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UNCLE. MAX.

CHAPTER XXVIII.-;'(JontInund;‘ ,
lved to watoh: mo epesshon
beB:: 3i£ﬂ:ﬂ§°as ?nine. I was determined

hing should escape my u_orutiny ;- ub
g::t ?O:vns %n posseasion of certain facts that
would help me in finding the clue I wanted.

that Max loved Gladys and had
frza?:on;g ber : thathe had neatly done so
was algo evident. . -What had ‘wrought that
suddon chasge! Had Oaptain Hamilton's
brillisnt successes_really dazzied her fancy
and blinded her to Max's gniet unobtrusive
virtues? Did she really and truly prefer her
oousin? This was what L had to find ont,
and here Max could no$ help me.

There was one thing I was glad to know,—
that Mr, Hamilton favored Max'ssnit. At
lenst L should not be working against him.
I do not know why, but the thought of doing
so would have pained me: I no longer wished
to atray myself for war againat Mr. Hamil-
ton ; my enmity bad died a natural death for
want of fuel. .

I felt grateful to him for his kindness to
Max : no doubt he bad a fellow-feeling with
him. That dear old gossip, Mrs. Maberley,
kad told me something about Mr. Hamilten
en my second vieit thel had made me feel
gorry for him, Max knew atout it, of course;
Le had said o word to me once on the subject,
but it was not Max’s way to gossip about his
neighbors; he once said, laughing, that he
Ieit all the choice bits of scandal to his good
old friend at Maplehurat.

It wns from Mrs. Moberley that [ heard all
abont Mr. Hamilton's disappointment, and
why he had not married. When he was
about eight-and-twenty he bad been engaged
to a youug widow. -

# She was & beaatiful creature, my dear,”
observed the old lady; ** the colonel eaid he
bad never seen n handsomer woman. She
was an Irish beauty, and had those wonderful
gray eyea and dark eyelaehes that make you
wonder what color they are, and she had the
gweetest amile pomible ; any man would have
been bewitched by it. I never saw a young
men mors in love than Giles: when he came
here he could talk of nothing but Mis,
Carrick : her name was Ella, 1 remember,
Well, it went on for some months, and he
was preparing for the wedding,—there was
to be a nursery got resdy, tor she had one
little oy, and Giles alrealy doted on the
child,—when all at onca there came a letter
from his lady-luve ; and a very pretty latter
it was, Giles must forgive her, it said, she
was utterly wretched at the thought of the
pain she was giviog him, but ehe was mis-
taken in the strength of her attachment,
She had come to the conclusion that they
would not be happy togetber, that in fact she
preferred some one else.

# She did not mention that thia other lover
was richer than Giles and had a title, but of
courss he found out that this was the case.
The fickle Irish beauty had caught the fancy
of an clderly English nobloman with a large
fumily of grown-up eons and dnughters. My
dear, it was s very heartless piece of work :
it changed Giles completely. He neverapoke
about it to any oue, but if ever o man was
heart-broken, Giles was: he was never the
same after that; it made him hard and bitter;
he is always railing against women, or saying
disagreeable home-truths about them. And
ot course Mre, Carrick, o~ rather Lady Howe,
is to blams for that. Oh, my dear, she may

deck herself with dinumonds, as they say she
doses, and call herself happy,—which she is
not, with a gouty, ill-tempered old husband
who ia jealous of her,—but I'll be bound she
thinks of Giles sometimes with regret, and
scoras herself for her folly.”

Poor Mr. Hamilter ! Aund this had all
happened about six or soven yearaagn. No
wonder he looked atern and said bitter things.
He was not naturully sweet-tempered, like
Max; such a misfortune would sour him.,

t+ 4h, well,” I aaid to myself, as [ went up
15 bed, *¢it is perfectly truc what Longfellow
s:ys, ‘Into each life some rain must fall,
some days muet be dark and dreary; bLut it
is atrange that they both buvesuffered. It is
s gaud thing, perhaps, that such an cxperi-
once is never tikely to buppen to me. There
is some consclition to be deduced even from
my want of beauty : no man will fall in love
with me and then play false.” And with
that a curious feeling came over me, a sudden
inexplicable sense of want and loneliness,
pomething I could not define, thattook no
definite shape snd had po similitude, and yet
haunted me with a sense of ill ; but the next
momeat I waa struggling fiercely with the
wnknown and unwelcome guest.

¢ For ghame | I eaid to myself; *fthis is
weakness aud pure eelfishness, mere sent'-
nental feverishness; this is not like the
strong-minded youog person Miss Darrell
palls me. WWhat if loneliness b2 nppointed
me 2—we muat each bave our cross, Per-
haps, as life goes on and I grow older, it may
be a little hard 10 bear at times, but my lone-
liness would be better than the sort of pain
Mr. Hamilton and Max have endured.”
And ne I thought this, a sudden conviction
eame to rue that I could not have borne alike
fate, a dim instinct that told me that I should
suffer keenly and long,—thnt it would be bet.
ter, far better, that the deepest instincts of
my woman’s nature should never be roused
than be kindled only to die away into ashes,
a8 many women’s affections have been suffered
to die, ** Anything but that,” I said to my-
gelf, with n sudden thrill of pain thatsur-
prised me with its intenaity.

All this time through the long cold weeks
Elspeth had been slowly dying. Quietly nnd
graduslly the blind woman’s strength had
ebbed and lessened, until early in March we
znew she could not last much longer.

