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—= e e T Y & 0 You and-Iare different people, Sira; we'| cheered up, and made overtures that L might | i1l hold: a store-of good things;-you, ind, belng of & bustling temiomicimgrs
e slways woild Yo it thathoe mother | Tou acd oL, aby it rnt poObls UL T | o and e o bl 'l mort | 1ok ey e Tl 0 ot v 0 et e, 1ad
UN CLE- MAX- waa bard ow her, bub sho merel e s Wral, T don' Kdow,” #be ‘viturned, balf willingly, snd wish a foll hoart, remerberiog | + Ang Mra. Bifton, Max,—isshe s pleasnt, |:miuch:trauble, she took  gréay doal 5F Intes
co AV ) of went of kindnses from her father. . Ea0 ! “to be extra [ 20 was my father's sister an foh go rson - ) : Rk e .;“‘fll“'l'n!,',lfrin'gém'nliﬁ,"gx;igl desl o .,:;;

OEAPTnE’l.:; EL;E:M&M._
was rather led at the sight of &.
brfnt-knot pf,pwhia_e‘»ohmgqtpemnm th-lm
lay onthe table, until 1 nmemb_og_e_c_lﬂggq_&
Max ; no ope had ever brought: me Lowers
since Charlie's death; ‘he hed & ared - the:
Isst that I ever wore,—some_ White violets

that grew in a ' little in"{f:ﬁ%':

round of Rutherford Lodge..il.  hest-
awd painfolly  befors I plnnod,‘ i'she
modest littls bouguey intmy- b k.drou,
but I teared Uml:.l;’i MI?;O:M"T‘”- :};t;f“{
appear In it. ore e ]
::!c};?-tg SE‘:Insl, and the 1itt18™locket with
her hair ; somshow I took more pleasure o
dressing myeelf this evening, when I kuew
Tnole Max’s kind eyes woild be on me.

I had not harried myself, and the second
gong sounded before I reached the
arawing room, 8o [ came face to tace with
L-sbia, who-was— coming . oat on Uacle
3risn's arm, ., She kissed me_la _!;ex:'qplet
wuv, and, *How do you ‘do, Uraula 1"~ just
» vhough we had met yesterday, snd psessd.

“' .. - . - . .

"I shought: she lovked prettier than ever
that gveming,—like ‘s anow princees, in her
w.its gown, with a little flecoy shaw] drawn
round her shoalders, for she took cold easily.
Sho had & soft creamy complexion and {fair
huir that ghs wore piled up in smooth plaits
e her head ; she had plaintive blue eyea that
conld be brilliant at times, aod  lovely
mouth, and she was tall and graceful like Sare.

They made splendid foils to each otlker;
bat jn my o;inion Sara cgrrhd the palm ; gho
wan more p'quant and animated ; her coloring
weus brighter, avd she bad more expression ;
bus Charlie’s Lily, as he called ber, was quite
a: much admired, and indeed they were both
str king-looking girls.

1 eaw that Uncle Max took & great t?eal of
pot ce of Lesbis, who sat next to him. I
eould not hear their oconversatiom, but a
protty pink co'or tinged Lo{bis'a face, and
her eyes grew dark and bright as ahe lis-
tened, and I saw her glance ot her
left hand where the balf-hoop of dia-
monds glistened that Charlis had plased
there; =he bad not quite forgotien the
dear boy then, for 1 am snve she sighed, but
the next momen$ she had turned from Uncle
Mex, and was engaged in an eager dircns-
alon with Sara abont some private theatricals
in which Sara was to take a part.

When we went back to the drawing-room
we found Fraulein tn ber favorite red silk
dress, trying to repair the damage that Sooty
had wrought in her half-knitted atocking,
and Jill, locking very bored snd uncomfort-
able, turning over the photograph album in a

orper. She locked awkward wud sallow in
her 1ndion muslin gown : the flimay stuff did
not suit her sny mors than the pi k coral
beads she wore round her neok. Her black
locks bobbed upeasily over the book. She
looked bizger thaa ever when she stood up to
spesk to Lesbia,

¢ How that ohild is growing ! observed
Aunut Phillippa behind her fan to Franlein,
whose réund face was beaming with smiles
at the entrance of the ladies. ¢ That gown
was ma le only a few weeke ago, and she is
growing out of it alresdy. Jooelyn, my
love, why do you hunch youor shoalders 8O
when yon tak to Lesbia! I am always
telling you ot this awkward babit.”

Poo- Jill frowned and reddened a litile
under this maternal admonition ; her eyes
1o-ked black and fieroe as she sat down again
with her photographs. This Foar was always
a peusnce to her ; she could not speak or
move casfly, for fear of some remark from
Auns Phillipps. When her mother and
Fraulein interchanged oonfidences behind the
big spangled fan, the poor chbild alwaya
thouyht they were tatking about her.

Jior bigness, her awkwardness, troubled
Jii - xoessively., Her clumsy handa and feet
seemed always in her way.

«] know [ am the ugly duckling,” she
would say, with tears in her eyea; * but L
zhall pever turn into » swan like Sara and
Lesbia,—not that I want to be like them I"—
with a little scorn in her voice. ‘¢ Lesbia is
too tame, toe namby-pamby, for my taste;
and Ssra ia stupid. She laughs and talks,
but she never saye apything that pecgle
have not eaid & hundred times before. Oh
T am o tivad of it all ! I grow more cross
and disagresable every day,” finished Jill,
who was very frank on the subject of her
ahortcoming,

I would have stopped and talked te Jill,
only Lesbia tapped me on the arm rsther
peremptorily.

