N, B Rae S R A ook R R NI s, F et

N g e

B T o S LY S o S N

- - e s

e e e o Y

T TN e

g — -

' . e N N ) ’ iy ! . ———r

= L THE. TRUE, W.ETNESS ;AND. CATHOLIC . CHRONICLE. - L Aemit 20, 1887
~ 8 £ i 3 T RN k] e g — e - - - — )

— » _ P Gy Y L g T T e N N sa; they | fortuns . were ' promised “to . him, but|she was as powerfal asa young Amazon. Her i i -

A_X W’ ?,Aune -Philippa does not n;%ﬂl:\? 1:;_ ~Wg‘§%’gh§;,l$gl‘t\h§»§;},%’ifwg’}ﬁp‘gf}:&mteﬁT the goodly heritage wb.i‘unatohedfswgy’befoie nature was more sombre and tgook‘ 'délb‘gﬁfxom ?:;ﬁ u:lahort Shick lengthe about ey Beck ;

UN CLE * k& :’u}i?‘iqd" but s#eﬁoge:; let:,stm:‘,;geof 'n:e’ g],»-,_ ‘:,; inculcate . in-me - her own 'ni:i'rlt’ of self- | his eyes, and he was called away In the fresh | her surroundings. P VA 'behg’p“:;lz%'hfgiﬁi"&_!;.1_59‘ ber eyes, and was

’ b g Tre— /s An-the way, t; smore 1 tareat inxoif I had | snorifice, I ¢an remember gome of her short, | bloom of his youth, . . o She was like a.child in.the sunshine ;| muoh oftener tk }mpphzue%ﬂ_lx! bus she wop)g

ACHAP i'ERL Continued,. ' mbeenonl%nhﬁ?a:rf:e elll’k!z%?mﬁ'but.n.plhh}'dowdy- trenchant sentences now: . R - ‘lw;y" thought Uncle Brian liked Max f plenty of:life and. moygraont ‘distraoted “Her | Jfling" like an ﬁﬁxfﬁﬁ;"’fﬁgﬂ tf,_‘,nck With s

1 deés” s hand” wey with an offefifed aleco s not to hex-taats.- “No, let me finlsh, [~ ¢Never mind happiness: .th'ft is God's gift }?s?:il% :l; srglgt;;h;el: lg;np;r 6:’1:5 cv;.aa ialgv;:{; from interlor bfoodings and niade-her.joyous ;- Jetky as:young t Inga oftent m‘.yé;;- OF he wy,

w. my.’ g ' .
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* What an absurd child yon-are? L.was
thinking over your letter as I walked:slong.
It did not bring me to London, certainly ; I
bad businessof my own ; baut, all the same,
I have walked aoross the Park this evening
to talk to you about this extraordimary
scheme,” ) .

But I would not let him go on, He was
about to orass the road, so I took his arm and
turned him back. And there was the gray
mist creeping up between the trees, and the
1amps glimmer in the distance, and the faint
pink glow had not yet died away, !

¢ It is so quiet here,” I pleaded, “‘audl

" @6uld not get you slone for & moment if we
went in, Uncle Brian will be there, and Jill,
and we could not eay & word. Aunt Philippa
and Sara have gone.to see Lesbia, I have
been driving with them all the afternoon.
Sara ’haa been sbopping, and how bored I
was ¥ .

“You uncivilized little heathen I Then,
very gravely, ** Well, how {8 poor Lesbia ?",

Do not waste your pity on her,” I ré-
tarned, impatiently, * She is us well and
oheerful as possible. Even Sara says so. She
is not bresking hor heart about Cbarlie. She
has left oft mournlng, aod ie as gay as ever,”

*You are always hard on Lesbia,’’ he re-
tarned gently. ¢ Sheis young, my dear, you
forget that, and a pretty girl, and very much
admired. - It always seems to me she was
very fond of the poor fellow.”

“She was good to him in his illness, but
she naver cared for Charlie a8 he did for her,
He worshipped the very ground she walked
on, He thought her perfection. Uncle Max,
it was pitiful to hear him sometime. He
would tell me how sweet and unselfish she
was, and all the time I knew she was but an
ordinary, commouplace girl. It he ha3l lived
to marry her he would have been disappoiated
in her. He was 80 large-hearted, and L2sbia
has such little aims.”