She suflered oo pain, snd uttered no com-
plaint, She lay peacefully propped up with
pillows on the bed where Mary Marahsll had
breathed her last, and her pala wrinkled face
grew olmost as while as the cap-barder that
encircled it.

At the commencement of her iilness I was
unable ta be much with ber. Susan aad
Phabe Locke had thoroughly engroseed me,
and @ hurried vieit morning and evening to
give Peggy orders was bll that was poasible
under the circumstancea ; but I saw that she
was«well cared for and comfortable, and
Peggy wae very good to her and kept the
children out of the 100m.

 Ah, my bairn, I am dying like a lady,”
she said to me one day, ““and it is good to be
here on poor Mary’s bed, See the fine Jlean
shects that Peggy hss put me on, and the
goand quilt that kesps my feet warm ! Some-
times I could cry with the comfort of all ;
and there is the broth and the jelly always
rendy; and what cac a poor old body want
more I

When Susan was convalescent I apent more
iime with Elspeth. I knew she loved tc have
e begide her, and to listen to the chaptera
ind pealms I read to her. She would agk me
so sing sometimes, and often we would sit
wmd talk of the days that eeemed so ¢ few
ani evil” In the light of advancing immor-
sality.

"‘iy, denrie,” she would say, *itisnot
mutoh to look back upon except in an angel’a
sight,—0 poor old woman's life, who worked
.and atroggled to keep her master and chil-
dren from clemming. I msed to think it hard
.gometimes that I could nct get to church on
Sunday morning,—for I was ay a woman for
.charoch,—but I bad to stand at my wash-tub

day's charing, rinsing out the children's bits
of things, and ironing them too, ho? is a poor
tired body like me to get religion?’ I wouid
say sometimes when I was fairly mo:ther’ad
with it all, - Bat, Mise Garston, my dear, 1'm
glad, as I lie here, to know that 1 never neg-
lected the children God had given me; and
80 be took care of all that; he knew when I
was too tired fo put up s prayst that it was
not tor the want of loving him.” . L

% No, indeed; Elspeth. .I often think we
ought not to be too hard on poor people.

« That's trae,” )
«“Hg is no sovere taskmaster demanding
bricks oat of atubble; he knows poor-labor-
ing people are often tired and out of heart,
I nsed to ssy to my master sometimes, ‘Ah,
wall, we must leave all that for heaven ; we
sball have a fine rest there, and plenty of
time to ning our hymns snd talk to the Lord
Jesns. He was & Jaboring man too, and he
will know all about it.’ I often comforted
my master like that.” _

Elspeth’s quaiat talk interested me greatly.
I grew to love her dearly, and I liked to feel
that she was tond of me in return, . I could
have sat by her contentedly for hours, hold-
ing her hard work-worn band and listening
to her gentle flow of talk with its Seripturat
phrases and simple realistic thoughts, It
way liko washing some piljrim'a feet ot a
feast to listen to Elspeth.

One evening she told me that she had been
thinking of me.

“1 wanted to koow what yon wore like,
my bairn,” she said, with her pretty Scotch
accent; *‘and the doctor camein as I was
turning it over in my mind, so I made bold to
ask him to describs you. I thought he was b
long time answering, and at last he said,
* What put that into your head, granny! as
if he were o little bit taken aback by the
uestion.

¢ ¢ Well, doctor,’ I returned, ¢ we all of us

like to see the faces of those we love; and I
am all in the dark. That dear young lady is
doing the Lord's work with all her might,
and she has a voice that makes me think of
heaven, and the choirs of angels, and the
golden harps, and maybe her face is a8 besuti-
ful as her voioe,’
*<Oh, no,’ he says quite shavply to that,
‘she is not beautiful at all : indeed, I am not
sllxre that moat people would not think her
ain.’

“'T auppose 1 wasan old ninny, but I did

not like to hear him aay this, my bairn, for I
knew it conld not be the truth; but be weut
on after a minute,— . .
“ ¢ [t ia not easy to describe the face of a
peraon one knows so well, I find it difficult
to answer your question. Miss Garaton has
guch a true face, cne seems to trustitioa
minute ;: it is the face of aa honest kindly
woman who will never do you oy harmy’
and then I saw what he meart. Why, bairn,
the angels have this sort of beauty, and it
lasts the longest ; that ie the sort of face they
have there.”
T heard all this silently, und was thankful
that 1lspeth’s blind eyes could not see the
burning flush of mortitication that rose to my
face, The dear garrulcus old body, how
conld ahe have put such a question to Mr,
Hamilton ? and yet how kiodly he had an-
swered ! A sudden recollection of Irish
dark-gray eyes with blick laghes came to my
mind; 1 knew Mr. lHomilton was a connois-
seur of beauty. 1 had often heard him de-
scribe people, and point out their physical
defects with the Leenest criticism; he was
singularly fastidious on this point ; but, in
spite of my bumilintion, I was glad to koow
that he had spoken so gently. He hal told
the truth simply, that wassll : at leoast he
had owned 1 was true; I must content myself
with this tribute to my honesaty.