¢ Come into the back drawing-room," she
gaid, in a low voloe. ** 1 want to speak to
" you,—Jill, why do you not practice your
new duet with Sara ? She will play nothing
but valses all the evening, unlesa you pre-
vent it."”

But Jill shock her head sulkily ; she felt
safer in her corner. Sars was strumming on
the grand piano-torte as we passed her ; her
nlim fingers were running lazily over the keys
in the * Verlisbt und Verleren” walse.
Claronce was lighting the candle ; William
was bringing in the coffee ; and Colonel Fer-
guson was following rather unceremoninusly.
People were alwags dropping in st Hyde
Park Gate ; perhaps Sara’s bright eyes msag-
netized them, We had oolonels and majors
snd captaing a% our will, for there was
& mortial crazs in the houme ; to-night it
was grave, handsome Colonel Ferguson.

He was rather « favorite with Unole Brian
anl Aunt Piilippa, perhaps because his
$roubles interested them 3 ho had haried his
young wifs and child in an Indian grave, and
some peopls said he had come to England to
look out for a second wife.

He ‘wag & very handsome man, and still
young enough to find favor in a girl's sight,
and his wealth made him a grand parti in the
pareuts’ oyes. At present he had bestowed

equal attention ow Sara and Lexbia, though |

lose observers might have no icod that he
lingered longeat by Sara’s-side.

+¢ How do you do, Colonel Ferguson ¥ said
Sara, nodding to him in her bright, uncoa-
cerned way, as she finished her valse.
s Mother is over there talking {o Fraulein 3
you will find your coffce ready for you.”
And her glossy little head bent over the keys
again, whilc the lagy musio trickled through
her fingers, Though Colonel -Ferguson did
as he was told, 1 fancied he wonld keep a
close watch over the young performer.

The inner drawing-room bhad heavy vel-
vet hangings that olosed over the arch-
way ;. on oold evenings the ourtains
would be drawn rather closely; there
would ‘be a bright fire, and a single
lamp ghted, Very often Undle Brian

would retire with his: book or paper:when |.

Sara's valses wearied him or the room filled
with young officers, Since Ralpn’a death he
biad certwinby becume rather taciturn and un-
gociaple, Aunt Philippa, who loved gayety,
never accompanied him, but now and then
Jill would cveep from her ‘gorner, when her
mother was not looking, and alip behind the
ruby curtstns, I bave oanght her there
sometimes sitting on the rug, with her rough
head againet her father's kuee ; they wogl.d
both-of them look a little shamefaced, as if

thay were gnilty of some fanlt.’ s
" Go to bed, Jill ; 1¢ 1s time: for Nttle girle
" to be psleep,”. he wonld sy, patting her
cheek, Jill would uestle it'sn’ his coat-sleeve
-for-a~ moment, a3 she . obayad:klm, ::¥er

hﬂm “had’ ohe ‘oelbest .hu  her

T

'{ but, withons watdl

_ibod"‘lt.'f -1~ ouswored, Jth

« Qolonel Ferguson comee: very often,” re-
merked”. Loabls, s little - peevishly, ss she
walked ¥o the freplace $o_warm herseli : ‘she
;wai's cbilly.belng, sad loveth warmth. s His
‘name l-Denald, is I not? some-ote told me'
80: Donald Ferguaeon. Well, be s vt bad ;
he may do for Bars. Bh:'l':y- pleaty of quick-:
silver to balaxtos bis gravity.” - - P

» I-wak rather surpriced at thllboginnhg;
, for any "sevwoer, she

W Tt 1 this Mr. Cunliffe tells me1?.
she neked, fixing her blue eyes on'my face

with marked Inserest.:- ¢ You are hfolp 10
oarrysout your old-‘scheme, Ursuls, about
nurafsg poor people’and ainglng "to them. Ho
tells-me you have chosen Heatkfield-for your
fature home, snd that he is o find yeu lodg-
inge. Sit Auwn, dear; sud tell me all nbout;
it,” she went on_eegerly, ‘I thought you
had given up all that wheo—when—-"' but’
herc she atopped, aud her lips - trembled ;- of
oourse she meant when Charlie died, bat sbe
rarely spoke his name. I wonid not let her
see my astonishment,—she had never seemed.
20 nisterly before,—bub I took the seat close
$0 her snd talked. to hier as openly as- thougn
she were Jill or Uncle Max; now snd then
I paused, and we could hesr Culonel Fer-
guson’s deep voice : he wans evidently turning
over the pages of Sara's’'muale, - * -

“Go on, Ursula; I ‘like to ‘hear it,”
Lesbia wonld isy whenT hesitated ; she was
not looking st me, but at the fire, with her
cheek supported ngainst her hand.

«« What do you think of it ?” I asked,
precectly, when I had Gnished and we bad

*h bean gilent a foew minates listening to
ons of Mendelssohu’s Senga withous Words
that Sara was playing very nicely, .
¢ Wnat do I think of is?’ she replied,
and her voice startled me, it was 2o full of

in. ¢ Ob, Ursuls, I think you are to be
envied | If I conld only come with you and
work too 1—hut there is mother, she could
not do without me, and wo woe muart go ou in
the same old way.”

I was shocked at the hopelessness of her
tone, so taken mbark a% her words, tnatl
cculd not answer her fora moment ; it seemed
inconoeivable to me that she could be saying
snch thinge. Poor pretty Lesbia, whom
Charley "had loved and whom I considered a
mere frazile butterfly, Sne was quite pale
pow, and her eyes filled suddenly with tears.

