¢ You may think as much ae you like,” re-
‘turned - Jill, obstipately, ¢ but I have come
to spend my Cbristmas day with you, and
nothing will induze me to go back to Franlein:
'I ahall murder: her if T do. Now, Ursie,
darling,” in & coaxing voice, ‘“do be nice,
snd make much of me, You can't think how

than Sara’s and Lesbia’e.”

1 was unable to reply to this flattering
‘gpeech, for Jill suddenly put up her hand—I
.noticed it was a - little inky—and said,
| % Hark, there is rome one coming up to the
' door 1" -and for the mement we both believed
‘that it was Fraulein; but, to Jill's immense
‘relief, it was only Mr. Tudor, with a great
‘bough of holly in his hand. ‘
| “YVe have just finished at the church, an
iI-have brought you this, Miss Garston,” he
‘began, and then he etopped, and said, ' Miss
iJocelyn here!” in'a tone of extreme surprise,
‘and Jill got up rather awkwardly and shook
+hands with him. I could see that she fel$
ishy and uncomfortable, I was very plensed
‘to see Mr. Tudor, for I knew ke would help:
‘us in this emergency. Jill was such a ohild,
o epite of her womauly. proportions, that I

j
iwas sure
‘ously shock him ; he was young enough him-
‘selt to have a fellow-feeling for her; snd 1
‘was not wrong. Mr, Tudor locked decidedly
'amueed wben I told him Jill had fnken
‘French leave. He tried to look grave until I

‘him, snd he burst out laughing,

Jill, - who * was looking very sulky, was so
charmed by his merriment that she bagan to
‘langh too, and we were all as cheerful as pos-
‘sible until I called them to order,. and nsked
‘Mr, Tudor if he wonld'send off a telegrum at
‘once, N : SR

""CA telegraml Oh, Ursula ! And Jill's
dimples ‘disappeared like magic. : -
| .“My dear, Fraulein; would not have ‘a

moment’s:sleep to-night if 'she did not know
you wero safe.. Do not .be.afraid,. Jill: we,
will spend our Christmse day together, in
gpite of all the Frauleins in the world.”
‘And then- I wrote.off the telegram, and a
short pote, and gaye them to .Mr. Tudor.,
The telegram was necessarily brief: . . | 7.
' % Jocelyn, safe with me, ill not return
notil Thureday... Write to.explain,” ...
' The:note:was-more explanatory, .. 1o
I -dpologized’ profusely to' Fraulein:for her
pupila’ naughtiness, but begged'her to say
nothing to her mother, as I wounld communi-
cate myselt with Aunt Philippa'and let'her
koow what ‘had happened. Under' the cir-
cumstances I thought it better tokeep Jotelyn
with me over,. Christmas day, until I heard |
from Aunt Philippa. But she might .depend.
on my bringing her back myself,

A girlish figure iv a dark $weed gown wag ~

«1% 1g far too polite,” ‘growled Jill, who

I must think what is best

 delicious it is to see your face again; it ig’|!
such a dear face, and I like it so much better ||

that her escapade would not seri- |.

-had finished, but the effort was too much for |-

with | had been reading the letter over my shoulder.

¢ How can you oringe so to that-creature?”

¢t ] oonsider it a masterpiece of diplomacy,”
observed Mr, Tudor, as I handed it for hia
inspection, *‘Civil worda pay best jn the
long ran; and you know it was very naughty
to run away, Miss Jocelyn.”
s¢Jt was nothing of the kind,” returned
Jill, rebelliouely. ** And I would do it again
to-morrow. 1 am more than sixteen ;] am
not a ohild now, and [ have a right to come

back ber head, and the color came intnheér
face, and she looked so handsome that I was
not surprised to see Mr. Todor regard:Kei

attentively

" Jill declared she waa glal when Me. Ta
was gope, But I thiok she liked himvéry:
‘well on the wholé ; and, indeed, no one'céuld

1 dislike wsuch a bright, kind-hesrted fellow,

Ag soon as he had left the hogse 1 had to call
& douncil, It was guitecertain my bed would
not..hold Jill : .80, at Mrs. Barton’s sugges-
tion, eomie spare mattiésees were dragged in
oy Foomi opdim i bed - made up on the floor.
dill yoted this delicious ; nothing could have
“pleased hér more, ' and” shié~Was 86 talkative
and exoited that I had the greacest trouble in
coaxing. her to be quiet and iet me go %o
sleep: in faot, I had to teign aleep to make
her hold her tongue.