But it wae some days before 1 could recall
Elapeth’s words without a sensation of prickly
heat: it is strange how psinfully £hese little
pin-pricks to our vanity affect us. I was
angry with myself for remembering them,
and yet they rankled, in spite of Elepeth’s
quaint and homely coneolation.  Alas! I was
not better then my fellows : Ursula Garston
was not the strong-minded woman that Mise
Darrell culled her,

But when I next mot Mr. Hamilton I had
other thoughts to engross me, for Klapeth
was dying, and we were standing together by
her bedside. I had not sent for Mre. Hamil-
ton, for I knew that he could do nothing
more for her; but he had met ome of the
children in the village, and on hearing the
end wal approaching had come at once to
render me aoy help in his power, Perhaps
he taought [ skould like to have him there.

Elspeth's pinched wrinkled face brightened
ay she heard his voice. ** Ay, doctor, 1oam
glad to know you wre there; you have besn
niught bur kind to me all these years, and
now, thunks to this bairn, I am dying like n
lady. The Lord blesa you both! and he
will,—he will I” with feeble earnestness.

I bent down and kissed her cold cheek.
¢ Never mind us, Elspeth : only tell ua that
all is well with you. You are rot sfraid,
dear paany 1" '

“\Wiat's to fear, my buirn, with the Lord
holding my hand 2—usnd he will not let go;
ah, no, he wili never let ga! Ay, I have
come to the dark river, but it will not do
more than wet my feet. I'll be carried over,
for I am old aund weak,—old and weak, my
dearie.” These were her last words, snd
half an hour alt:rwards the change came, nod
Elapeth’s sightl:as eyes were opened to the
light of immertality.

That night 1 took up a littla worn copy of
the ¢* Pilgrim’s Progrees” that I had had from
childhood, and vpened it at a favorile passage,
where Christian and his compsanion are talk-
ing with the shining ones a4 they went up to-
wards the Celestinl city, and X thought of
Llspeth as 1 read it, ** You are going now,"
suid they, *'to the yaradise of God, wherein
you shall see the Tree of Life, and eat of the
vever-failing fruit thereof; and when you
come there you shall have white robes given
you, and your walk and talk shall be every
day with the King, even all the days of eter-
nity, There you shall not see again such
things as you saw when you were in the lower
regions, upon the earth, to wit, sorrow, sick-
vess, and death, for the former things are
passed away., « . .

¢t And the men asked, ¢ What must we do
in that holy place?” To whom it was en.
swered, * You must then receive the comfort
of your toil, and have joy for all your sor-
row.” 1 thought of Klspeth's last words,

* Old and weak,—old and weak, my dearie.”

Surely they had come true: those aged feet

had barely touched the cold water, Gently.
and tenderly she had heen carried aoross to
the green pastures and still waters in the

paradise of God.
CHAPTER XXIX,

MISS DARRELL HAS A HEADACHE,

I began to feel that Gladys had been away
a long time, and to wish for her return, I
was much disappointed, then, on receiving a
latter from her about a fortnight after
Elnpeth's death, telling me that Colonel
Maberley had made up his mind to spend
Easter in Parie, and that she had promised
to acoompany them, ) ’

] shall be sorry to be solong without
your compsnionship,” she wrote. “1 miss
you more than I can say; but L'am sure that
it in far better for me to remain away as long
as possible : the changoe is certainly dping me
good, I am quite mtrong and well: they
epoil me dreadiully, but 1 think this aort of
treatment suits me best,”

ten in a more cheerful mood than usual,
There was & charming description of a trip
they had taken, with litile graceful touches
of humor here and there.

. I handed the lotter silently to Max when
bo called the mext day. I thought that it
would be no harm to show it to him. He
took it to the window, and was #o busy read-
ing it that I bad Lalf finished & letter 1 was
writing to Jill before he at last laid it down
on my desk. o

#Thank you for letting me zee it,” hesaid,

brightening up visibly, :g:ietly: ‘it has been a great pleasure,

mehow, as I read it, it seemed as though
the old Gladys Bamilton had written it,—
not the one we know now, Indeed, she
seems much better.”

#Yes, and we must make up our-minds to
do without her,” I anawered, with a sigh.

st And we shall do so most willingly,” he
returned, with a sort of tacit rebnke to my
pelfirhness, *‘if we know the change Is bene-
fiting her.” And then, with a change of
tope, * What a beautifnl bandwriting hers

‘is, Ursula |—so0 firm and clear, #o character-
‘istic of the writer. Dues'she: often write you

such Jong, interestiiig TettsTé 7 ‘Yonare much
to be envied, my dear. - Well, well, the day’s
work is waiting for ms.” Aund with tbat he
went off, without saying snother word.

My next visitor was Mr. Hamilton. He
came to tell me of an accidentcase, A young
laborer had fallen off n scaffolding, and &
¢>mpound fracture of the right arm had been
theresult. He was also badly shaken snd
brulsed, and was altogether in a mizerable
plight. .

I promised, of courss, to go with him at
once; but he told me that there was no im-
mediate hurry ; be had attended $o the arm
and left him very comfortable, and he would
do well for the next .hour or two; snd, a3
Mr. Hamilton seemed inclined to linger for a
little chat, 1 could not refuse to oblige him.
oIt is just as well that this piece of work
has come to me," I ald, presently, *“for 1
was feeling terribly idle. Since Elspeth’s
death I have not had « aingle case, and bave
employed my leisure in writing long letters
to my relations and taking country rambles
with Tinker.”

¢ That is right,” he returned, heartily.
7 am sure we worked you far too bard at
one time.”

Tt did not hurt me, and I stould not care
to be idle for long.—Yes, I have heard from
Gladys,” for his eyes fell on the open letter
thuet Juv beside us. I am rather disap-
pointed that I shall not see her before I go
away.”