“You do not believe me, Uraula; no, I
was right,—you never upderatood me,
often told dear Churlie so, Yon thiok, be-
cause I laugh and dance and do aa other girls
do, that I have forgotien,—that I do not raf-
fer. Do you think I shall ever find any one
80 good aud kind in this world sgain? Oh,
you are hard on me, and 1 am so miserabls,
so unhappy, withoat Charlie. And Iam mot
like you : 1 cannot work myself into forget-
fulnse ; T must stop with mother and do as
she l,aids tne, and she says it is my duty $o be

ay.”
8 {wu 2o ashamed of myeelf, of my mean
injustice, that I was very nes ly crying my-
seif as I asked ber pardon.

“ Why doyou tay that?” she returned,
a'most pettishly, only she looked more miser-
able, ¢ I have nothing to forgive. 1 only
want you to be good to me and not think the
woret, for I'm really fond of you, Ursuls,
only you are 8o reserved and oold with me."”

% My poer dear,” I returned, taking the
pretty face petween my hands and kissing it,
¢ ] will never be unkind to you, again, For-
give me if I have misunderstood you ; for
Charlie's sake 1 want to leve you."” And
then ahe put her head down on my shonlder
and oried a little, and bemosned herself for
being so unhappy : and all the time I com.
forted her my guilty consoience owned that
Uucle Max was right.

CHAPTER 1V.
UXULN MAX BREAKS THR ICN.

Unole Max wans one of those men who like
to take their ewn way sbout things; be
never harried himself, or allowed other
peoply’s impatience to get the better of him;
‘*there ia a tlme for everything, as Solomoa
says,” waa his favorite ppeech when any one
reproathed him with proorastination; * de-
pend upon it, the best work ia done slowly.,
What is the use of so much harry? When
death comes we ahall be sure to leavs some-
thing unfinished.’

So for two whole days he jost shatted com-
monplaces with Aunt Philippa, rallied Bars,
who loved a joke, and talked politios with
Uncle Brian, and never mentioned one word
zbout my sobems; if I looked anxionsly at
him he pretended to misunderstand my mean-
ing, snd, in fact, behaved from morning to
night in & most provoking way.

At last I oould bear it no lenger, and one
wet afternoon, when I knew he was in the
drawing-room, making believe to write his
letters, but in reality getting a deal of amuse-
ment out of Sara’s sprightly eonversation, for
she was mever silent for two minutes if she
could help it, I shut myself up in my own
room, and wonld nct go near fiim. I knew
he would ask where Ursula was every half-
hour, and would soon guess that L was out of
tumour about something ; and poseibly in an
hour or two his oconscience would prick him,
and he would feel that I deeerved reparation,

This little piece of ill-tempered artifice hore
excellent trait, for before I had nearly finished
the piece of plain sewing I had ret myself as
a sort of penance, there was a tapat the door,
and Sara came in, looking very oxcited, with
ber bright eyes full of wonder.

¢ 0Oh, Ursals, there ia such a fuss dowa.
ataira! Unole Max has been telling us all
about your absmid echeme, Mother is as
cross a3 possible; zhe is so angry, and yet
bs)f crying at the same time,”

¢t Apd Uncle Brinn,” I exclaimed, cagerly,
—4 what does be may ?" . ]

% Oh, you know father's way. He just
smiled o1 thongh the whoele thing were be-
neath his npotice, nnd went on realing his
piper, snd when mother appeated to bim he
#aid, coolly, that it wos none of his business
or hers either if Ucsula chose to make a fool
of herself; she had the right to do so,—
something like thas, you know,” .

“How very pleasant | I remarked, satiri-
aally, for I bated the way Uncle Brian put
down his foot on thiogs that displeased him,
I preferred Aunt Philippa's voluble argu-
mente to that.

«To make thiogs warse,” went on Sara,
cheerfully, * Mrs, Fullerton and Lesbia bave
come in, and mather and Mre. Fuilerton are
trylng which can talk the faater. Lesbia
asked for you, and thea did not speak another
word, Whst shull you do, Uraula, dear 1"

«] mhall joss go down aud ask Aont
# ¥ returned, ocoolly,
. Sarn looked half
aad then she be-

Phliippa for a oup of tes,
folding up my work.

frightoned at my_boldnass,
gsn to lungh, ‘ .
%It in no abngd, you know,” she returned,
linking  her arm in mine sffeotionately.
#“YWhat ever pnt such nonsesse in your
head:? you:are:
snd you'have your own Way, nn@ I never,
‘tense. you now about going to balle.” It is sc
allly of you.trying ve make yourself miserable,
and -living. In_poky lodgings. " You might as
well be a fakir, or adervish, or a Pretestant
nun, or.anything clse that is unpleassat,” =
_ My desr,” you'éo not- know ‘snything

'butserfly -

b

o comfortable hers with u-.‘

o, aagrily, s

afconted: 'when people:try. to_
good I-always find they wicosed -in making
themselves extra dissgresable. * It is far more
religions, in. my opiulon, to be pleasant 5o
every one, snd make them bellsve thef there
is gomething oheerful in life, inatead of pull-
ing a :long fsce and ‘deing such dreadfully
bad things.” And sfter this little filag, in
whieh : she tried. to be very severe, ouly a8
usnal her dimples betrayed her, she bogged
me quite earuestly. to smooth my hair, &%
though I were breaking oae of the command-
ments by Koéping. it rough ;. and, baving
‘obliged her in’ this partioular, 'and allowed
her #0 peep a% her own presty face over my
shounlder,. we wens down fo the drawing-
room as thongh we were the best of friends.

