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UNCLE MAX.

CHAPTER XXXIL—Continaed,

Of course it was Jill, amiling and waving
towards the balcony ; she conld not see Mr,
Tudor under the awning, but she had canght
sight of my rilk dress. Jill looked very well
on horsehack : people always tarned round
to watch her. She had 8 good seat, and rode
gracefully ; the dark hebit suited: her; she
braided her unmansgeabls locka into an in-
yisible net that kept them .ttdy. )

#1a that Miss Jocelyn?" asked Lawrence,
almost ia a voice of awe, The young curate
grew very red as Jiil rode under the balcony
and nodded to him in a friendly menner..

¢ Thera is Mr, Tudor,” we heard her gay.
:B: quick and Lft mo off my horse,
Clarence.,” But she had slipped to the

round before her cousin could touch ber,
and had run in-doors,

Mr. Tudor went into the rrom at once, but
I sot stitl for a moment, Why had I aeked
him? Of course it was Lean. 1 could see
her strange light-colored eyes glanciag np in
my direction, What was she doing in Lon-
doa? I wondered. She was dressed well,
evidently in her mistrese's cast-off clothes, for
she wore a handrome eilk dress and mantle,
Had they quarrelled and parted? I felt in-
stinctively that it would be a good day for
Gladwya if Leah ever shook off its dust from
her feet, Gladys regarded her as a spy and
informer, and she had evidently an unwhole-
gome influence over her mistress.

We separated soon after this to dress for
dinner, and Mr. Tudor went to his hotel. I
was rather sorry when [ came down-stairs to
find that Jill had made rather a careless
toilet. She wore the flimey Indian muslin
guwn thet I thought so unbecoming to her
style, with s striog of gold beads of curious
Fiorentine work round her neck. Saelooked
g0 differant from the graceful young Amazon
who bad ridden np sn bour ago that I felt
provoked, and wos not surprised to hear the
old dharp to1e in Aunt Philppa’s voice :

My dear Jocelyn, why bhave you put on
that old gown? Surely your new cream-
colored dress with coffee lace would have
been more snitable, What was Draper.
thinking about ?”

1 waa in too grcat a hurry; I did not
wait for Deaper,” returaea Jill, caadidly.
¢ Draper was dreadfully cross about it, but I
ran away from her. What dozs it matter,
mamms ? they have sll Been my cream-colored
dress, except——" But here Jill laughed:
the nanghty child miant Mr. Tudor,

s am atraid ¥..ere is not time to change it
now; but I am very much vexed about it,”
returacd Aunt Philipps, in a loud whisper.
«You ara really looking your worst to-night.”
Bat Jill on'y laaghed agsin, and asked her
cousin Clarence when he took her down to
Qivner if it were ndt a very pretty gown.

] doo’t know much about gowns,”
drawled the young man,—Mr. Tudor and I
were following them : **it looks rather flimsy
and washed out. If I were you I would wear
something more suvstsntisl. You see, you
are go big, Jocelyn; your habit suits you bet-
ter.”

We heard Jill laughing in a shrill fashion
at this dubious compliment, and presently
she and M. Tudor, who sat next to her,
were talking a3 happily as possible. I do
"0t believe he noticed her unbecumiug gown :
¢is fae had lighted up, sndfhe was full of
animation, Poor Lawrence ! he was five-and-
twenty, and yet the presence of this girl of
sixteen was more to him than all the yonng
ladyhoid of Heathfield. Kven charming
little Lady Betty was beaten out of the field
by Jill's dark eyes and sprightly tongue.

It was a very pleasant evening, and we
were all enjoying ourselves: no oae imagined
anytbing could or would happen; lifeis just
like that: we should just take up our candle-
sticks, we thought, auvd march off to bed
when Auct Philippa gave the signal. No
one could heve imagined that there would be
a moment’s deadly peril for one of the party,—
an additional thanksgiving for a life pre-
served that night,

And then no one seemed to know how it
happened ; people never do see, somehow.

There was music going on. Agatha Chud-
leigh-—the Chudleighs were Aunt Philippa's
belongings—was playing the piano, and her
brothor Clarence was azcompanying her on
the violoncello, There was & little group
round the piano. Jill was beating time,
standing with her back to a amall inlaid table
with & lamp on it. Mr, Tudor was beside
her, Jill made a bn:kward movement in her
forgetinlness and enthusinsm. The next
moment the music stopped with a orash.
There was a ery of horror, the lninp seemed
falling, glasa smashed, liquid fire was pouring
down Jill's unfertunate dress.  1f Mr. Todor
had not caught it, they said afterwarde, with
all that lace drapery, the room must have
been in {lames ; but he had jerked it back in
ita place, and, enatohing up a bear-skin rug
that !ay under the pisno, had wrapped it
rourd Jill. He was 8o strong and prompt,
there was not a moment lost.

‘We had all crowded round in o moment,
but ro cne dared to interfere with Mr, Tudor,
We could hesr Aunt Philippa sobbing with
terror. Clarence Chudleigh extinguished the
lamp, some one else flung an Indian blanket
and a striped rug at Jill's fest. For ope in-
stant 1 could ste the girl’s face, white and
rigid as a statue, 08 the young man’s powerful
arma enveloped her, Then the danger was
over, sud Jill was standing among us unhurt,
with her muslin gown hanging in blackened
shrede, and with bruises on her round white
arms from the reugh grip that had saved her
life.

QOpe instant’s delay, and the fiery fluid
mnat have covered her from head to foot ; if
tawrence had not caught the falling lamp, ij
he had lest one moment in smothering the
lighted gown, she must have perished in
agony before our eyes ; but he was strong as
a Hercules, and, half suffocated and bruised
as she was, Jill knew from what he had saved
her.