“Are you goiog away, then?” he aeked,

| very quickly, and I thought the news did not

seem to please him.

¢ Not for three weeks. I hope my patient
will be getting on by that time, ard will be
able to spare me: at uny rate, I cangive his
mother a lesson or two  Yuu knww my cousin
is to be married, and I have promised to help
Aunt Philippa.”

s*“How long do you think vou will be
away?” he demanded, with a touch of his
old wbruptnesy,
* For » ‘or= jgh*, I could not arrange for
less. Sara is making such a point of it.”

¢ A whole fortaight ! I am afriid yon nre
terribly idle, after all, Miss Garston. You
pre growing tired of this humdrum pluce,
Youn ore yearning for *the leeks and cucumn-
bers of Egypt,”” with a grim smile,

“You nre wrong,” I returned, with more
enrnestnegs than the occasion warranted.
“1 feel a wirange reluctance to re.enter
Vanity Fair, The aplendors of a gay wed-
ding are 1.0} to my taste. Sara tella me that
her reception siter the ceremony will be at-
tended by wbout two hundred guests, To
me the idea is simply bartwrous, I expect I
shall be heartily gl'd ‘o get bazk to Heath-
field,”

I was eurprised to a-o how pleased Mr.
Hamilton laoked st this speach. I had been
thinking of my work and my quiet little
rarlor, not of Gladwyn, when I apoke ; but
he stemed 1o nccept is a+ u personal compli-
ment.

«] pesure you that we shull welcome yru
back most glaily,” hereturned. **The pluce
will not seem like itself without our bu.y
village nurse. Well, you have worked hard
enough for six months: you deserve a holi-
¢ay. 1should like to see you in your buster-
fly parp, Miss Garston. 1 fancy, however,
that I should recognize you.”

With a sudden pang I remembered Elipeth’s
worde, He does not think that such home
attire will become me. I thought he pre-
ferred me in my ueual nun’s garb of black
scrge.
€t Ob,” I enid, petulantly and foolishly, I
mast own that I ahall look rather like a crow
dressed up in peacock’s feathers in the grand
gown Sira has chosen for me;” but I wasa
little taken aback, and felt inclined to laugh,
when he asked me, with an air of intereat,
what it wai like in golor and material.

Sarn wished it to be yed plush,” I re-
plied, demurely ; *¢but I refused to wear it;
so sho has waived that ian favor ot a dark
green velvet, I thiok it is absolutely wicked
to make Uacle Brian pay for such a dreas;
but it scems that Sara will get her own way,
so I must pot up with all they choose to give

n

«That is hardly spoken gracioualy, If
your uncle be rich, why shouid he not please
himeelf in buying you & velvet gown? I
think the fair bride-elect has good taste.
You will look very well in dark-green velvet:
light tints would not suit you at all! red
would be too gay !” )

He spoke with such gravity and decision
thut I thought it best not to contradict him.
I even ropressed my inclination to langh : if
ho liked to be dogmatic on the subject of my
dress, I would nat hinder him. The next
moment, however, he dismissed the matter.

] agree with you in disliking gay wed-
dings. The idea iz singularly repngnsat to
me. DBeoaute two people elect to join hands
for the journey of life, is there ony ndequate
reason why all their idle ncqusintancea should
accompauy them with cymbals and prancings
and all sorts of fooleries just at the most
solemn moment of their life 2"

¢] suppose they wish to express their
sympathy,” I returned. _

 Sympathy should wear a quieter garb,
These folks come to churoh to show their fine
fonthers and make a fuss; they do not care a
jot for the solemnity ot the service ; .and yet
to me it ia as awful in ita way as the burial
service, *Till death us do part,'—ocan any
one, man or woman, say these words lightly
and not bring down a doom upon himgelf ?”

He spoke with suppressed excitement, walk-
ing up and down the room : one'could eee
how strongly he felt his words. Was he
thinking of Mrs, Carrick? [ wondered. He
gave & slight shudder, as though some un-
weloome thought obtruded itself, and then he
turned to nie with a foroed amile. S

o am boring you, I amafraid. I get bor-
ribly ‘excited over the shams of convention-
ality. What were we talking about?. Oh, I
remember: Gladys’s letter.  Yes, she has
written to Lady Betty, but not such & velume
as that,” glonciog at the closely written
sheata, © You are her chief correspondent, I
believe ; but sbe told us her plans. For my
port, I am glad that she should enjoy this
trip to Paris, Rrally, the Maberleys are

amusements, for of course all girla like shop-
'iu .u e ‘ L
F E%ow generous he waa to hin siatérs | with'
all his faulte of manner, he seemed to gradge’

* -pften uetil Iate on Saturday night, ‘Aftor a

It was a leng letter, and seemed to be writ- L

them nothing, But oll the same I knew

{ Glndyn would have v;fu-ed}? -fpw’k?ifdtﬁérdir

porch.r . -

most kind, I sent her a check to add to ker.

{ gown aad blue ribbons, with her short curly

from him Inr more than the check ; but per
baps he had written to her as well. .Bnt he
seemed rather surprised when I asked him
the gmeation, o
¢0h, no; L never write to my siaters:
they would not oare tor a letter trom me.
Etta offered to enclose it in a letter she had
just finished to Gladys, so that saved: all
trouble. By the bye, Miss Garston, I hope
you will come up to Gladwyn one evening
before you leave Heathfield. I do‘notisée
why we are to be deserted in this fashion.”