Is wes impossible to quarrel with Sara;
she way '8 :gay-end {cresponsible as & child;
oné might ae well haye-been angry With &,
"for bruehing his- gold-powdered:
the.gentle flappings.
of Sara’s speeches never raiied a momentary’
vexatiopiin my mind. I was often weary of

wings scrow your face ; -the.

her, .but then we do weary ot children's com-

pary eometimes ; in oerkain moods her bright,’
spar¥ling effervescence meemed to jar upon
‘me: but I never liked to see her sad. Sad-
pess did not become Sura; when she cried,
which was ne seldom as poseible, aad only
when eome one died, or she lost a pet caasry,
all her beanty dimmed, snd_she looked limp
snd forlorn, like » orushed butterfly or a
draggled flower. N

T do not think I was gaite a3.coo! sad un-
oconcerned ss I wished to appear when L
mearched into the drawing-room, and, after
greesiog Mrs, Fullerion and Lewbia, asked
Aunt Philippa for a cap of tea.

Qaite 5 hobbub of voiues had struck on my
car as [ opened the door, and yet cqmplete_
sllence met me, Lesbia, indeed, whispered
¢ Poor Ursula” as 1 kiseed her, but Mrs.
Fullerton locked at me with grave dieap-
proval. Aunt Philippa was sittiog bolt ap-
vight behind the tea-tray, snd banded me my
oup, rather as Lady Macbeth did the dagger.

I received it, however, as tl.ouzh it wers my
Max; but he was

I said, aa coolly s
50 silent, and yet

due, and glanced at Uncle
‘too wise to look at me, =0
poseible, ‘¢ Why are you
you were talking londly enough hefore Sara
snd I cams into the room¥' For thers is
nothing like taking the bull of & dilemma by
the horns ; and 1 had plenty of, let us sy,
pative impudence, only, perzozally, I should
have given it another name; and then, of
couree, I brought the storm upon me.

Sara was right, Aunt Philipps certainly
talked she faster ; Mrs, Fullerton tried her
best %o edge in a word now and then,—a
very soathing word, too,-—but there wa3 no
sllencing that flow of rapid talk. 1 goite
envied her pure diction aad the ingeunious
turn of her sentences; she made so mnoh of
her own admirable foresight and care of me,
and 8o little of my merits, .

“] always said something like this would
bappen, Ursula, I have told your uncle
often—Brian, why don’t you speak !—yes,
indeed, I have told him oft:n tha: I never
met any one so strong-minded and self-
willed,  You need not laugh, Sara,—anless
you do it $o provoke me,—but 1 have been
like » mother to Ursula. Thaok heaven, my
deughtera are not of this pa‘ternt they do
pob mistake eocentricity for geolness, or
flaunt ridiculous notjoas in the faces ot their
elders.”

This was too bad of Aant Philipps; only
she had lost her temper, and waa feeling
atterly aggrieved, and Mrs. Fullerton, who
wos & meddlesome, good-hunmored womsy,
aud who bad nothing of which to compliin
in lite except a little cver-plampness and too
moch money, was agreeing with her like a
good psighbor and friend.

Uncle Max was smiling, and pulling his
besrd behind his paper ; but he made no at-
tempt to check the How of feminine elo-
quence, He had said his asy like a man, snd
hal tuken my part behind my back, und ke
knew women wers like new wine,—very
vound and sweet, but they must fini their
vent. Aunt Philippa wou!d be kinder ever
afver if we let her scold us properly, and took
our soolding with a good grace,

@coe or twice Uncle Brian lat his eye-
glasses dangle, and spoke a peevish word or
$wo,

« Nonsense, my dear | have I not said over
and over again that this is none of our busi-
ness? Ursula is old enough to know herown
mind ; if ehe chooses to be eccentric we can-
not hinder her. All this talk goes for no-
thing.’

“ Ah, but, Mr. G~raton, young people want
guidance,” observed Mrs, Fullerton, impree-
gively, for Aunt Philippa was begiuning to
asb, partly from the effects of wasted elo-
quence, and perhaps with a little shortneas of,
bresthing : snyway, her anger was working’
iteolf out, “If you were to advize Ursula
»e you would Sira, your inflaence might in-
duce Lier to change her mind.”

] oapnot endorse your opinion, Mrs.
Fallerton,” returned Uncle Brian, dryly.
¢] am for too keen an observer of human
natuve o think we can talk sense to deaf ears
with any benefit,—Ursula, my child,” turn.
ing Lo me with & smile that might have been
kinder, but perbaps he meant it to be so,
t‘there is not & prain of- semse in your
scheme : in apite of Canliffs's eloquence, it
will not bold water; in fact, in n litile while
you will be glad to come back to us again.
When yon do, I think I can promise that we
will not laugh at you more than ence a dsy,
and then moderately.”