¢ So you always say, Ursula, Botyou
women are 80 gevere im your judgment of
each other. I doubt myself il the girl lives
whom yon would have considered good
encugh for Charlie. Yes, yes, my dear,”—
a8 I uttered a dissenting protest to this,—
** he was & fine fellow, and his was a most

ovable cbaracter ; but it was hia last illness
Shat ripensd him.”

‘ He wus always perfect in my eyes,” 1
returned, in a ohoked voice. '

¢ That was because you loved him ; andno
doubt Lesbia possessed the snme ideal good:
ness for him, Love throws its own glamour,”
he went on, and his voice was unusually
grave; *‘it doea not balieve in commonplace
mediocrity ; it lifts up its idol to some fanci-
ful pedestal, where the poor thing feels very
uncomfortable and out of ite elemont, and
then persista in fal ing downand worahipping
it. We humans are very droll, Ursula ; wa
will create our own divinities-”

* Lesbia wonld have disappointed him,”
I persisted, obstinately ; but I might as well
have talked to the wind. Uncle Max could
notl find it in his heart to be hard to a pretty
girl,

¢ That is open to doubt, my dear, Lesbia
is amiable and charming, and I dare ray she
would have made a nice little wife. Poor
Charlie hated clever women, and in that
respect she would have suited him.”

After this I knew it was no gooed in trying
to change hie opinion, Uncle Max held his
own views with remarkabls tenacity ; he
had old-fashioned notions with respect to
women. rather singular in so young »
man,—for he was only thirty; he
preferred to believe in their goodness, in spite
of any amount of demonstration to the con-
trary; it vexed him to be reminded of the
shortcomings of his friends; by nature he.
was an optimist, and had & large amount of
faith in poople's good intentions, *‘‘He
meant well, poor fellow, in spite of hia fuil-
ures,” wag a speech I have heard more than
once from his lips. He was always ready to
condone a fault cr heal a breach ; indeed, his
sweet nature found it difficult to bear s
gradge sgainst any one ; ke wai only hard to
himself, and on nojone elge did he sirive to im-
pase so heavyja yoke. I wasjonly silent for a
minute, aad then I turned the coaversation
into another channel.

*¢ But my letter, Uncle Max 1"

¢* Ah, true, your letter ; but I have not for.
gotten it. How old are youn, Ursula? I
always forget.”

¢¢ Five-and-twenty this month.”
= 3¢ Ty be gure ; I ought to have remembered,
Aud vou have three hundred a year of your
own,”

I nodded.

¢ And your present home is distasteful to
you " in an inquiring tome,

s [t isno home to me,” Iraturned, passion-
ately. *Oh, Uncle Max, how can one call it
home after the dear old rectory, where we
were so heppy, father and mother, and
Charlie—and—"

¢ Yes, I know, poor child ; and you have
had heavy troubles. It vannot bs like the
old home, I am well aware of that, Ursula ;
but your auntis a good woman. I haveal-
waya found her striotly just. She was your
father’s only sister ; when she offered you a
home she promised to treat you with every
indulgence, as thovgh you were her own
daughter.” .

¢ Aunt Philippa meens to bs kind,” I said,
struggling to repress my teure,—tears
always troubled Uacle Moax; * she is
kind ic ber way, nud vo i8 Ssra, I have
every comfort, every luxary ; they want e
to be gay and enjoy myself, to lead their life ;
but it only makes me miserable ; they do not.
understand ma; they see I do not think with
them, and then they laugh at me and call me
morbid. No one really wants me but . poor
Jill ; I am so foné of Jill.” E i

¢ Why cannot you lead their life, Uraula?”’

¢¢ Because it is not life at all,” was my
resolute answer ; *° to me it is the most weari-
some existence possible, Listen tome, Uncle
Max. Do you think I could poaribl spend
my days as Sara does,~—writing a foew notes,
doing a little fanoy-work, shopping and pay-
ing visits, and dancing half the night? Do
you think you counld transform -such a poor
little Cindsrella into a fairy princess, like
Sara or Lesbia? No; the drudgery of such
a lite would kill me with ennui and disoon-
tent.”