Ag the scorched bear-skin dropped to the
floor, Lawrence picked up the Indian blanket
and flung it over Jill's tattered gown, * Go
up to your room, Miss Jocelyn,” he whis-
pered: “you are all right now.” And she
obeyed without & word. Miss Gillespie and
X iollowed, I think Aant Philippa was faint
-ot had palpitations, for I heard Uncle Brian
<alling loudly to some one t¢ open the win-
dows. Jill ans hysterical as soon a3 she
reached her room, She was guite uanerved,

and clung to me, shaking with sobs, while
Misgs Gillespie mixed some sal-volatile, I
could not help crying a little with her from
joy and thaokfuloess; bul we gov ngr gaiet
after a time, and took off the poor gown, and
Jill showed us her braiser, ond cheered up
when we told her how brave and guiet she
had been; and then she eat for some minutes
with her face hidden in my lap, while I
stroked her hair sileptly and thanked Godin
my heart for sparing our Jill, _— ~

Mies Gillespie had gone down.-stalrs to
carry & good report to Aunt Philipga.
Directly she had gone_,_»Jill jumped up, ¢fill
shaking a little, and weént to her wardrobe.

- ¢ T must go down-atairs,” she said; alittle
Joverishly, ¢ I have never thanked: Mr.
Tudor for saving my life. Help me-to be
quick, Ursie dear, for I feel so yueer and tot-
tery.” And nothing I could any would pre-
vail on her to remain .quietly in her room,’

.} bent on her own way,

fasten it with her trembling Sogers. =~

% Oh, you sare obstinate, Jill : you ought to
be good on thia night'of all nights.? But
she made no answer to this,. and, seeing ber
' I broaght her & brooch, -
and would have smouthed her hair, but she
paehed me away. e, o r et

1t does mot matter:how I took, am.
only going down _for s fow minutes,~ He is:
going awsy, aud I want to say good-night to
him, and thank:bim.” . And Jill
down-stairs rather uneteadily. o~

Mr. Tudor was juat: obogsing:the hall."
When he saw Jill, he:hurried up to her at.
ongs. . . T
© 6 Misa  Jogelyn,-thli"fs very. imprudent.
You ought to have gone to bed-:-yput are nol
fit to be up after such a shook;”/ Iooking at
ber pale fucé and swollen @yés with evident
emotion, / sos

Jill looked .at"him “gently and seri_ngu‘y;
and held vut her hands to him quite sinip ly.y

“I could not go to bed without thanking
you, I am not quite ao selfish and thonght-
less, You have saved my life : do you think
I shall ever forget that 1"’

Poor Lawrence ! the excitement, the terror,
and the relief were too mach for him; and
there was Jili holding his hands and locking
up in bis face, with her eyes fnll of tears. - .

I could not help doing it,”’ he returned.
S What would have become of me if you had
died? I could not have borne it.” - :

Jill drew her hands away, and her face
looked a little paler in the mooulight, The
young msn's excited voice, his strange words,
must have told her the trnth. ‘No, she was
not too young to understand; her head
drooped, and she turned away as she an-

wered him,— ' e

“1 ghall always be gratefol.
Mr, Tudor: I must go to my mother,
Ursula.” - .

She did not look back as we walked across
the hall, though poor Lawrenoe stood guite
atill ¥atching us, Why hud the foolish boy,
said that? Why had he forgotten his posi-
tion and her youth? Why had he hinted
that her life was necessary to his happiness ?
Would Jill ever torget those <ords, or the
Jook that accompanied them ! I felt.almost
apgry with Luwrence as I followed Jill into
the room,

Jill need never have doubted her mother's
love. Aunt Philippa had beeu too faint and
ill to follow her daughter to her robm, but
her fuce was quite beantiful with maternal
tenderness as she folded the girl in her arms,
Not even her father, who especially petted
Jill, showed mere affection for her thab
night. o
“0Ob, Jocelyn, my darling, are you quite
sure thui you are unburt? Miss Gillespie
says ybu were oaly frightened and s little
bruised; but I wanted to mee for myself.
Mr. Tudor will not let us thank him, but we
shall be grateful to him ail our lives, my pet.
What would your poor father and I have
done without you?”’

Jilt hid her face like a baby on her mother’s
bosam: she was crying quietly. Her inter-
view with Mr, Tudor had certainly upset her.
Uncle Brian put his hand in her rough locks,
* Never mind, my little girl : it is now over ;
you must go to bed and forget it,"’—wbhich
was certainly very good advice. I coaxzd
Aunt Philipya to let her go, and promised to
remain with her until she was asleep, She
was very quiet, and hardly said a word as I
helped her to undress, but as I sat down by
the bedside she drew my head down beside
hera an the pillow.

 Don't think [ am not grateful becaunse I
do not talk about it, Ursie dear,” she whis-
pered. **I hope to be better all my life for
what has happened to-night.” Bat as Jill
lay, with wide, solemn eyes, in the moon-
light, I wordered what thoughts were coura-
ing through her mind. Waashe looking npon
her life preserved as a life dedicated, regard-
ing herself as set apart for higher work and
nobler utes? or was her gratitude to her
young preserver mixed with deeper and more
myaterious feelings? I coutd oot tell, but
from that night I noticed a regular change in
Jill: she became lese girlish and fanciful, &
new sort of womanlineas developed itself, her
high spirita were tempered with eoftness.
Uncle Brian was right when he said a few
days atterwarda ‘‘that his little girl was
growing a woman.” ‘

CHAPTER XXXIIL

i JACK POYNTER..