Now, this speech ot Uncle Brian’s made me
very aogry. No doubt he meant te be kind,
and to show me that if my scheme failod I
might come bome to them again; but I was
g0 much in earness that his eatire and his
laughing at me hurt me more than all Aunt
Philippa’s hard speeches. So I flashed up,
and for the €ret time teara came into my
eyer; for he had propheried failure, and I
could not bear that, aud I might have aaid
words in my sudden firitation for which I
should have been sorry afterwards, ouly
Lesbia, who had sat behind me all this time,
as silent and soft-breathed as a mouse, got
up quickly and took my hand aad stood by
me.
«] think you have all said plenty of hard
things to Urenla, and no ono has been kind
to her. I think she deserves praisze and not
all thia blame ; if she cannot lead the com-
fortable life we do, thinking how we nre to
get the most pleasure and enjoy ourselves, it
is becamse she is better than we ave, and
thinks more aboub her duty. Mrs. Garaton,
—1 do not meaun to bs rude, I am far too
fond of you all, becanse you have all been so
good to me,”—and here Lesbin’a white throat
swelled,—**but I cannat bear to hear Ursula
go blamed. Mr. Cuonliffs, I kuow you agree
with me, you said soc many nige things when
Yranla waa ort of the room.” )

Thie little barst of eloquence surprised ue
all, Uncls Max said afterwards that he waa.
quite tonched by it. Lesbia was goneraliy
g0 qulet and vndemonstrative, that her wordas
took Aunt Philippa by storm. She might
have been offended by Lesbia saylng that X
was batter than the rest of them,—a fact that-
my consclence most emphatioally contra-
dicted ; but when Lesbia kiesed her, and
begged her to think better of things, she
oried & little becaunsa Charlle was not there
‘to°s6e how pretty she could look, snd than

%o me acoording to her lights,

When Uncle Max. aaw that reconciliatien
was imminens, and that by Lesbia’s help 1
was likely to have the beat of it, my own
way, sand a geoZ deal of petting to follow,—
for they would all make more of me during

threw down hin paper in high good humor
and joined ns. - .

. ¢¢That is what I call senalble, Mrs, Gar.'
stcn,” he said, paying her & compliment ab
once, ae she sat flughed and fanning herself,

cence in her plan,” :
I do not believe he knew any more tha;
myaelf where the forbearamoe had been, bu¥
he took it all for granted. e
¢ Neothing puit heart into s person more

Now, weall of us, ever Garston, in apite of
-his-dizapproval, -wisk_Ursula good snccess in.
her acheme; mome of us think better of it
thau others ; for.my own part,-1 am go cox-

and disappointments to hamper her that I
cannot besr to say & discoursging word.”
And yet'he had eaid dozens, only I was mag-
nanimous and forgave him. .

That settled the matter, for Aunt Philippa
grew g0 sorry for me that she was almozt out
of breath again pitying me. I do not be-
lieve she can help it,” she said, in rather an
audible aside to Mrs, Fuollerton; “‘her
mother bad a sort of craxe about shese things,
#nd seemed to think it part of her religion to
make herazelf uncomfortable ; and poor Ber-
bert wan quite as bad, only he was a clargy-
s man, and it did not matter so much with
him : so I supposs the poor child inherita it,
This sort of thing runs in families,” went on
Aunt Philipps, in an awe-struck voice, ae
though it were  species of insanity. “Iam
only shankfn! that my own girls have not got
these notions,”

-Mrs. Fallerton found out now that it was
tims to go home and dress for dinuer, so
Lesbia came round %o me and whispered that
I must come and see her acon, for she wanted
to tulk to.me, and not to Sara, who was al-
ways runniog in and out. -

‘T am very fond of Sara, and like to see
her, she amuaes me so; but when I want
advice or sympathy I feel I must coms to you
now, Ursula,” And though she had never
said 50 mach to me befere, I knew she meant
it ; that there were some change in her, some
want of nature or heaven knowa what
feminine need, when she missed me, aud
wanted me, and found some comfort in the
thought of me.

There was no time for more discussion, and
indeed we were all a little weary of it ; but
after dinner Uncle Max, who seemed in ex-
cellent spirits, as though he hal done some-
thing wonderful and was proud of his own
achievements, beckoned me inte the innar
drawing raom under pretence of showing me
soms engravings, and, when we found ovr-
selves alone, he said, pleasantly, though
abruptly,—

“\Well, Ursula, I thought you would be
glad to have an opportanity of thanking me,
for of course you feel very gra‘eful to me for
all the trouble I have taken,”

¢ Oh, indeed 1" I returned, ssornfully, for
it would never do to encourage this vain-
glorious apirit, **I should have felt more
dieposed to thank you if you had not kept
me fur two days in suspenss !” o

*“That is the result oif doing a woman a
gond turn,” shaking his head mournfally,
*The moment sbe gets her own way, she
turns upon you and rends you. Fie, fie on
you, little she-bear I”

Qh, Max, do be quiet a moment.”

¢ Max, indeed ! Where are your manners,
child? What wonld Garaton say if he heard
your flippancy ¥’ But by the way he stroked
hig beard and looked at me, I saw he was not
displeased, No oze would bave taken him
for my uncle who had seen us tcgether, for
be wa1 s young-looking man, and I was old
for my age.

I do wanat you to be serious & moment,”
I went on plaintively. “I am really very
otliged to you tor having broken tne ice:
after all, I have not been badly submerged.
I soon rose to the surface when Lesbia held
out  helping hand.”

“ Well, now, Ursula, do yor not agree
with me 3-~was not Lesbia a darling "

“She way very nice and sisterly,” I con-
fessed, * She has more in her than I ever
thought. Poor little thing! I am afraid she
ia very unhappy, only she hides it ao.”

““Just g0, That shows her gocd sense:
the world is very intolerant of a protracted
grief ; ita victime must learn to dry their eyes
quickly,”

Uacle Max was bacoming philosophical :
this would never do.

¢ Never min¢ about Lesbia,” 1 obssrved
impatiently { **we can talk atoas her in the
next room; what I want to know ie, how
scon I may come to Heathfisld.” For Iknew
Lhow dilatory men can be abont other people’s
busineas, and I fully expected that Uncle
Max would put me off to the summer.

“You may oome as soon a8 you like,” he
returned, rather too carelessly. ‘‘Shall we
say next week, or will that be too early !