Iuctent as I was to spand an evening. there in
Gladys's absence, it certainly wan not guite
kind either to him or to Lady Batty to rﬂ'
He seemed to sntloipate a refuasl,
for he eaid, hastily,— R
“Never mind answering ma now.
ahall write t+ yon In proper form, and-you
shall fix your own.eveming. Now I -have
hindered youn sufficlently, so I will take-my
leave,”—which he did, but 1 heard him:some
time nftgrwn.r;:ll-tq,lhing to Nathaniel in the

- -A -few- days- after this X received a civil
note from Mies Darrell, pressing me to tpend
» loog evening with them, and begging me to
bring my prettiest songs.

I made the rather lame excuse that I was
much engaged with my new patient, and
fixed the lateat day $hat I could,—the very
'ast evening before I was to leave for London.
Mr. Hamilton met me a few hours afterwardes,
and asked me rather deyly what my numer-
ous engagementa could be.

‘“Yon are the moat unsociable of your
vex,” he added, when I bad no answer to
make to this, ‘I msball talie care that you
are properly punished, for neither Cunliffe
por Tudor shall be asked to mest you, Etta
was rure you would like one or both to come,
but L put my veto on it at once.”

*“Then you were very disagreeable,” I re-
turned, laughingly. *‘I wanted Unole Max
very much.” But he only stock his head at
me good-bumoredly, and scolded me for my
want of amjability.

1 determined, when the evening came,. that
he should not find fault with me in any way.
I was rather in a holiday mood; my patient
was goiog oo well, and his mother was &
neat, capable body, and might be trusted to
lcok after him. No other cases had coms to
me, and [ might Yeave Hiathfield with a clear
censcience, Uncle Max wounld miss me,. but
an old college friend was coming to stay at
the vicarage, 8o I could be better spared. I
hed eeen a great deal of Mr, Tudor lately, 1
often met him in the village, and he always
turced back and walked with me: he met
me on this cccasion, and walked to the gates
of Glsdwyn, Indeed, he detained me for
some minutes iu the road, trying to extract
particulars abont the wedcing,

*“ Miss Jocelyrn is to be bridesmaid, ther,”
de¢seribing a circle with his stick in the dust.

“Yes, Poor Sara is afraid thut she will
be quite overshadowed by Jill's bigness ; she
hsy made her promise not to stand quite
close. They have got a match for her.
Grace Underley is ay tall as Jill, and very
fair. Sara calls them her night and morning
bridesmnida.”

I think I shall be in Lonéon on the four-
teenth, I thought, Miss Garston, that there
was a prejadice to weddings in May."

“Yee; but Sara lasughs at thsidea, and
Coloncl Ferguson says it is all nonsense. I
did not krow you were coming to town so
soon,”

“Some of my people will be up then,” he
said, absently. ¢*Perhapa 1 rhall have a
peep at you all; but of course”—rather
hastily—** I shall not call at Hyde Park Gate
until the wedding is over.”

I wished he would not call then. \What
was the good of feeding hia boyisn fancy? it
wounld soon die a natural death, if he would
only be wise, Poor Mr., Tudor! I began to
be afraid that he wis very much in earaeast,
after all: there was a grave expression on
his face as he turned away. Perhaps ke
knew, as I did, thut our big awkward Jiil
would develop into a splendid womaa; that
one of these days Jocelyn Garston would be
far more admired than her sister ;. that the
ugly duckling would toon change into a
swan, TLhere were times even now when Jill
looked positively handsome, if ounly her shost
black looke would grow, wnd if she would
leave off hunching her shoulders,

T should like Lswrence Tuador to have
my Jill, if he were only rich ; but there is no
hops for him now, poor fellow 1" [ eaid to
myself, as I walked up the gravel walk tc-
wards the honse,

Gladwyn looked its best this evening, The
ghady little lawne that surrounded the house
looked ocol snd inviting ;. the birds were
singing merrily from the avenue of young
oske; the air was sweet with the scent of
May-blossoma and wall-lowers : great bunches
of them were placed in the hall.

Thornton, who admitted me, said that Leah
would be waiting for me in the blus room, ns
M'ss Darrell’s room was called : so T went up
#} once, .

I was passing through the dressing-room,
when [ saw the bedrcom door was half
opened, and a voice—I acarcely recognized it
as Miss Darrell’s, it was ac different from her
ususl low, toneless voice-—exclaimed, angrily,
“You forget yourself strangely, Leah ! one
would think you wers thé mistrees and I the
maid, to hear you speaking to me,”

*“I can’t help that, Miss Etta,’” returned
the woman, insolently. “*If you are not
more punctual in your payments, I will go to
the master myself and tell him.'”” Bus here I
knocked aharpl)"i E}E t!l:e door to warn them of
my presence, and Leah ceased abrupt] i
Misg Darrell bade me enter, pily, while

She tried to mees me as usual, but her face
was flushed, #nd she locked at me uncasily,
ns though she feared that I had overhead
Leah’a speech, I thought Leah looked sullen
and stolid as she waited upon me. It was a
most forbidding face. I was glad when Miss
Darrell dismissed her on mime slight pretext.