My conscience felt decidedly uunenay that
night : in spite of all argument to the con-
trary, I could not shake off the conviction
that it was my duty to epeik to Aunt
Philippa, I ought to warn her of the grow-
ing intimaocy between the young people. She
and Uncle Brian ought to know that Mr.
Tudor was not quite so harmleas ae he
locked. S e . :

It made me very unhappy to act.the traitor
to this honest, simple young fellow. I would
rather have takea his'hand and bidden him

Gooi:night,
Come,

God-speed with bis ‘wooing, If I bad been{ P

Uncle Brian I would have ' weldomed him
heartily as & suitor for Jill. True, she was’
absurdly young,—only sixteen,—but'I would
have sald to him, *‘If you are in earnest, if
you really love this girl,: and are willing to
wait for her, go about your businesa for three-
yoars, and then come and try your.chance
with her, If she likes you she shall have
you. 1Iam quite aware you are poor,—that
you are a curste on a hundred and fitty &
year; but you are well connected. and a
gentleman, snd as guileless as ‘& young
Nathoniel. I could not desire o better hus:
band for my daughter.” ., . . .
But 1t was not likly that Uncle. Brian,
would be so quixotic, And I knew that
Aunt Philippa was rather ambitions for her
children, and it had been o great disappoint-
ment to her that Sara had refused » young
baronet. So it was with the guiltyfeelings
of a culprit that I entered the morning-room
the next morning and asked Aunt Philippa if
I might have a few minptes’ conversution
with her, ' S . C
To my relief, she treated the whole matter
very coolly, and with a mixture of shrewdness-
and common sense that quite surprized me, -
She assured me that it was not ot the least
consequence, Young creatures like Jocelyn
must pass through this sort of experiences,
She was certainly rather young for such an
experiment, but it would ‘do her no harm,
On the contrary, . little atimulus of gratified:
vanity might be extremely beneficial in ita.
hfter-effects, She was somewhat: backward.

and childish for her age.: She would bave

more self-respect at finding herself. the. objeot
of masculine admiration,: oo Eend
" ¢ Depend upon it,' it will do her a great

egl 'of ‘good,”7'went. on Aunt Philipps;
placidly. . *¢She will try mow In‘edrnest to’
break ger'a,el_f.‘qf ‘her }itglqﬂgvbgft’gcb_emé, " Ag for
Mr, Todor, -d0. no# distiess, yoursalf, sboit
him, .He is!yoyng enpugh’ to .have half g,
tesen butterfly:fancies before ko apttlesidosmn,
gerioustyl - 1 i oo teid wiowd Uy ] yaone
e rememibér,!’ sheigontinuéd, LA thal
during ‘Sara'dSirst ‘séagth we hall rather-s
trouble ;about 'a’ 'ﬁdlfng‘kﬂx‘fi er) "Hebasal
handsome fellgw, but'terribly. {gi'or,“ apd’ your
uncle {old e privately that’he must fot be
encouraged. .. Well, Sara got it inth her head"
that she was in love.with him, and, in spite
of all.I could aay to-her-by way .of warning,
she would promise him dances,-and, io; fact,

they did & good bit of flirting together. .So I :

teld ‘your uncle that we<had bettet.leave

—tav St

While T way erguing with her, she had' drag.=

earlier that yeor,) We- w'exy-': into Vdrk.
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walked |

sook. care thattshe shodld have'a thoruughly:
-enjoyubletrip. " -My dear, before three months.
avere over she had forgotten - Henry Brabizon’s:
exiatenoe, ; It was. juat b .girlish wentimen-

tality,; nothing more.. ‘When we ot hack to:

“h1s attentidia were displeasing to your uncle,’
‘and before the dext season he was engaged to.
‘o kich’-&oﬁpg“\i‘dow{-} I do’ not: believe’ Sara:
‘gver missed bim.” . =7

I listened’ito all this in‘silence, I was
‘much reliovedito find tLat Atint Philipps was:
‘not” dleposéd” to blame ‘me_for Lawrence:]
“Tudor's infatuation, *- She ‘told: me that ehe,

was pob the ledstp , 3
shoald pov: discourage his;visits. Jooelyd
wobld ‘meyer ‘see-him- a'one, and it was not:
likely, thatshe; wonld be. stayingat Heath-!
field agiinfi4E: thought it dbeless to say any!
_satisfied my oconacience, end

more. L hag
_sponsibility. £ If $he $hdught'orsesed my miod
that Jill was very different from Sars,—that,
‘her will- wae stronger—and-her affections more,
tennolous,—there was no need togive it ntter-
anoe. 'Sixteen was bardly the age’for a’séri-
ouslove-affdir, and” ‘I'rmight:wen- be'content
to leave Jill in her mother's care. o

"'Now'and then’'s doubt of "Aunt Philippa's!
| wisdom came to me,—on _the last evening, for:
inatance, .when. 1 waa speaking to Jill about
Heatbfield, and when 'L-rather incantioualy’
mentioned :Lawrencée Taudor’s name, .

I réoollected then that Jill had never ouce’
apoken of hini‘eince’the night of the acoident, |
It had dfopped;completely out of our canver-
sation. T forget what:1'sald'then, but it was,
something about my seeing him' at Hewth-|
field. . . . o .