I suppressed my astonishment cleverly,
but was down on him in a nioment,

T ghould like to have some place found
for me first,” I remarked, sententiously;
““you must take lodginga for me first, and
then I can settle my plans.”

¢ Oh, that is done already,” he observed,
cheerfully. *¢‘I have spoken to Mrs. Barton
sbsut you, snd she has very nice rooms
vacant, 1 wanted them for Tudor, until I
mooted the vicarage plan. It is a tidy little
place, Ursnla, and I think ycu will be very
comf{ortable there.”

1 felt that Uncle Max deserved praise, and
I gave it to him without stint or limit; he
took it nobly, like a man who feels he has
earped his reward.

1 fancy I have dcne a neat thing,” he
said, modestly. ¢ Directly I read your letter
and taw that you wers in earnest, I went
down to Mrs, Barton and had a long talk
with her. Do you remember the White
Cottage, Ursula, that stands just where the
road dips a little, after you have passed the
visarnge? It is on the main road that leads
to the common : there ia a field, and one or
two houses, and on the right the road
branches off to Main street, where my peorer
parishionera live, Oh, 1 see that you have
forgotten, Well, there is a low white cot-
tage, standing far back from the road, with
rather a pretty garden, and a field at the
back : people call it the White Cottage;
though it is smothered in jasmine in the sum.
mer ; and theke ia o nice little parlor with a
bedroom over'it. That will do oapitally; I
fanay, Only Mrs, Meredith lived there until
her death, and she lefs her furniture to Mrs,
Barton.” _ ' ‘

1 expressed myself as being well pleased at
this desoription, and shen inguired a little

and my books, . .

¢ Qh, yes, it is guite a good-sized room;
that {s why I wanted it for Tudor. ¥You will
not mind it belng a little low: it is only a
cottage, remember. ‘There is a nice easy

couch, 1 spotted that a$ once, and a capital
essy-chalr, and some cormer cupboards that

the _short time I would be with them,—he-

*and Ursnla ought to feel hereelf very grate-.
ful to you for your forbearance snd acqniui

than feeling sure of one’s friends’ sympathy.-

.vinced that she will have, 20 many difficulties

anxiously if there were room for my piano|

“Thore aould not b » plesiuwr, Yo

‘will find yourself in clover, Uranla, you wil

indeed ; she is a'nioe 1ittle woman, and has
all the cardinal virtues, I beliove; abe'id'a
widow, aud bas a big son whe. works as
Roberts’s, the bailder's. :Nashaniel is very

.big, very big-indeed, 3o much so that I feel
it my duty to warn you of hia sime, for fear

you thounld raceivenshock, The cottage just
‘Holds'him when' he sits down,; and biz mothor's
ons anxiety'is that he shonld ot bring down
the kitohen ceillog more. than once a 'year, 8%
it ;hurts -his head: and comes eéxpensive ; he
heg & ‘black. collie they: call Tinker, the
cleverest dog in the place, so Nathaniel says;
andthese- thres constituse the'household of’
the:White e.” ST S

I was charmed with Gnole Max's account ;'
the eettage scemedcosey and homelike 1
kdew Ii conld-trnss. bis opinion; he wass
'good judge of craracter, and wss meldom
‘wroig- in -lis-éstimiats of a ‘min, woman, or’
child, and he would be especislly oarefal o
intrast me fo & thoroughly reliable person.
I-begged -him. thereforsto-olose with-Mrs,
Barton at once; ake asked a very moderste
price for her rooms, and T:oould have afforded
bigher terms. It would net take me long to
pack my books and other treasurea : some of
tbem I sbounld be obliged to leave behird, bit
I must take all Charlie's books and my ewn,
and my favorite pictures and bits of china,
‘and a gtove of fine linen for my own use, 1
was somewhat demoralised by the loxury at
Hyde Psrk Gate, and liked to make myuseit
oomfortable after my own way., Poor Charlie
used to langh at me and say I shonld be an
old maid, and, as I considered this fact in-
evitable, 1 took his teasing in good part.

I told Uncle Max that I thought I conld be
ready in another week, and that I saw no
good in delay. He assented to this, and was
kind enongh to add that the eooner I came
the betiter, I was a little dismayed to find
that he had not considered bimself boand to
keep my counsel ; he had talked about my
plan to his curate, Mr. Tudor, and I gathered
from his macper, for he refused to tell me
any mwore, that he had disonssed i% with
another perzon, .

This was too bad, but I wonld not let bim
gee that this vexed me. 1 wanted to seitle
in and begin my work quietly betore the
miighborhood knew of my existence; bus if
Uncle Max published my intended arrival in
every house he visited, 1 felt I eould not even
worship in comfort, for fear the congregation
should be eyelng me suspicionsly,

X thought it better to change the subject:
30 1 began to guestion him about Ma, Tudor
and Mre. Drabble, the latter being the ruling
power at the vicarage; and he fell upon the
kait and swallowed it eagerly, so my vexution
paased nnnoticed.

Uncle Max did not live quite alene. His
house was large, far too large for an unmar-
ried man, and he was very sociabls by nature,
8o he induced his curate to take up his atode
with him ; bat the two men and Mrs, Drab
ble, the housekeeper, and the maid under
her, could not fill it, and several rooms were
shut up. Lawrence Tudor had been a pupil
of Uncle Max, and the two were very much
attached to each ethsr, Uncle Msx hed
brought him up oace or twice to Hyde Pack
Gate, and we had all been much pleased with
him. He was not in the least good-looking,
but I remember Sara said be wan gentle-
mauly and pleasant and had a nice voice, I
knew his fiank manner and evident aflection
for U.o0's Max prepossesssd me in his favor;
he had been very athletic in hia coll:ge days,
snd was passionately fond of boating and
cricket, and he was very musioal and sang
splendidly.