But I was much too restless to sleep, and
once when | orept out of bed to replenish the
fire I utood still for a moment to look at Jill.
She was sleeping as placidly s an infant in
its oradle, her short black locks pushed back
from her face, and one arm stretched on the
coverlet. I was surprired to see. how fine
Jill’s face really was, The ugly duckling, as
Uncle Brian called her, was laet changing
into a swan, At present she was too big and
undeveloped for grace; her awkward man-
ners and angularities made people think her
rough and upcouth., ‘I expect she will
eclipse Sara’'a commonplace prettivess some
day; but, poor child, no ons understands
ber,” 1 sighed, and as I tucked her up more
warmly, with & kiss, Jill’s sleepy arms found
their way to my neck and held me there.
t¢1g not it delicious, Ursie dear?’ she mur-
murad, drowsily.

I was glad to see that Miss Hamilton was
at the early service, She looked pale and
delicate, but there was a brighter look upon
her fage when she nodded to me in the porch.
Her brother was putting her into a fly, and
Misa Darrell and Lady Bstty followed.

1 was rather surprised to see him close the
door after them and step back into the porch.
Aund the next moment he joined us.
© ¢ Well, Miss Garaton,” holding out hia
hand, with a friendly smile, *‘ yoa see Gladys
contrived to have her way. A happy Christ-
mas to you! But I see you are not alone,”
looking rather inquisitively at Jill, who
locked very big and shy as usual.

] think you have heard of my cousin
Jocelyn?" I returned, without ectering into
any further particulars. I should have been
sorry for Jill's escapade to reach Mr, Hamil
ton's ears. But he ahook hands with her at
at once, and said, very plessantly. that he
had heard of her from Mr, Cunliffe. And
then, after a few more words, we parted.

Mr. Hamilton was unusually genial this
morning. There was nothing in hiz menner
to recall our stormy interview on the previous
evening, Perhaps he wished to effaze the re-
collection from my memory, for there was
something significant in his smile, as though
we perfectly understood each other, :

I had lain awake for a long time thinking
over Mra. Maberley’s talk and that uncom-
fortable walk from Maplehurst. Mr, Hamil-
ton’s voice and words haunted me ; $he sup-
pressed irritation and pain that almost mas-
téred him, aod how he had flung away from
L.me in the darkness,

I was glad to remember that I had called
him back and epoken a conciliatorv word.
No doubt he had been to blame. I could

he had suffered; there were lines upon his
face that had been traced by no common ex-
perience. No, it was not for me to judge
‘him, As he said, what could I know of a
‘man's nature ! And I was still more glad
‘when I saw Mr, Hamilton in the church
‘porch, and knew that the day’s harmoay was
‘not distarbed, and that there was peace be-
tween s, His bright, rat'afied smile made
‘me feel more oheerful. :
¢ What a.strange-looking man!” observed

‘up the hill. **la tbat Mr., Hamilton? I
thought he was young; but he is quite old,
'Ursula,”

. “No, dear, not more than three or four-
‘and-thirty, Uncle Max says.”

¢ Well, I call that old,” returned Jill, with
‘the obstinacy of sixteen, ¢ He is an old
.bachelor, too, for of course nobody wants to
:marry him; he {8 tno ugly.” .

: #Qh, Jill, bow absurd you are! Mr,
;Hamilton is nob ugly‘at all.  You will scon
;get used ‘to hisface, It is only rathér peocu-
liar.” And I quite meant what I said, for I
|had got used to 1t myselt.

‘Huamph !” observed Jill, eignificantly.
|But- she did .not explain the meaning of her
‘satirical smile, and I proseeded to call her
‘attention to the hoar-trost that lay on the
lcottage roof, and tae beanty of-the clgar win-
‘ter eky. It is a glorious Christmas morn-
‘ing.” I finished.
| We had a very merry breakfast, for Jill
‘was almost wild with spirits, and then we
'went to chuish. again.
usual place, and locked round at me with a
smile as I entered. When the service was
‘over, I went to the Marshall’s, accompanied
by Jill, who announced her intention of dot
letting wie out of her-sight;. for I had'to 'pre:
iside over the childien’s. Christmas-dinner,
and to lock -after my patient.”. We visited
TRobin next, and then went on to the Lockes’,
and Jill sat open-eyed and breathless in o
lcorner of the room as I sang carols to Pheebe
in the twilight, ‘