4 It is ot the life I would choose tor you,
certainly,” he eaid, pulling his beard in some
perplexity : ** it is far too worldly to suit my
taste; if Charlie nad lived you would have
made your home with him. Hoe often talked

to me about that, poor fellow. I thought a

a year or two at Hyde Park Gate would do
you no harm, and might be wholesome train-
ing ; but it-has prov.da failure, I dee that,”

+"% They would be happier without me,”

8:| Fullerton . once ~$that ~re

Unole Max;”—for. he wanted,$o interrupt ine:
1?;&2 “’I‘l’lay madesa great. fuss a}f(;l!;\~'xq~y::'
training at the hospilal Jagt” year, biis* I/am
sure they did pot"miis me’;:Sara spoke yos:
terday,as though \abe thought 1 was;going

» Lt
jeotion. ]

her tall" Mrs,
fy Uremla was’
' s0 -atrong-minided Bad different from other
"girls that she was prepaYéd for.naything, even
for her. being a female:dooter.’” - -
it Well; my dear, yvit\,are/certalnly rather.
“peoullar, you know:7iiii = ‘
. $°0Oh, Uncle Max,” I said, mournfally,
“%are you going to misunderstand me too?.
Providence has deprived me of my parents
and my oaly brother: is it strong-minded
or peoculiar to. be so lonely - snd sad
at heart that gayety only jars oo me?
Oan I forgst my mother’s teaching when she
sald, ‘Ursula, if you live.for .the worid.yon
will be miserable. Try to do your duty and
benefit your follow creatures, and happiness
must follow’?"’

¢¢ Yes, poor Emmie, she was a good woman;
you might do worse than take after her,”

¢ She woulé not approve of the life Iam
leading at Hyde Park Gate,” I went

made no o heaj

on, *‘‘She and Aunt Philippa never
cared for each other, I often think
that if she had kaown she would

not have liked me to be thers. Sundaya are
wretched. We go to church ?—yes, because
it is respectable to do so; but there is & eort
of reunion every Sunday evening

¢ I wish I could oler you a home, Ursula;
but——"" hare Uncle Max hesitated.

¢¢ That would not do at all,” I returned,
promptly ; ** your bachelor home wounld not
do for me; besides, you might marry
—of course you will,” but he flushed rather
uocomforfably at that, and said, ** Pabaw !
what nonsense !” We had paused under o
lamp-post and I could sce him plainly: pes-
haps he knew this, for he hurried mo on, this
time in the direction of Lome,

*¢ I am five-and-twenty,” I continued, try-
ing to collect the salient points of my argu-
ment. ‘1 am indebted to none for my man-
tenance ; I am free, and oy own mistreas; 1
negleot no duty by”" reflusing to live under
Unecle Brian’s roof ; no one wants me; I con-
tribate to no one’s happiness,”

¢ Except to Jill’s," observed Uancle Max,

¢4 Jill ! but she is only a child, barely six-
teen, and Sara is becoming jealous of my ir-
fluence. I shall only breed dissensiocn in the
household if I remain. Uncle Max, you are
a good mnn,—a clergyman ; you cennot con-
scientiously tell me that I am not free to lead
my own life, to choose my own work in the
world.’

¢ Perhaps not,” he replied, in u hesitating
voice. ‘* But the scheme is a peculiar one.
You wish mo to find respectable lodgings in
my parish, where you will be independert
and free from gupervision, and to place your
superflnous health and strength—you are a
muscular Christian, Ursula—at the servize of
my sick poor, and for this post yoa have
previously trained youarseif.”

1 think it will be a good eort of life,” X

returned, carelesslvy, but how my. heart
wos  beating?! “I like it so much,
and 1 should like to be near
you, Uacle Max, and woerk under you

a8 my vicar, I have thought about this for
years. Charlie and I often talked ofit. I
wos to live with him and Lesbia and devote
my time to this work, He thought it such
a nice idea to go and nurse poor peaple in
their homes, Andhe promised that he would
come aund sing to them. But now 1 must
carry out my plan alons, for Charles cannot
help menow,” And a8 I thought of the symw-
pathy that had never failed me my voice
quivered and I could say no more.

“I wish we were all in heaven,” growled
Uncle Max—but his tone was a litile hoaky
—*¢ for this world i3 & most uncomfortible
place for good people, or people with a crazs.
I think Charlie is well out of it.”