The little Unela Max had told me abont
him had strongly interested me. The Tudore
had besn wealthy people, and Unole Max had
spent more than one long vacation et their
house, ocoaching Walter Tador, who was
going in for an army examination, and read-
ing Greek with Lawrence (or Laarie, as they
ﬁ:nernlly called him) and amother brother,

n.

Lawrencs had meant to enter the army too.
Nelson, the eldest of all, wasalready in Indis,
snd had a ocaptalncy. They were all fine,
stalwart youvg meas, fond cf riding and hunt-
ing and any out-of-door purenit, But there
never would have been a parson among them
bat for the failure of the company in which
Mr, Tador’s money was invested, He had
baen ons of the directers, and from wealth
he was reinced %o poverty.

There was no money to buy Walter a com-
mission, 8o he enlisted, bringing fresh trouble
to his parents by doing se. Ben entered an
office, but Lawrence was kept at Oxford by
an uncle’s generopity, and ander strong pres-
sure oonsented to take orders.

The poor young fellow bai no special vooa-
tion, ‘and he owred to Max afterwards that
he feared that he had done the wrong thing.
I am afraid Max theoght so too, but he would
not discourage kim by saying so ; on the con-
trary, he treated him in a bracing manner,
telling him that he had put his haad to the
plongh, and that there must be no locking
backward, and bidding him pluck up heart
and do his duty as well as he could ; and
then he smoothed his way by asking him to
be hia curate and live with him, 8o aaving
him from the loneliness and discomfors of
some curates’ exiatence, who are at the merey
of their landladies and lanndresses.

S0 the two lived merrily together, and
Lawrence Tudor was sll the better man and
psrson for Uncle Max'a genial help and sym-
pathy; and though Mrs, Drabble granmbled
and did not take kindly to him at firat, she
m.ade him thoroughly comfortable, and mend-
ed his socks and sewed on his buttons in
motherly fashion. Mrs. Drabble was quite a
charscter in her way; she wae a fair, fuszy
little woman, who looked meek enough to
warrant the best of tempers; she had a soft
voice and manner that deceived you, and a
vague rambling gort of talk that lauded yon
nowhere ; but if ever woman could be a mild
virago Mrs. Drabble was that woman, She
worshipped her master, and never allowed
any one to find favlt with him ; but with Mr.
Tudor, or the maid, or any one who interfered
with her, she conld be a flaxen-haired terma-
gent ; she conld sceld in a low voice for half
an hour bugether without minding a single
stop or pausing to take breath. ‘Mr, Tudor
uged to laugh at her, or get out of ber way,
when he had had enough of it; she only
tried it on her master ence, but Max stood
and stared at her with such anrprige and suoh
puzzied good humor tnat she grew ashamed
and stopped in the very m ddle.of a sentenca.

But, with all her temper, neither of them
conld have spared Mrs. Drabble, she made
them so cumfortable.

CHAPTER V.
‘wHEN THE CAT IS AWAY.”

Aunt Philippa had one very good point in
her chavacter :, sho was not of a nagging dia-
position. When she sgoelded she did it.
thoroughly, and was perhaps a long time
dolmg it, but she never ocarried it into the
next day. o ;- .

Jilt- always said ber mother was too indo-
lent for a prolonged effort; but then poor Jilt
often said naughty things, Buot we all of us
knbw that Aunt Philippa’s wrath moon eva-
porated ;- It made her hot and uncomfortable,
while it lasted, aud she was glad.to be guit

.

"when I spoke of my approaching departure ; !

of (it': 8o she refrained harself . prudently.

-little, fravelling-clock . "Woi
_ her:so *ploasans!and ‘réssonable.

made & humble petttion shay J’ill‘migl:l:gi.llef
tree from soméof ‘her leatens.to help me pack
my books and ernaments.,. She made s litsle
demur at this, and offered Draper's services
instead ; :but it was JilI- I wanted, for the
spoor cbild wen fretting saaly abont my golng
away, and Ithought it would comfors her to
-help me. 80 after a time Aaut Philippa re-
lented, aftor extorting-w promiss from Jil
that she:would :work “all the barder after I
-bad gone ; and, as-young people seldem think
‘ubout the future exosps in the way of foolish
dremms, J! xll.,-,qhaq:inll'y gave her word., 8o
{or:the laet fow. dsya we were constuntly to-
gether; and. Frauleln had an asexpected holi.

day, Jill worked Jike & horse in my sorvi
and only broke one Dresden groap ;ylbu :nl:;
to me’ half orying with the fragment in her
liand,—the-poot ‘little shephordeis bad-losy
her head as well aa her crook, and the pink
ocoat of the shepherd had an unseemly rent in
‘it,~—bus - I ‘only - laughed at the disaster, and
wonld net ascold her for her awkwardnees,
China had a knack of . slipping through Jili
fingers ; .she had s loose uncertain grasp of
things that were brittle and delicate; sha
bad no$ learned to cuntrol her muscles or
restrain her atrength. She had & way of
lifting me up .when I teassd her thst turns
me giddy $o remember: I was guite a child
in her beade. “She  was always ashamed of
hereelf when she had done it, and begged wy
pardon, and as long as she put me on my feet
again I was ready to forgive anything. Jill
felt & sort of forlorn consolation in using up
her strength in my service: she would hardly
let me do anything myself ; 1 might sit down
and order her about from morning to night if
I chore. »