“Lesh is in = bad temper this evening,”
she observed, examining the clasp of a hand-
some bracelet as she spoke. I noticed then
that she had beautiful arms, a3 well as finely-
shaped hands, and the emerald-syed snalke
showed to advantage, *‘She is a most in
valuable person, but she can take liberties
sometimes, Perbhaps you heard me scolding
her; but I consider she was decidedly in the

wron
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be does not lonk very goodtempered,”
war my reply. . - S ’

Miss Darrell sfill looked flushed and per-
turbed ; but she took up her fan and vinai-

rette, and propesed that .we should join
Lady Betty in the drawing-room.: -Leah was
in the hail. As we passed her, she addressed
Ml:‘IParrell. el '

you can‘spare me & moment, ma’am,

should like to speak to you,” she a'aid, qltl:iteIa
oivilly ; but I thought her manner a little |
menacing. L

*“ Will not another time. do, Leah?" re-
tarned her mistress, in & worried tone; but
the next moment. she. begged me to go in
wlihout :léer. P e

ndy Betty was sitting by the open win-

dow, with Nap beside }gxer.y I thoﬁgh:vtl?e
poor] little girl looked dull and lonely, She.
gave an exclamation of pleasure at seeing me,
and ran towards me with outatretched hnndu'
She locked like s .ohild in her littls whits,
hale, : R
:-9] am s0 glad to see you, Miss Garston 1

Neither did I, if he put it in shis way : re. |
{-had " better ask Witoh

i|. come—there 1’

‘a8 you'ure to others,
‘you go, Miga Garaton.”

menow. How I wisnh Gladys would come
back { I have no one to epeak to, and I miss
her borribly.” L AN
.4 Poor Lady Betty !" . L
¢ Vou would edy so; if you knew how.
horrid it all was.~ Just now, as 1 was sitting
alone, I felt like & poor little princess shut up
in an enchanted tower. Griles is the magi-
clan, and’ Etta is the wicked witoh.. I was
making up.quite a 8tofy abont it.” . -
“: 4Whyhave you not been to see me lately,
Lady Betty ¥ cEs
..19Oh, how silly you are $o ask me such a
‘shé’ returned, peftishly. ¢ ¥You
Bita. - Now you pre-
4end ‘to look sorprised. She won’t let me

question |”

“ My dear child, sur2ly you need mot con-
sult your counein,” Wb N LT

¢ OF course_not,” wrinkling her forehead-;
“‘bug.then, you:see, Witch Etta consultsa'me:
shemakes a point of foding out all my little
-plans and nipping them in the bud, Shesays
she really cannot allow me to go 2o often to
the White Cottage ; Mr. Cunliffe and Mr.
Tudor, are alwaya there, and it !s not proper.
She ia always hinting that 1 want to meet
Mr. fudor, auod it is no good telling her that
I never think of such 'a thing.,” Lady Betty
was half crying. A more ingocent, barmless
little soul never breathed: she had not a
spice of coquetry in her nature. I felt indig-
pant at such an aconsution:

It is all nonsense, Lady Betty,” I re-
turned, shsrply. *‘Mr, Todor has not called
at the ocottage more than once sinoe Jill left
me, and then Uncle Max sent him, When I
firat came to Heathfield, he was very kind in
doing me little services, and he dropped in
two or three times when Jill was with me ;'
but indeed he has never been a conatant
visitor. When we meet it is at the vicarage,’
or in the atreet.”

*“You would never convince Etta of that,”
replied Lady Betty, disconsolately. *'She
has even told Giles how often Mr, Tudor
goes to the cottage, and she has got'it into
her head that [ am always tryiog to meet
him there, It is such an odicus ides, only
worthy of Etta herself !” went on the little
girl, indignantly, “If I could only make
her hold her tongue to Giles :*"

I would not trouble about it if I were
you, dear, No one who' knows you would
believe it. Such an'idea would never occur
to Mr, Tudor: he is an boneed, simple young
fellow, who is not ashamed to respect women
in the good old-fashioned way.”

“QOh, yes, I lire him, and so0 does Jill;
but I wish he were a thonsand miles off, and
then Etta would give me a little peace.
How apgry Gladys would be if she knew it !
But I don't mean to trouble her about my
samall worries, poor darling.”

I had never heard Lady Betty speak with
euch womanly dignity. She was so often
childish and whimsical that one never ex-.
pected her to be grave and responsible like
other people, She kissed me presently, and
said I had done her good, and would I siways
believe in her in spite of Litta, for she was
not the giddy little creature that Iitta made
her out to bhe; she was sure Giles wouid
think more of her hnt for Etta'as mischief-
making.

Mr. Hamilton came in after this, and eat
down ry us, but Miss Darrell did not make
her apptarance until the gopg snanded, nod
then she hurried in with a breathizen upalngy
I do not know what meae me watch her so
clotely all dioner-time. She took very littla
part in the convereation, seemed absent and
thoughtful, and started nervously when Mr,
Hamilton spoke to her. He tald her cnce
that she looked pale and tired; snd #he eaid
then that the evening was close, and that her
hesd ached. 1 wondered then if the heud-
ache had mude her eyes so heavy, or if she
had been crying.

Mr. Hamilton was a little quiet, too,
through dinner, but listened with greatin-
terest when Lady Betty and I talked ubout
the approaching wedding. I kol to sstisfy
her curiosity on many points,—the bride’s
and bridesmaids’ dresses, and the programme
for the day.