Ve were standing together on the balcony,.
and.as I spoke .Jill stooped suddenly to look-
at a little flower-girl who was offering her |
wares on the pavement below. For a mo-
ment she did not.anawer. But I could see
her cheek end even her little ear was flushed.
- $:Oh, yes, youn will see him,” ahe returned,
-presently. “*What a ‘little mite of » child1

Look, Utiuld. Please remember usto him,
apd—and we hope he is quite well,” And
Jill walked away from me rather abruptly,
paying she : must ask her mother for some
pence, It was then that s doubt of Aunt
Philippa'a policy orosged my mind ; Jill was
so different from ather girls ;' and Lawrence
Tudor had saved her life. .

I had other things $o occupy my mind just
then,—a fresh anxiety that I could share
with no oge, and which effectually spoiled the
last tew days of my London visit.

. The eight of Leah had somewhat disturbed
me. It had broanght back memories of the
‘perplexities and myseteries of Gladwyn,
Strange to aay, I saw her again the very next
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Kir;»Tudor. was calling at the door to in-
quire after Jill: he bad his bag in his hand,
and was on his way to the station, I was
just going out to call on Lesbia, and we
walked a faw yards together. Just as I was
bidding him good-by, two women passed ns:
ug I looked at them casually, I saw Leah’s
flickering light-colored eyes; she was looking
in my direction, but, though [ nodded to her,
she did not appear to reeognizs me. The
other woman was a atranger.

I was sitting alone on the balcony that
afternoon. Aunt Philippa and Jill and Miss

jo Me. Brabazon urdorstand that |

fraid of - his influence, and|
VR

might Do #afely Washi' my biuds ofjall t&-

4 TheB @akbird,” or’ ¢ Géntleman Jack ' .

¢ Well,' nevermind about bis name,” 1 re-
plied, impatiently. ““*I want to speak to
;him, . *Where does'he live ¥ “Will you kindly'
‘give'me bis address?’ .- ——
*¢ You would be welcome to it if I'kaew it,
‘but - Gentleman - Jack’ keeps  himself dark,
None'of us-know where he lives. I'believeit.
msed to be,down-Holloway; buthe has moved
lately.”..0 SoE o K
* #¢ ] wish'yon would tell me what you know
abong him,” I'pleaded. ¢ It is vo: idle cauri-
.osity,-believe nie, but I think'I snall bs able
to-do him a service,”. C7 s
** I'auppose you know something of his be-

metes ' We wpnld .none.of ‘us -be'sii:;
:prised- if ¢ Gentléman Jack’ hsuirespectable
folk“balonging'ta him, He hae not quite our
WayR. ;
wopds like the géhtlefollk do. _But heis an
industrious young fellow, and does mot give

‘himselt afrs.” — -
2 y4Cnald you not:find;out {or me whera he
livegd?t >y s oy

--w=te-Well;~for the matter of that, you might
agk him yourself, mise; he will be here sgain
to-morrow morning, and I sm off to Watford
«on & job, "Jack is mot at work regularly in
these parte. He is doing.a turn for a mate of
:his who is down with a touch cf colic. He is

i workipg at Bayswater mostly, and he will be

‘here to-morrow morning.”
<t ¥Yon are sure of that 1" »

"#.0h, yes. Tom Handley won't be fit for
work for a spell yet. He will be here sharp
enongh, and then yoa can question him your-
gelf.” And, biddiug me a civil good-evening,
the man took up his tools and went heavily
down-steire, evidently expecting me to follow
him. " X went back aud atole up quietly t> my
room, - Aung Phillgpn and .Jill had retnrned
from their drive, could hear their voices
a3 I passed the drawing room.; butI wanted
to be alone to think over this strange occur-
rence. ' :

My pulses were beating high with excite-
ment, Not for one moment did I donbt that
I had reslly seen Ericin thedlesh. Gladys's
intuition was right: her brother was not
dead, [ifelt that this aseurance alone weunld
make her happy.

(LE she were oxly a4 Heathfield, or even at

1 Bournemouth, I would telegraph for her to

come ; I could word the message so that she
would bave hastened to me at once; but
{?a:is was teo far; tvo much time would be
ost,

Unole Max, too, had been called to Norwich
to attend a cousin’s death-bed : I had had a
note from him ¢hat very morning: so I could
not have the benefii of his advicse and as-
eigtance. I knew that 1 dared not snmmon
‘Mr. Hamilton: the brothers had parted in
ill-blood, with bitter words and looks, Eric
looked on his step-brother as bis worst enemy.
All these years he had bzen biding himself
from him. { dared not run the risk of bring-
ing them together, I could not make a <onfi-
dante of Aunt Philippa or Uncle Brism.
They bhad old-fashioned views, and wonld
bave at once stigmatized Eric as a worthless
fellow, Circamstantial evidence was so strong
againet him that few would have belicved in
his innocence. Even ©ncle Max condemned
him, and in my own heart there lurked a

Gllleepie were driviog. I took®advantage'df
their absence and the unosual guiet of thej
honse to finieh a book in whioh I was much
intereated, , .

- I was very fond of this balcony seat : the]
awning protected me from the hot June son,
and the flower-boxes at my feet were sweet
with mignonette, 1 could see without being
seen, and the cool glimpsea of the green Park
were pleasant on this hot afternoon.