She rose reluctantly when I put my hand
'on her shoulder and told her that we mnst
hurry back to the cottage to make oursalves
smart for the evening. Jill seldom troubled
her bead about such sublunary affsits as
dress, ) '
¢ I shall be obliged to wear my old tweed,"
she said, contentedly. ‘I ‘have oaly to
smooth my hair, and then I.shall be ready.”
And she grambled not a little when I insiated
on arranging & beautiful spray of'holly as a
breast-knot, and twisting some’ very hand-
some coral beads' thet Charlie tiad given'ine
round, her neck. Jill always looked better
for.a touch of warm.golor : . the dark-red ber-

-{ries just suited her brown skin, ,* You will

do better now,” I said, -pushing her away

your shoulders... Have I not.told you thatit
ia'yotir ‘duty to make the best of yourself 2.~
we'cannot be all handsome, but,we nged not
offeridour neighbore’ eyes.” ' But, as tgual,
Jill'tufned o dedf ear to my'philosophy. ', |
. The' study looked ' véry, cosey -when we
To be sure, ; heishook: his.head at
Jill, and told her:that he.wan afraid she: was.
o naughty girly. but both. heand My, Tudor
prudently: refrained from teasing her'on the
subject’ ot her escapade.:- O 'the contrary,’
they * treated’ her*'with  profound resgect, ag

though she were & grown-up, sensible young
lady, and this onawered with Jill.  She grew’
bright and animsted,- forgot her shyaess, and.
talked in her quaint racy manver. I.gduld:
see that Mr. Tudor was much taken with her.:
She was so different from the stereotyped

and see Uraula it I like.,” And Jillthrew:

: . Inever saw n face so.Capable/of!
| varying expression as Jill's, -7

imagine him hard and bitter to a fault, But |

Jill, in rather a grumbling voice, aa we walked |-

QGladys was in har |’

gently, ‘8o .you need not pout and hunch

entered i, and Uncle Max. gave us & warm.
| welcome, . !

_ T a3 CL g A
‘young lady; her cleverness: and. originality’
amused him ; and L am gire Uncle Max was
equally surprised and pleased.. Coey
1 conld see Max was. making strennoua
eftorts to be cheerful;ybut every now and then:
he relapsed into ‘gravity. ‘. After ,dioner I
drew him aside a-moment to speak to him
about Jill: to ‘my, relief, he promised 10 be
the bearer of a letter.to:Aunt Philirps.
«“I.want to go up:to town for a day or
two,"he sald, ‘‘and’l may/es well do this
busingsy ‘for you. How hsppy:; the -child
‘Jooks, Ursula! I wish*yon couldkeep:hera
little longer, She isvery miich improved.
ihad-no_1déa ‘that-there was so much in her:
*abie~ will. be tar-more sttrattive.than Sara

B . . R
: i

wag very tired,, but both
insiated* on vescorsing us, It was & beautifal
starlight ‘night,~clear and frosty: our foot-
_ateps.._rang _crieply.on the ground: not a
“breath of “wind Etitred the skeleton branches
that stretched above our heads: a solemn
peacefulness seemed to close us round. Jill’s
‘mirthful laugh quite “startled the echoes.
She and Mr., Tudor were following very
slowly, Once or twice we stood still and
waited for them, but Mr, Tudor was in the
middle of some amusing story, and so they
took no nctice of ns,

I told Max about my visit to Mra. Maber-
ley, and of the conversation that had taken
place between us, I thought he started a

name. :

* What a pity !’ he said, quietly. ¢ 1had
hoped she wonld have told you herself. I
was waiting for ber to do so."”
¢ Bat, Max, surely you might have told
me ?”
© ¢ Who?—I? I should not have presumed.
You must remember that I was in Ham!ltor’s
confidence, and,” after s moment’s hesitation,
4 in her’s too. Ursula,” with a sudden pae-
pionate inflaxion in his voice, - * you have no
idea how she loved that poor boy, and how
she eaffered : it nearly killea her. Now you
know why I say tbat she is lonely and wants
& friend.”

_** But she haa you, Max,” I exclaimed, in-

voluntarily, for I knew what he must have
been to them in their trouble; Max could be
as tender as a woman ; but he started aside
a8 though I had struck him; and his voice
was quite changed a8 he answered me.
" ¢« You mistake, Ursula, 1 was only her
clergymaw : if she confided in me it was be-
cause she could not do ctherwise; she ie
naturslly reserved. She would find it easier
to be open with you.”