““Uonder which cavegory do you mean to
place me 7 [ asked, trying to langh,

‘“‘My dear, thure is a craze in most women,

They have such an obstinate faith
in  their own good inventions, If
they find half a dozen fools to be-

lieve in them, they will start a crusade
to found a new Utopia. Women are the
moat meddlesome things in creation; they
never lot well alone. Their pretty little
fingers are in eyery human pie. Tha is why
we get so much unwholesome crust and ro
little meat, and, of course, our digestion Is
ruined. .

*“Uncle Max——" But he would not be
serious any longer.

** Ursula, 1 utterly refusa to inhale any
more of this mist. I think a ocomfortsble
arm-chair by the fire would be far mors con-
ducive to comfort. You have given me
plenty of ford for thought, and 1 mean to
sleep on it. Now, not another word, I am
going to ring the bell.” And Uncle Max was
a3 good as his word,

CHAPTER II.
BEHIND THB BARS,

It was quite true, as I had told Uncle Max,
that the szhemo had been no new one ; it was
po sudden emsnstion from & girl’s brain,
morbid with discentent and fraitless longings;
it had grown with my youth and had become
part of my environment. As a child the
thought had come to me s I followed my
father into one cottage after another in his
house-to-hounse visitation. He had been a con-
scientious, hard- werking clergyman ; in fact,
his work killed him, for he ovetasked a consti-
tution that was not naturally atreng. Lac.
companied my mother, too, in ber errands of
-meroy, and aaw a great doal of the mimery
engendered by drink, ignorance aand went of
forethought, In the caso of the sfok poor,
the gros mismanagenient and want of
cleanly and thrifty habits led to an amount
of discomfort and aaffering tha$ even
cow makes me ahudder. The parish
was overgrown and. insufficlently worked ;
the grester part of the population
belonged to  the  working  olasses ;
dissenting chapels and gin.palaces flourished.
Often did my childish heart ache at the sur-
roundings of some squalid home,; where the
parents toiled all day for woree than naught,
just to satisfy thel: unhealth oravings, while
the ohildren grew up riotons, hali-starved,
and full of inherited vices, There was a
little child Isaw once, & cripple dying slowly
of tome spinal disease, lying ‘in a dark
corner, on what seemed to me a heap
of rags, 'Oh, God, I" wan sgee that
child’s face mow! I remember when we
heard of its death my mother burst into
tears, They were tears of joy, she told me
afterwards, that another suffering child’s life
was ended;: ‘‘and there are hundreds and
hundreds of these little creatures, Ursuls,”
she said, ¢ growing up insin and misery ;
and the world goes on, and people eat and
drink and are merry, for:dt isnone of their
business; and yet it is not tho will of thd
Father that one of these little ones shoald
perish.” ' S -

I had learned much ‘from 'my father, bu$
8till more from my mother, Uncle Max had

called her a good womap, bit she was more

back to St; Thomabls, 3?‘““" Philippa | A

%o & few:.do your duty.” .
"~ $If you have. loved.your fellow-oreatures
‘wufficiently you Will not be afraid to die. A
good consclence will singoth your pillow.”
/ -Anfl once, In her lnsk{{1lness, when Charlle
askedifshe weére comfortable, ‘,‘..Iélot very,
ibas I skall soen e . quite comforiable, for

sbell:hope to forget in heaven how. littla'I.
-bave done, aftér all here ; and yet I always
wanted torhelp others,” - -

-~ /Oh, how good she was! And Charlle was
goaod too, after/she fashien of young men;
‘mot - altogather; thoughtless, full of the
promptings of hia kind hesrt ; but Uncle Max
was right when he said his last fllness had
ripened him; it was 'pot the old ocareless
Charlie who had wooed: Lesbia who lay
there ; it was another:-and-a-better Charlle,

In the old; ¢ays he had rallled, mg-in a;
‘brotherly maoner on my old-fashfofied; grave:
ways. - *.-You arenot a~-modern~young iady,
Ursie,” he would say; snd he would often
call me ‘¢ grandmother Ursula ;” but all the
same he would listen to my plany with the
utmost tolerance and goad nature. :

Ah, those talks in the twilight, before the
fatal disoase developed iteclf, and he lay in
idle fashion on the coach with bis arms under
bis head, while I eat on the footstool
or on the rug in the firelight] We were to
live tozether,—yes, that was always the
dream ; even when Lesbia’s fair face came
between us he would not hear of aay differ-
ence. I was to live with him and Lesbia.
Lesbia was rich, and, though Charlie had
little, they were to marry soon,