+ The adjoiuing house was unovcupied : it
was therefore with feelings cf discomfort that
I heard the sound of workmen moving about
the premiees, und by and by the gmell of
fresh paint made me put down my book with
suppressed anngyance.

i A hounse-painter was standing very near
me, painting the outside saghesof the win-
dow : he had hie back turned to me, and was
whistling -%o - lifmself in the careless way
peculiar %o his class. " It was a clear; sweet
whistlin;;, »nd ‘1 liatened to it with pleasure.
| A sud-iex'noise in the street caused him to
look round, and then he saw me, and stopped
whistling, .. .., L
- Where had I seen that face? Itseemed
famillar to me,- Of whem did that young
house-painter remind me?  Could L huve
seen him at St, Thomas's Hoepital ? Was it
some patient whose name I had forgoiten
during my year's nursing? I had hod mere
than one house-painter on my list,
1 was tormented. by the idea that I vught
to recognize the face before me, and yet re-
tognition eluded me.. I fels baflled aad per-
plexed by some subtile fancied resemblance.
As for the young painter himself, he looked
At me quietly:for a moment, as thongh I were:
a stranger; touched his cap, and went on
puintiog, ' When'-he had-finished his job, he
went insidé, 8Ad I hesrd him whistling'ngaiu
as he moved about the empty roam. .
i It wad_a beautiful face’: the features were’
very clearly cut and defined, like— Good-
heavens |. I had . it,now : it reminded me of
Gladys Hamilton’s, The next moment I was;
holding' the balcony railing as though I were
giddy; it was like Glndys, but it was still
meore like tho closdd pleture in Gladys's rcom,
I pressed my hands on my eyelids ne with &
strong éffort’ I. teealled her brother Eric’s
face, and the néxt moment tho young painter
had come to' the Window again, and I wae
logking at;ﬁm between my fingera, )

i The resemblance could mnot be my fancy ;
those were Eric's eyea looking at me. . 1s was
the  eame fzce, only older and less boyish-
looking.- 'The . fdir moustache wus. fally

rown; ‘the face.was altogether more munly |

nd full of character. . It must be he ; 1 must’
go and'speak'tc him ; but as I rose,'my limbs’
trembling with excitetnent, he moved away,
and his whistle sceitied to die in the distance,
| . It was nearly six.o’clock, and there was no
time to be Joat. .. I ran up-stairs.and, put on
my bonnet and mantle. I thought that Clay--
ton loocked at me in seme surprise,—I was
leaving the house without gloves; but I did
not wait for any explanation : the men would
be leaving off work. The door was open,
and I quickly found my way to the drawing-
room, but; to mychagrin, it was empty, and
an elderly man with gray hair came out of &
gnck roam .with ‘a basket of oarpenter’s tocls
wnd looked;at me inquiringly.,. . ... ..
|': ¢s Therq,is.a workman here .that I. want to
find,” I.said, breathlessly,—*¢the one. that
ias painting 'the window-frames jist now,—
rtall; fairyoungman,” - “fov o6 T
18¢ Oh,'you’ll be mesning -Jack ‘Poynter,” he
éttirned, eiyilly ; I'-‘",hel’-jﬁl)id' ‘his {’.“.BW hn\/ve

just'gome,’’ o h Wy
i «/It.cdnnot be the oo Lnean,” I inswered,
pomewhit perplexed at'this, '‘"He was very,
i aung‘..no.t.f-moggqtl..mnr-, ree- or four-and-
wenty, good laoking;-with s fair.moystache,
ndihe.was whistling; while ha:worked,” - ..
1% Ay; thatle: Jadk Poynter,’

an, taking off hisfpapericdp and rubbihg.up
id bristly groy hair: - “““We dall Jack ¢ Fhe
Blaclibird’ among ud; he'is o famous whistler,
g Jaek,M e T e
; “4¢ O, but that faxiot his name,” I persisted,
in,.a distressed.voice,  VWhy do you.call
him, Jadk Poynfer " - ' L

- Thab. is what -he ,calls’ih‘ims'e;llf\,;’. . ‘r"et'urne'd;!,

oty

‘feturned th‘ei X

secret doeubt whethetr Gladys had not de-
ceived herself,

No, my only course would be to speak to
‘?gm my#elf, to implore him for Gladya’s suke
.%o listen to me. My best plan would be to
rise as early as possible the next morning,
and to be on the balcony by six o’clock, 1
should see the men ocome iz to their work,
snd should have no difficulty in making my
way to them, The household was not an
early one, especially in the season. I should
have the house to myself for an hour or so.

. Of course my fature movements were un-
certain, ‘I must speak to Erioc ficst, and in-
duce him to reopen communications with his
family, I would tell him how his brother
grieved over his aupposed dea’h, how changed
e was ; and he should hear, too, of Gladys's
feiling health and spirits. I should not be
wanting in eloquence on that subject, If he
loved Gladys he would not refuse to list:n to
me, ..

. After a time I tried to ret aside these
thoughts, and to cccupy myself with dressing
tor the evening, 'We had & dinner-party the:
night. Mra. Fullerton and Lesbia were to li-
of the party. They were going down tu
Rutherford the next day: so I should have
to bid them good by, :

]\ The evening was very tedious and weari-
gome to me: my head ached, and the glitter
of lichta and the sound of many voices seemad
to bewilder me, Leabia came up after dinper
to ask if I were not well, I wae 20 pule and
quiet. Wo sat out on the balcony together
in the starlight for a little. while, until Mrs,

allerton valled Lesbia in.’ I would gladly
ave remained, there alone, drinking in the
reshness of the night dews, bu% Jill came cut
ard bsgan chattering to me, nntil I went back
with her into the room.