«Y 'do not think so, Max. I—— Baut
what does it matter what I chink? Thore is
one question I want to ask: do you think
Mer. Hamilton was at all to hlame 2"

] am Hamilton’s friend,” he returned, in
s tcns that made me regrst that I had asked
the question, and then he stood still and
waited for the others to join us, Indeed, he
didhréot spaak again, except to wish us good-
night.

“ iy is the loveliest Christmas day I have
ever spent,” cried Jill, flinging herself en me,
‘and she was no light weight. *I do like
Mr. Tudor so; he is nicer thau any ouel
know, more like a nice funny boy than a man,
only he tells me he can be grave somsetimes,
What was the matter with Mr. Cunliffe ?—
he looks tired and worried and not inclined
to laugh.” And co Jill chattered on without
waiting for my answars, talking in the very
fulness of her young heart, uatil I pretended
again to be asleep, and then she consented to
be quiet.

1saw Max for u few minutes the next day

_ hen he came to fetch my letter. He looked
vo.e like himself, only there was still a tired
expresaion about his eyes ; but he talked very
cheerfully of what he should do during the
few days be intended to remain in town.
I made him promise to be very diplomatic
with Aunt thilippa, and he moat certainly
kept his word, for the next mornieg I re-
ceived a latter that surprised us both, and
that drove Jill neaxly frantio with joy.

Aunt Philippa’s letter was very long and

as deeply shocked and grieved at Jocelyn's
behavior, which was both dishonorable and
uslady-like, and had given her father great
ipain.  *Dear old dad ! I don't believe it,”
Iobaerved Jill, pursing her lips at this.

Aunt Philippa regretted that she could no
‘longer trust her young daughter,—she was
isure Sara would never have behaved so at her
'age,~-and she felt much wounded by Jozelyn’s
‘defiant action. At the same time, slie wa:
‘equally deceived in Fraulein Hennig, she was
icertainly more to blame than Jocelyn. Mr,
;’C;;q]itfe had told her things that grea‘ly sur-
{prise ,
jpod (}na_isted ‘that she ehould be dismissed,
{Under thess distressing circumstances, and
‘ag it would not be safe for Jocelyn to come
back to Hyde Park Gate until the rooma had
'been properly disinfected, she must beg me
‘as'n favor to herself and Uncle Brian to keep
ocelyn with me until they went to Hastings.
r. Conliffe knew of a finishiog governess, a
isg Gillesple, who was most highly recom-
mended ag s well-principled and thoroughly
cultured person, only she would not be at

this point of Aunt Philippa’s letter, I was
'obliged to lay it down to preven: myself from
being strangled,

“ Well, Jill, there ia no need vo hug me to
death: it is Uncle Max that you have to
thank, and not me.” : ‘

i '*Yer, but you mee it would naver do to
‘hug bhim, for he is not a bit my uncle, so I

?esaly. *0h, Ursula, what a darling yonu
isre | and what a dear fellow heis! To think

You will let me help you nurse people, won’t
wen 7’ very coaxingly.

: ‘“We will see atout that presently ; but,
Jill, you have never opened your mother’s

that you can sleep on the floor for weeks, and
as I do not intend to keep such a chatterbox
in my room, I am going to see what Mus.
Bartor advises.” And, leaving Jill to digest
Aunt Philippa’s soolding as well as ghe could
I went in search of the little widow.

1. I found, to my relief, that there was an-
other room in ‘the cottage, thoughitcould
not hoast of much iurniture beyond a bed and
wagh-stand : g0, after,a Mttle conaideration, 1
1'statted off .to the vicarage to hold-a conaulta.-
tion with Mrs, Drabble. . e
. : The upshot of our talk was so satisfactory,
sud :Mrs. Barton..and . Nathaniel i worked so
welliin my servite, that when ‘bed-time came
Jilt found "harself the: poasessor of quite-a
snng-room. -There: were curtains up at the
window, and stripé of _'p;u‘pet ‘on' the floor, A
dresding-table had been' imipfovised out of n
deal’, packing-case,  nud ‘covered . with, clean

| dimity, ", Jill's’ travelling-box stood,’in. ane.