Tne detslls did not seem to bore Mr.
Bar_nllton. His five never ooce wore ite
cynical expression; hut when we returned to
the drewing-room, sud Lady Betsy wanted to
continue the rutject, - tuok her guictly by
the shoulders and murched her off to Miss
Darrell,

¢ Make the child hold her tongus, Etts,”
he said, good-humoredly.. “I wunt to coix
Mies Garston to sing to ns.” And then he
cameo to me with the emile I liksd best to see
on his face, and held out:hie hand.

1 was quite willing to ollige him, aod he
kept ma hard at work. for m-arly an hour,
first asking me if I were tired, and then beg-
ging ior one more song; aad sometimea I
thought of Gladys as- I sang, and sometimes
of Mnx, and once of Mys, Carrick, with her
wonderful gray eyes, and her falae fuir face.

When I bad finished I saw Mr., Hamilton
looking at me rather atrange ly.

“Why do you sing auch sad rongs? he
asked, in a low voice, as though he did not
wish to be overheard; but he need not have
been afraid: Miss Darrell was evidently
taking no notice of any one just then. She
was lying back in- her chair with her eyes
closed, and I noticed afterwarde that her
forehead was lined like an old woman's.

‘I like melanchely tongs,” was my reply,
and I fingered the notes a little nervously,
for his look wna rather too keen juat then,
and I had been thinking of Mra, Carrick.
_**But you are not melancholy,” he per-.
sisted. °*'L'here is no weak sentimentality in
your nature. Just now thers was a paseion
in your voice that atartted me, as though you
were drawing from some secret well,” He
roused, and then went on, halt playfully,—

¢ If I were like the Hebrew steward, snd
asked you to let down your pitcher and give
me a draught, I wonoer what you wsuld
enswer ¥ -

“That would depend on circumstances,
You would find it diffienlt to persuade me
that you were thirsty, or necded anything
that I could give.”

“Would it be so difficult as all that ?” he
retarned, thoughtfully, 1 thought we were
be rfriends; that you had penetrated be-
neath the upper orust; that in spite of my
taults you trusted me a little,”

His earnestness troubled me, I hardly
knew what he meant. ' .

u _Of courss we are friends,” I answered,
h_u.st:lx. ] can trust you more than a
little.” And I would have risen frem my
seat, but he put his hand gently on my alaeve,

**Vait a moment, You are going away,
and I may not have another opportunity. I
‘want to tell-you gomething. Yon have done
me -good ; you have -taught me that women
can be trusted, efter nll. I thank you most
heartily for that leison,” :

" “Y do not' know what you mean,” I fal-

tered ; bnt I'felt & singular pleasure ot thess

words, **1 have done mothing, It is you

that have been good to me," . :
. *“Pshaw |” impatiently, I thought you
more -sengible than to say that, . Now, [
want you,” his voice softening again, *'to try
and think better of me; not to judge by ap-
pearances, or to take other people’s judg-
‘ments, but to be as true and charitable to me
Promize me this before.

I donot know why the teara atarted to lﬁy
eyes I could hardly answer him.” . .
Will you try to do this?" he persisted,

‘{ still lay back on the cushions, and I i},

-Aunt Philippa, with & regretiul look at

"had to tell mé, but L was no sorry when ¥0

“Yes,” was my scarcely audi
but he was satisfied with t{atuxgggs;?;zfr'
He walked away after that, and joined i -
Botty. Miss Darrell :had tot moveq - :?z
her :face lonked drawn and old, .y et
rpoke_ to- her, for it was getting"‘l‘;xgen L
ral‘:‘l;&i h;nl:llf_wllh'd{&cnlty. » the
Y head:is yery bad, and L.ah
go to befl, after’all,” ‘she said, glvi:z;k:::zto
hand, * L amliafraid your heaatifq] 8in i"
- has, been ;.thgoﬁ!p away on'me, for | w“ghng
asleep, oK thotight I' hestd yoi nnj Gil
talking by the plano, bat I'warmot guse w
#Mr. Hgmilton: walked_home with me "
had r tmed his nsiml menner ; he ll;ld
ggugz_%h.& 8 lottor that-duy 'thas woulq
[.] ~him to-go- to Edi
,-9.—;%?;-___ oY inburgh for & weef
--sT-think I shall take the nj
morrow evening, thoagh it willﬂ:iv?gtc'
basy day : s0, after all, I shall not mis, oy
Miss Garaton,” And after a little morg g:“’
about th:el;"sti:”;v Lhat bad summoaed h(:,k
we read e ite Cotta, !
e ﬂf" a5y. ge, and he byde

] hope yeu will hawe a pleas i
Tale care of yourself, !orpnll ::: ha?;“d'y.'.
AnId with tlhat be lett me. .

t was long hefore I alept that gj
folt confused and feverieh, Es th:ﬁ::glh tw !
on the brink of sems discovery thy: wqe{e
overwhelm and alarm me. I could not undn d
stand myself or Mr. Hamilton, His wog-
presented an enigma. T felt troubleq hs
them, sud yet not unhappy. y

Had Misa Darrell overheard him? ] i
dered,, [ folt, if she had dobe o, her man:n-
would" have been different. She leem:;
jealous of her consin, and always monopolizeg
his words and looke, "He had never upok:
to me & dozen words in her presence ths lhn
had not tried tointerrupt us. Had she realle
‘been asleep ?* These doubts kept recurrin z'z
me. . Just before I fell asleep a remembraice
of Leah's sullen face came between me ang
my dreams. Her intolent vsice ranginm
ears, What had she meant by her worduy'
Why had Miss Darrell submitted to her jm,
Eelrtgnencgér VjIVa; she afraid of Leah, g

adys sai egan to feel w
thesa mysteries, & eary of all

CHAPTER: XXX,
WITH. TINBRELS AN{ LANCES.