, There was very little sleep for me that
night.  Whern at Inst Lfell into s doze, I was
tormented by a succesaion of mirerable dreams,
I was following a supposed Eric down Jong
¢ountry roade in .the darkpess, Something
scemed always to retard me: my feet were
weighted with lead, invisible hands were
pulling me tack. I heard him whistlive in
the distapce, then I stumbled, and a black
bog engulfed me, and I woke with a stifled’
ery-. , . - : ‘

I woke to the knowledge that the sun was
strerming in- st my windows, and that some-
gonnd like o falling plank had roused me

»om my ureasy rlumbera.t It mutt be past
six o':lock, I thought; surely the men muat
be nt work., Yee, -1-could hear their voices;
and the next moment I hal jumped out ot
bed, aad was dreesing myself with ull possinle
ppate. S . Cy :

© It was nearly soven when I crept down into
the drnwing-room to reconnoitre the adjoin-
ing house. As I unfastened the. window I
heard the ssme sweet whistling that had ar-
rested my attention yesterday, - -

Without & moment’s hesitalion I walked

ont on the balcony., The young painter
looked round in some surprise at the sound
of my footsteps, and tonched his cap with .
half-smile, o co
.. %It is a beautiful morning,” . I.began,
nervously,. for I wanted to make bim speak,
* Have you been at work:long 2"
‘¢ BEver since six‘¢'clock,” he returned; and
I think -he was a little surprised-at hearing
himself ‘addreesed.’ ** We work early. these
light mbrnings.” 'And- then: he took up his
brush and went on painting, 7

1, . I watobed him for.s' minute, or two without

a.word,,, How.-was.[ to proceed ?: My pre.
sence  seemed 'to :puzzle, him: . Perhaps. he
wondered: why al Jady should take such inter-
est lilu! his worki /I saw him glancd' at me un.
mplly o Dl e

ill you let'

in-a very, low voice, and ag he camoe towards
me, rathor unwillingly, I contloued; <]
know the men call you Jack Poynter, bat
that is not your name, You are Eric Hamit.
ton: no, do not be frightened: I am Gladya's
friend, and I will not injure you,” o
I bnd broken off abruptly, for I was
alarmed . at_tho effect. of 'my words, .The
young -painter's.face hod become ashen.pale;

(1]

the man, ‘dryly, - Evidently he: thought- my

remarke -a-lithle; ‘odd;. | ¢ Folks mostle calls
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and the brush-had fallen b of lils shaking
o ] R I TV S T R PO

tangrily, - * L. will. not be hindered:-in my

ge,” returned the mau, with a shrewd. }.a lady, .put "you take me for another-man.”,

lonZings,
By aggé;g-'*“Now, ‘that is what me and m
g .

@tepped through the open'window,

He ia”a “gut’above us, and clips hia | mioitect;*wh¢n his paleness and terror had

demanded, in a trembling voice, ‘bat even at’
the .moment’s. agit«t on I noticed ‘he spoke
with the refined in'cuation of & geatleman:.
¢ [ kuow noshing of what you say: you must
take me for asother man,. am Jack'
Poynter.” , ’ R

$ Oh,” Mr. Hamilton,” I implored, stretch- |
ing out my hands across the bulcony, ‘‘do;
not treat me ss 8o (nemy. l1am afriend,]
who only meens well. For Gladys's suke!
listen.to me a'moment,” . b

1 will hear notbing1" "he stammeéred,

‘work uny longer. Ex.:mse'me if am rude to

nd befors I could eay atosher word:he had’
. 1 could have rung my}hands.in déi;tp}ir..
He hal denied hia own idedtity at the very,

ptovediit 'toume.withous doubt. *‘ You take
me for another map,” he had said; and yet I
vould’ have eworn in “a’ court-of ‘justice- that
he was E -ic Hamilton ; not only his face, but
hie vaice, his manner, told me he was Gladys’s
brother:" e e e e L e

;But he shoul not elude me like thie, and I
hurried down-stairs, determined to find my
way into the empty house ‘snd .confront him
sgain. The fagteninga of the hall door gave
me a little difficdlty. 1 was ‘afraid Clayton
would hear me, but I found myself cutside at
last, apd in another minute 1 was io the de-
serted drawing.room.

Alaal Eric was not there: only his paint-
pot and brush lay oa the balcony outside.
Surely he could not have eacaped me in these
few minutes ; he must be in one of the other
rooms., At the top of the stairs I encoun-

iwith a sigh; “bat I
.to you for the trombls yon
you bear anything more abont Juck Poynter.

]

plied whith alacrity,
ucross him again, one of these d
will follo him tor a bit, pay tend we
for gx‘i)a.,n. miss,
ensugh.” -And then I ihanked bi
him good:night, ' 2ad bade

do before takng counsel
that- was to.advertise in zome of the Logg,

papers. I- wrote ont some of those admn
tisements that evening : :
" Jack Poynter is earnestly requesteq to
commuuicate with Ursula G

glve me a chance of speaking to you.
koown bu$ most sincere friend, U. G.”

am very much obliged

‘have taken, Ij

or can find out where he lives; will yo;
municate with me ot this-address e
banded Joe my card and a half-soverei

And I
gn.

he re-

 Yes, 1'll do i, sure and. gertain,”
* Some of us will come

You may try,
We will find him, .;;2:

"There wag only one thing mow that I could
with Glhdys, and

s h 8 may
poesibly hcar of something o his
sdvantage.” And 1 gave the addreg

of an old ‘- lawyer  whe munaged p
business, writing & mnote to Mr, Berkeley
ut the same_time, belng bim to forwarg ap
~|-answer to-Ursula G, v

‘Another advertisement was of a differeny

character.:

¢ Hor Glndj’a' sake, please write to me, or
An ug.