corner, aud;on the wall there way a row of
neat.pege for-Jill'sdresses. Jill exclaimed.at.
the..clean trim look of the room, but I am:
sure she regretted -her bed on the floor, - She
came down presently in her scarlet dressing.-
- gown. to give me a final hug and reiterate her
pstition for work, '
. SMamma has talked n lot of rubbish about’
my keeping up my studies and practising two
hours n day, and -she, means to disinfeot my
rbooks and send them down, but I have made
- np my mind that I will not;open one.. I'am|
1going to enjoy myself, and nurse sick people-
and do real work, instead of grinding away

little white testh, and look

I|obliged togo outin the world, .

iwhen-she hay developed » moderate amount,

Jiof vanity,” And I ful}y. endorsed this opi-
nion™ Rt . R

We went home enrly;"(fg;_..lg‘oqnld see Max.
he and’ Mr, Tudor

little when I mentioned Eric Hamilton’s

rambling. She began by expressing herself |.

her. . Uncle Brian was,very. aogry,

liberty for tnree or four weeks, As I reached ||

nm dping it by deputy,” observed Jill, reck- |}

|:of my staying here three or four weeks!|’

letter. Now, ag it is perfecily impossible |

at thet stupid German.,” And Jill ge: her

ed determj
I ".‘.“i"sht iv bes; :lg;t :o‘ contradi‘::te;:?:md’ ’
1 I am 8o glad Uocle MaXx thog e ae
‘ﬁl}lg%\'if’ degr, e h"x f%l_onght of Miss
& *'Who is-she? I bate ber alreagy
pect she.is: only an Anglicized ;::uli:n ; e§ '
ne:;‘vgzd Jill*with a vixenish look, » 0%
ou are gqnite -wrong. Miss G} .
Scotch, and she;; s i‘rex'-__yg;niee ::dG;:}:;PW i
pretty too, for I'have often hearg Uncle’ﬁ"d
‘talks.of herHer fathér was May'g gre::

friend, and‘at his death the daughters were
Mies Gillos-

pie ig.theieldent i No, she is no

—-‘ne_arlykgg‘tty; I believe;—~hnt :h‘;eg s’:: ng,
Jooking ; “&he was engaged to a clerg mxca-
but ‘:he-"gied;"md “they bad been eagayed&n,
many.years, and B0 Dow she will not mga"ao
She_'igsl"ver{ cheer(tluli however, and all h);',
pupils love her, an am ¢ i

happy with her, Jill.” gure you will be

Jill would not quite allow
aext cay she recarred to the
acked me a good many questions
Gillespie, and when 1 t)ld her
settled that Miss Gillespie shoul
gt !:H“zit?gs she rloally looked

ut nothing would induce her %9
case of books Aunt Philippa had “:ng:,;};e
and when I told Uncle Max he only l:\ughed'

“Let her be as idle as she likes, She
over-e@uuated now, and knows far more thag
most girls of her age. Tske her about with
you, and make her useful.” And I followed
this advice Implicitly, but for a different res.
son,—there was no keeping Mr. Tudor cus of
the house : 8o when I was engaged, and Jij]
could not he with me, I took advantage of 5
general invitation that Mise Hamiiton had
given me, and sent her op to Gladwyn,

They were all very kind to her, and she
seemed to mmunse Miss Darrell, but after g
time Mr. Tudor began going there too, and
then indeed I should have been at my wits’
end, only Mre, Maberley came to my rescue,
She took a fancy to Jill, and Jill reciprocated
it, and presently she snd Lidy Betty began
to spend most of their idls bours at Maple.

hurat,
CHAPTER XXII.

‘“THEY HAVE BLACKENED HIS MEMORY
FALSELY,”

I joved having Jill with me, but I could
not deny to myself or other people that]
found hec a great responsibility. In the first
place, I had eo little leisure to devote to her,
for just after Christmas I was unusually buey,
Poor Mrs. Marshall died on the eve of the
new year, and both Mr. Homilton and 1
feared that Elspeth would soon follow her.