Aust Philippa and Sara came to meet g
at Victoria, They both seemad unfeignedly
glad to see me.

Aunt Philipps was certaiuoly a kind-hearteq
woman. Her faults were those that were ep.
gendered by too much prosperity, Over.
much ease and luxury bad made her iym.
phatic ang indolent, Except for Ralphy
death, she had never kmown sorrow. Cure
had not yet traced & single line on her smooth
forehead ; it looked as open and unfurrowed
a8 & child’a. Contentment and a comfortabls
self-complacency were written on her comely
face, Just now it beamed with motherly
welcoms.  Somehow, I nevsr felt so fond of
Aunt Philippe as I'did at tha moment when
ahe lenned over the carriage with outstretched
hands,

My dear, how well you are locking!
glve '}:’eara younger.—Does eao not look weil,

Sara?

Sara nodded and smiled, and made room
for me to paes her, and then gave orders that
my luggage should be intrusted to the maid,
whe would convey it in o cab to Hyde Park
Gate,

**If you do not mind, Utrsula, we are going

round the Park.for-a little,” observed San,
with a pretty blush.
. Her mother laughed :. ¢ Colonel Fergusn
is riding in the Row, and will be looking ot
for us, He is coming this evening, as usuu,
but Sara thinks four-and-twenty hours teo
long to wait.”’

¢ Oh, mother, how cen vou talk eo 7" re
turned Sara, bastfully,. *Fou know Donald
asked me to meet'him, and he wounld bs o
disappointed. And it is such a lovely alter
noon.—if Uranla.does not mind.”

“On the contrany, I shall like it wiy
much,” I returned, moved by curiosity tose
Coloae] Fergo.oa vgain. I had never sea
him by daylight, and, though we Falofte
met at the evening recepticns, we had nct
exchanged a dozen woeds.

I thought Sara was looking pruttier tha
ever. A gort of radiance eeemed to surround
her. Youth and beauty, perfect health, s
light beart, and saticfied sfections,—thess
were the pifts of the pods that had been
showered upon her. VWould those bright,
smiling eyea ever shed tears? I wondered,
Would any sorrow drive away that light,
careless gayety ? I hoped not. It wa
pleasant to see nny cae £ bappy. And ther
I thought of Liesbia and Gladys, and sighed,

““You do not lock at all tired, Ursie,” ob-
served Sara,. affectionately, laying her lite
gloved hand on mine,” ** She looks quite nice
aod fresh: does she not, mother 3-—] wag-so
sfraid that you would have come up in your
nurse’s livery, us Jocelyn calls it,—black
gerge, and a horrid dowdy kopuet.”

“Oh,no!" [ knew better than that,” Ere
turned, with a complacent glance at my
hondeome black silk, ore of Uncle Briza
presents, I had the comfortable couviction
that even Sars could not find fault with my
bonnet and mantle. I had made a cazeful
tollet purnoeely, for I knew what importance
they attached tu such things. Sara's little
tpe.egh rewarded me, as well a3 A
Philippals spproving lock.

‘It has not done her any barm,”" 1 hesrd
ber observe, soffo voce. ** She certainly looks
younger,”

1 took advantage of a pauss in Saxa’s chat-
$cr to ssk after Jill. Aunt Philipps av
awor_ed me, for Sura was bowing Suwardsa
passiog carringe.

¢t Oh, poor child, she wanted to come with
us tr meot yon, but it wes Professcr Hugei's
afterncon. He teaches her German li*ir'-
ture, you know. I was anxious tor hertot
to misa his lessou, and she was very good
about it, She is coming down to afternoon
tes, ond of course we shall sec her inthe
evening,”

‘Poor dear Jocelyn! she was longing ¥
coms, I kmow, ¥ou and Mies Gillespie aré
terribly severe,” observed Sara, with a light
langh. - She was 8o free and gay herself tha!
she rather pitied her young sister, condemned
to the daily grind of lessons and hard wotk,

¢ Nonsense, Sara?’ returned her mothes
sharply. ‘We are not severe atall, Jocelys
knowa that it is all for ber good it Miss Gil
lespie kespa herto hertssk, My dear Ursnls
we are all charmed with Miss Gillespie,—
even Sara, though she pretends to call her
striob and old-fashioned. She is a mow
amiable, ladyltke woman, and Jocelyn 3 per
feotly happy with her.

. %] am very pleated: with Jocelys,” &0
weat on, “¥ou have done her good, Uesulsy
and both her father and I are very grateful
toyou. he is mot nearly so wayward sud
self-willid. ' She takes great pains with bef
lesions, and’ fa most industrione. She is.nnt
8o awkward, either, and Mies Gillespie thizk®
it will be & good plan if I take her out with
me driving sometimes when Sara is mm:md-
I ohall jonly have Jocelyn then,” ﬁﬂl'll‘;r

daughter, - I was much interested in all they

enterad the Park and the stream of talk died
eWey, | .o .

‘T'almoat folt ‘an thongh I were in a dres
a8 thie moving kaleldoscope of borses and car
riages and foot-passengers passed before B

I thought Etta would keep you, I havebeer '

stooping over me,

oyen,
{Z b continued,)