The third advertisement wae still moyg

preasing :

% Jack Poynter’s friends belleve him dead,

and are in great trouble: he is enireated g,
undeceive them. Oanc word to the old address
will be & comfort to hnis poor sister,”

As toon as I had despatched these adver’

tisements to the paper offices I 8at down ang
wroteto Gladys. It was not my intention to

tered n young workman, and began question-

ing him at ance,

"+ Waell, this is a queer start,” he observed,
I saw Jack only thie
moment : he wanted his jacket, for he said
1 poticed he
waas palish, and seemed all of a shake, but he

in some perplexity,
he bad a sBummons somewhere.

did not aniwer when I called out to him.”
“Do you mean he has gone?”’ I :aeked,

feeling ready to cry with disappointment.
*“Yes, he has gone right enough; but he'll

tell her about Ecic, but Imust saysome worg
$o her that would induce her to come home, |
told per that 1 was going back to Heathfielq
the following afternoon, and that I wag be.
ginning to feel impatient for her retura,

¢+ I cannot do without you any longer, my
dear Gladys,” 1 wrote, ** There is so much
that I want to talk te you about, snd that [
cannot write. I have heard something that
has greatly excited me, and that makes me

be back presently, by the time the governor
comea round, I woander what'sup with Jack;
he looked mighty quesr, as though the peelers
wera after him; in an awfal funk, I stounld
suy."

“Will you do me a favor, my man #’ and
a8 I spoke ashining half-zrown changed hands
rather quietly. ‘[ want to speak to your
friead Jack Poyuter very particula ly, but I
am quile gure that he wishes to avoid me. 1f
he comes back, will you write a word oaa
alip of paper and throw it on to the balcony
of §42—juat the words * At work now’ will

thin
that your brother Eric is alive,
we must not be to) sanguine, but I begin to
have hopes that you may aee him again,”

that your view of the case is right, ard
Of course

More than this I did not venture to say,

but I knew that these few words would make
Gladys set her face homeward ; she woutd not
rost until she arked me my meaning, As [
] gave Clayton the letter I felt convinced that
before a week was over Gladys would fiad
her way to Heathficld.

I had to give all my attention to Jill aftsr

this; but, though she bung ahout me in her
old affectionate way, I felt thatJ should Jeave

o
me spenk 'to you'?” I said, -

do, or sny direction that will fiod him, I
am very much in earnest over this.”

The maa loocked at me and then at the

half-crown. He had a good-humored, stupid-
lookicg face, but was young encugh to like
an unusual job,

“It will be worth more than that to you
to bring me faco to fice with Jack Poynter,
or to give me any news of him,” I continued,
“Yonu do not know where he lives, for ex-
ample?’

* No; we are none of us his mates, except
Fowler und Dung, and they doa’t know where
he lodges: ‘Gentlemsn Juck’ keepr himself
close, But he')l be here sure enongh by and
by, end then I will let you konow.” And
with this I wes oblized to be content, I was
terribly vexed with myeelf, I felt I had
managed badly. I oight to have confronted
him in the empty house, whera he could not
have escaped me so¢asily. Would he come
back again? As I revalled bis terrified ex-
pression, his ajitated words, I doubted
whether he would put himsclf within my
resch, I wasso worried end miserable that
L was obliged to own myself ill and to beg
that I might be left in quiet. 1 had to endure
a good desl of petting from Jidl, who would
keep coming into my room to see how my
poor head wae, Happily, one of my windows
commanded sn uncovered corner of the bal-
onny. I could see without going down if any
scrup of paper lay there, ' it wes not untal
evemung that [ cuught eight of an cnvelope
13 ing on cne of the seats.

L rang my beil aad begged Draper to bring
it to me at once. She thought it hud flut-
tered ont of my window, and went down
smilingly to fuifil my behest,

It was & blunk envelope, closely fast ‘ned,
aud I waited until Draper was outof the
room to cpea it: the slip ot paper was inzide,

“Ja:zk kas not been here wil day,” was
sorawled on it, *““and the governor is precious

angry. I doub% Jack hus got into some
trouble or other. Your obedient servamt,
doe Muggins.”

i CHAPTER XXXIV,

I COMMUNICATE WITH JOE MUGGINS.
. OF course [ know it wonld be so ; Eric had
escaped me; but 1 could not help feeling
very down-hecarted over the dirappointment
of all my hepes,

I longed 50 much to comfort Gladyas, to
bring b.ck peace and unity to that troubled
houschold. 1 had nourished the secret hope,
too, that I might benefit Mr, Hamilton with-
vist his kcowledge, and 8o return some of his
many kindnesses fo me, I knew—rone bet.
ter—how- sincerely he had mourned over the
supposed fate of his young brother, how truly
he lamenttd his past harshness, IfI could
have brought knck their young wanderer, if I
could huve said to them, *If he bas done

‘wroog he is scriy for his fault; take him

back to your heurts,” wonld not Mr. Hamil-
ton hava becn the st to hold out his hand
to the prodigal? Ilere there -was: no father;

it must be tne elder Lrother. wwho wonld order

the fattect calf:to be killed.:

I had forgotten Miss'Darrell. The sudden
thought of her wns likea dnsh of cold water
to- me.” Would she. have welcomed Eric?

There ngain was the miserable complication !