A hard frost had set in, and grannie’s feeble
strength seemed to smccumb uader the pres-
sure of the severe cold ; she had taken to her
ted, and lay there growing weaker every
day, Poor Mary hed dicd very peacefully,
with her hand in her busband’s. I had been
with her all day, and I did not leave until it
was all over,

Jill waz as good as gold, and hefped me
with Elspeth aed the children, and she ai-
waya spent an hour or two with Robin; bat
by and by she began a-king me togoupto
Gladwyn of her own accord, or proposing to
have tea with Mrs Maberley,

““Of_ courss I would prefer to stop with
you, Ursie, dear,” she said, aff:ctionately;
I would rather talk to you than to any one
else; but then, you fee, you are never at
home, and when you do come in, Foor darling,
you are so tired that you are oaly fit for a
nap,” And I could not deny that this was
the truth. After my hard day's work I was
not always disposed for Jill's lively chatter,
and yet her bright face was a very plessant
sight for tired eyes,

_T used to question her sometimes about her
vigita to Gladwyn, snd she was always ready
to talk of what had paseed in the day. She
and Lady Betty had struck up quite a friend-
ship : this rathar surprised me, ns they were
utterly dissimilar, and had different tastes
and pursuits, Jill was far saperior in intel-
ligence and intellectnal power; she had wider
sympathies, too; and though Lady Betty had
o fuad of originality, and was fresh and naive,
1 could hardly understand Jill's fascy for her,
uatil Jill said one day,—

. I do like that dear Lady Betsy, she is
such o crisp little piecs of human goods ; no
one has Eroperly unfolded her, or tested her
good qualities ; she is quite new and fresh, a
novelty in girls. One never knows what she
will say or do next : it is that that fascinates
me, I believe; because,” went on Jill, and
her great eyes grew bright and puzzled, *it
I8 not that she ia clever ; on2a gets to the bot-
tom of her at once; there ia not enough depth
to drown you.”
i Jill.did not take s0 readily to Gladys; she
,u.-imirad her, even liked her, but frankly
owned that she found her depressing. “1If I
talk to her long, X getarort of ache aver me,”
phe observed, in her graphic way. ‘It is not
that she looks dreadfully unhappy, but thas
there is no happiness in her face, Doyou {
know what I mean? for I am apt to be vague, 1
At rests me to look at you, Ursula; thereis ©
pomething quiet and comfortable in your ex-
resafon ; bow, Miss Hamilton looks as though
he had lost something she values, or never
had it, snd must go on looking for it, like
that poor ghost lady who wanted to find her
18t pearl.”
Jill never could be induced to say much in
Mr: Mamilton’s favor, though he was very
oivil to her and paid her a great deal of at-
tention. . **Oh, him ! she would say, con-
tgmptuously, if I ever hezarded an observs-
tion: ‘1 never take much notice of odd-
looking, ngly men: they msy be clever, but
they are not -in my line, Mr. Hamilten
stares too much for my taste, and L don’t be-
Jieve he ia kind to hia sisters; they are half
airaid of him.” And nothing would inluce
her to alter her opinion. '
_But Miss Darrail thoroughly amused her.
Jill's shrewd, honest eyes were hardly in
fault there: she used 1o narrate with glee
any. little fact she could glean about * the
lady with two faces,” as she used to call her.
‘¢ Oh, she is a deep one,” Jill would say.
I could. not understand her at first.
thaught ehe wag just bright and talkative and
g_ood~nntured; and I thonght it nice to sitand
listen to her, and she was very kind, and pet-
ted me.a good deal, and I did not find her
out at first,”

 Find her out ! what do you mean, Jill?”
I asked, innocently.

;o W'hy, _that she is not good-natured a bit,
really,” with & sagacious nod of her head.
1¢ Bhe keeps a stook. of smilea for Cousin Giles
hnd any chance visitor, sShe is not half 50
nice and:charming when Miss Humilton and
Ludy Betty are alons with her. Oh,-I heard
her one day, when' I'was in the conservatory
with - Lady Betty, Lady Betty Leld up her
finger-and sald,'* Hush'!’ and there shé wid;
$alking:in such a disagreeable, sneering yoice
to; Miss Hamilton, only I stopped, my éare
and wonld not listen. And now she has got
ugsed: to.me she says unpleasantlittle things
beforéimy face, -and then when -fdear Cousin’
Giles’ domes in?'—~and here Jill looked wicked -
~*ghe'is’all swaetness ‘and. amiability, quite -
charming; in tact. - Now, that is what' ! hate,
for & person-to wear two faces, and have
different voioes : it shows they are not trus.”

© % Well, perhaps you are right, dear ;" for,
without being unoharitable to Miss Darrell, I
wished to pat Jill.on her guard a little,

Yoo w v (To be Continued.) .
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quite plessed ;
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 Ella snys that she loven the bustle in a large
city, Tt does look rather ridiculous in the couas
try, that's a fact,