I made her very bappy by leaving rome of
my possessions under her care, —some books
that I knew she wonld like to read, and other
treacures that T had locked up in my ward.
rove. Jill bad the key and could rammage
if she liked, but she told me quite sericusly
that it would comfort her %o come snd look
at them somet.lme;. k‘.' It will fesl as thongh
you were coming back some day, Uraie,”
nid, nﬁ'eotlonl.t%ly. o o abe

Late one aftermcon I left her busy iv my
room, and went to the Albert Hall Mansiony
to bid good-by to Lesbia. I bad called once
er twice, but had always missed her. Sol
slipped across in the twilight, as I thought
at that hour they would have returned from
their drive, ’

The Albert Hall Mansions were enly a
atong's throw from Unole Brian’s house, 8o 1
eonridered myself safe from any remonetrance
‘on Aunt Philippa’s part. I liked to go ihers
In the soft, early dusk ; the smooth noiseleas
ascent of the lift, and the lighted floors that
wo passed, gave one an odd, dresmy feeling,
Mrs. Fullerton had a handsome snise of apart-
ments. on the third floor, and there wasa
beantiful view from her drawing room win-
dow of the Park and the Alhert Memorial,
It was a nice, cheerful situation, and Mrs,
Fallerton, who liked gsyesy, preferred it to
Rautherford Ledge, though Lecbia had been
lb:i: there and she passed her happiest days

I found Mrs, Follexbon slone, bu% she
seemed very friendly, and was evidently glad
to see me. I suppose I was better company
than her own thonghts,

I _1iked Mrz. Fullerton, after a temperate
fashion, She was a nice little woman, and
wourld have been nicer still if she had talked
lesa and thought more. But when ones
words liz at the tip of one’s tongue there is

'} little time for reflection, and there is sure to

be tares among the wheat.

She was looking serious this evening, bus
that did not interfere with her comelinesa or
her pleasant menpers. I found her warmth
gratifyicg, and prepared to unbend more than
wsaal. -

“Bit down, my dear. No, not on that
ohair: take the easy one by the fre. You
are looking rather fagged, Ursula. 1t seema
to be the fashion with young people now:
they get middle-aged before their time, Ob,
yes, Lesbis is omt. It is the Engleharts’
‘At Home,' and ahe promised so go with
Mrs, Pierrepoint, Buat she will be back
soon. Now we are alone, I want to ask pon
a question, I am rather anxious about
Lesbia. Dr. Spratt says theve is a want of
tone about her, Bhe is too thin, and her ap-
petite is not good. The child gets prettier
every day, but she looks far too delicate.”

I oould not deny this. Lesbia certainly
leoked far from strong, and then she took
cold so easily. I hinted that perhaps Iaks
hours and 80 much visiting (for the Fuller-
tons hud an immense cirele of acquaintacnee,
with poesibly half a dozen friends among
them) mighbt be bad for her.
th"Mm Fullerton looked rather moarnful at

ia.

“] hope you have mot put that in her
bexd,” ‘she returned, unessily, ¢ All yeater-
day she was begging me to give up the place
and go back to Rutherford Lodge. Msjor
Parkhurat is going to Indfa in Fcbruary, and
80 the house wili be on our hands.”

¢“I thivk the cbange will be good for
1msbia, It iz such a pretty place, and she
was always 30 fond of it.”

¢t Oh, it is pretty enongh,” with a discon-
tented sir; *‘‘ but life in a village is a very
tame sffair. There are not more than tonr
families in the wiiole place whom wo can
visit, snd when we want & little gayety we
heve to drive into Pinkerton.”

] think it wonld be good tor Lesbia's
health, Mrs. Fullerton.”

‘¢ Well, well,” a little peevishly,  we must
talk to Dr. Pratt abontit. Butbow is Lesbia
to settle well if I bary her in that poky little
village? Perhaps I ocught not to say soto
you, Uraula; but poor dear Charlie has been
dead these two years, so there cam be no
barm in speaking of such things now, B
Sir Heory Sinclair is here a great deal, ar.¢
there is no mistaking his intentions, nu:y
Lesbia keeps him at such & distance.”

I thought it very ba3 taste of Mra. Fuller-

on always to talk to me about Lesbia's
suitors, Lesbia never mentioned snch things
hergelf. As far as I could judge, she was
very shy with them all. I could not believe
that the placid young baronet had any chance
with her. She . might possibly marry, but
poor Charlie's successor weald hardly bea
tk.nck-s_et. clumsy young man, with few ori-
gina! idean of his own, Colonel Ferguson
would have been far better; but he evidently
preferred Sara, :

I wasn spared any §op° -, for Lesbia entered
the room at that rom ut:- 8h: looked more
delicately falr thau usual, porhaps becauee
tho contraet with heavy turs,’ Her hair shone
like gold under her little velvet bonnet, but,
(though she was' 20 warmiy dressed, she
ahiyered and crépt ‘a8 elose aas pomible to the

re,. ., : o :

'~ Mra; Fullerbon had some notes to write, 80
'she went into the dining-room to writs them,
and very good-naturedly left us by ennselves.
- Lieabia leoked al meé rather wiatfully, .
%1 héva missed you twice, Ursald, Iam
80 ‘8orry 5 8Rd ‘now’ yon go the day after to-
morrow. I wish T coald do something for
you. Is there nothing yon eould lesve in my
:Olhll' 0,’; Srial [P valo, !:' o
% Oaly 1L,” IViaid, balf-laughing.. «1f
you. ‘would ‘take ;a: little more notice of het

¢