"All 'the next day I watched and fretted,"

The following evening Clayton told me, with

rather a supercilious air, that o workman.

calling himeelf Joe Muggins wanted to speak
to me,. “He did mot know your nmme,
ma’am, but he described the lady he wanted,
80 I konew it was yon. He said you had
seked him a guestion abont a man pamed
Jack Poynter,” g )
¢ 0h, it is all right, thank you, Clayton," I
;etillxpned, quickly, and I went oub iato the
all, S .
Jos Mugging looked .decidedly -nervous.
He was in his working dress, kaving, as he
said, *‘come straight to me, withont walting
to clean himself.” St
*¢1 made so bold, miss;” went on Joe,
‘"béoause you seemed 'anxibua about Jack,

and 1 Wwould not lose time. " Well," Jack Has'

been apd’ glven thb governor the eack,—says
he ‘has ‘colic too; but, we know that is asham,
My mate saw him in Lisson Grove last night.
He: wos walking olong, his. hands in his
pockets, when Ned pounces.on him, .
are you up toJack ¥ he says. * Why haven't
you turned up ot your place? The- gover-
nor's in’, & precious ‘wax, I-can tell you,

They wan’t bim to'put on mora men, ns'
3 ¢ ‘I am ndt
coming there any more,’ says Jack, looking as:

there’s a presc for time,’ ' ¢ Well,

black ‘as possible, ‘'The:work doesn’t suit
my gomplaint, and I have written to tell Page
80, And be stuck to that,-and: Ned .conld
not get another word out of him ; but he enys
Do is shamming; snd ig'not fll- bit. I
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teensn wollog DY

‘What:

ker far happter than she had ever been before,
and she did not deny this, only begged me to
come and ses them sometimes,

““You know I can’t do without youv, you
darling bear,” she finished, with oae of her
old hugs.

I waa atill mare touched by Aunt Philippa’s
regret at parting with me; she said so many
kind things ; and,. . .ny surprise, Uncle Brian
relaxed from his ususl coldness, snd quite
warmed into demonstration.

4 Come to u: as olten a8 you can, Ursula,”
he said. **Your sunt and [ will ouly be too
plensed to see you.” Aud then he asked me,
8 little apxiously, if I found my errall income
suffivient for my veeds.

I assured him that my wants were 8o few,
and Mrs, Barton was 80 economical, that but
foi:.' my poorer neighborse 1 could hardly use it
all. .
¢ Well, well, =sreturnsd, putting atand-
some check in my hande, ‘“*3you can alwaye
draw on me when you feel disposed, Isup.
pose you like pretty things as much as other
girle,” Aond he would not let me even thank.
him for hie generosity,

Aunt Philippa (nly smiled when E shewed:
ber the check.

¢ My dear, your uncls likes to do it, and
you must nobt he tio proud to accept his
gifts : you may need it some day. We have
only i1wa daught-r« : ae it ie, Jocelyn will be,
far too rich. I do not like the idea that Hor--
ley‘s child should want anything. And she
kissed me with tears in her eyes.

Dzar Aunt Philippa ! she had grown quite
motherly during those three weeks.

It was a lovely June afternoon; whenl
started from Victcria there was a scent of
bay in the air. Jill had browght with her to
the stution a great basketful of roses and nar-
ciseusand heliotrope, and bad put it on the
seat beside muthat itsfragrance wight retroen
me.

I felt a strange sort of excitement and plea
aure at the thoaght of returning home.  Mrs,
Burton would be glad to get me back, L
knew, Upcle Max would not be at the
station to meet me, for ho had written to
say that be was stitl detained at Norwich..
His cousin waidead, and had left him her
littls property, —some ;X or seven hundred
o year, There were some valuahle hooks and
ant:quities, and soms old silver besides. He
was the ouly near relation, snd business con-
nected will the property would oblige him to
remain fo: another week or ten days. I was
rather sorry to hear this, for Heathfield was
not the same without Uncle Max,

But not-even Uncle Max's nbsence could
damp me, T félt so light-hearted. *¢I hope i
am not fey,” I said to myself, with a little
thrill of excitemsnd and expectation as the
familiar station came in view. Never since
Charlie’s death had I {elt so cheerful and full
of life. ‘ .

Nathaniel was on the platform to look after
my luggage, so I walked up the hill quietly,
with my baiket of flowers. As I passed the
vicarage, Mr, Tudor came out and walked
with me to the pate of the White (ottage.
I had a dim suspicion that he had been
watoching for me.

Of course ho nsked after the family at
Hyde Park Gates, and was most particular in
his inquiries .after Aunt Philippa, Just a6
the last, he mentioned Jill,

. X hope your cousin Jocelyn is well,—I
mean, noce the worse for her actident,” he
said, turning very red,

*Oh, no,” I returned, carelessly; °no-
thing hurts Jill. 'She was riding in the Park
the next morning a3 thongh nothing had
happened.” ;

T remember you told me so, when I called
to inquire,” woa bis answer, . © It was a nasty
accident, and might hawve upset her nerves;
but she is very strong and courageous,”

-%*She has great reason to be grateful to
you,” I returaed, ‘fof I felt very sorry for
him. ' He was 'hoping that she had sent him,
some message ;. she would surely desire to ba.
remembered to him.': When I repeated Jills!
abrupt littlp .apeech  his face cleared, and he'
looked quite bright, it o

“There is Mrs. DBarton looking out fof
you : Tannust not keep youz at the. gate talk:
ing,” he" eaid, ‘cheerfully. *‘Besided, I see.
Leah Bates coming down from Gladiyn, ahd:
I'want to speak to her,” " And he ‘tan off io
hie boyish fishion. &~ - ..

I was glad to,escape Leah, g0 I wenb
quickly "up. the. gerden-path, The: little
widow was, waiting for me in the porch, her
{ace. beaming :with welcome, Tinker.rushed
out «of .the :kitchén - as soon as Le heird my
‘voice, und gambolled round us with awkward-
‘demonstfations ¢f joy: that nearly upset vs,

Ttis-m
Itxs'zf;svt.]

sndiJod the'black cat: oame and rubbod Lim-