I was to form a part of that luxurlous
household, but my time was to be my own,
and I wase to devcte it to the sick poor of
Rutherford. ** Mind, Ureuls, you may work,
but I will not have you overwork " Charlie
had once said, more decidedly than usval;
4 you must come home for hours of rest and
refreshment. You have a beautiful voice,
and it shall be properly trained; you may
sing to your invalids as much as you
like, and sometimes 1 will come and sing
too ; but you mast remember you bave
socinl duties, and I shall expect you to
entertain our friends.” And it was the ides
of this dual life of home sympsthy and out-
side work that bad so strongly selzed upen
my imagination,”

When Charlie died I was tco sick at heart
to carry out my plan. ‘How can one work
alone ?" 1 would say sorrowiully to myself ;
but after s time the emptiness of my life and
diseatisfaction with my surroundings brought
back the old thoughts.

I remembered the dear old rectory life,
where every one was in earneet, and contrast-
ed it with the trifling pureuits that my aunt
and cousin called duties, My prosent exist-
ence seemed to shut me in like prison bars.
Only to be free, to chocse my own life! And
then came emancipation in the shape of hard
hospital work, wheu bealth and spirits re-
turned t0 me; when, under the stimulus of
useful employment and conetant exercize of
body and mind, I slept bLetlter, frested lesr,
and looked less mournfully cut on the world.
Uncle Max was right when he said a yesr at
St, Thomas’s would save me.

By and by the idea dawned upoa mo thas 1
might still carry out my plan; there were
poor people at Heathfield, where Uncle Max’s
parish was, What ahould hinder me from
living there under Uncle Max’s wing and
trying to combine the two lives, as Charlie
wished ?

1 was young, full of activity, I did ot
wish to sbut myeclf oat from my kind.
I could discharge my duties to my own olasa
and enjoyamoderateamonntof plessure. 1 was
young enough to desire that; but the greater
part of my time would be placsed at the
disposal of my poorer neightors. People
might think 1t singular st first, bns they
would not tatk forever, and the life weunld be
a happy one to me.

All this had been sald in that voluminous
letter ot mine to Uncle Max ; he might argue
and shake his head over {3, thereby proving
himself 8 wise mav, hut he could not but
know that I was abeolutely under my own
control, as far as » woman could be., I need
ask no one's agvies in the disposal of my own
life ; hia own and Uncle Brian’e guardianship
wns morely nominal now, After five-and-
twendy I was declared my own mistress in
overy sepas of the word.

Uncle Brian came out to meet ns as roon as
he heard Unale Max's voice in the hall ; the
two were very great friends, and they shook
hands cordially.

¢+ Glad to sce you, Cunliffe ; why did you
not let us know that yon were coming up to
town ? Woe could have put you up easily—
eh, Ursula ?”

¢ Yes, indeed, Uncle Brian ; and then I
added, coaxingly, ¢ Do pleass send for your
portmanteau, Uncle Max ; youn know Lesbia
is saming this svening, and you are such a
o favorite with her.” Iknew this would be
a strong inducement, for Unocle Max’s soft
heart would lnsist on tresting Lesbia an
though she were a widowed princess,

** All right,” he returned, in his lazy way,
and then 1 teok the matter into my own
hands by leaving the room at once to consult
with Mre, Martin, Aant Philippa’s house-
keeper. An I clowed the door I glanced back
for another look at Uncle Max. He had
thrown himese!f into an easy-chalr, as though
he were tired, and wes leaning back with bis
hands under his head in Charlie’s fashion,
leeking up at Uacle Brian, who was standing
on the rug.

I a'ways thought Uncle Brlen a very
handeome man. He had oclear, well
cut featuree and o gray mone-
tacbe, and he was quiet and dignified, He
always looked to me, with his brown com.
plexiop, more like an Indian officer thana
woalthy binker. There was nothing com-
mercial in his appearance ; but I should have
admired him more if he had been less cold
and represgive in manner; but he was an un-
demouetrative man, even to his own chil-
dren.

I remember hinoting this once to Uncle
Max, and he had rebuked me more severely
than he had ever done before,

» ¢¢ I do not like young girls like you, Ursula,
to be so oritical atout their elders, (farston
iz an exocellent fellow; he has plenty of brains,
ond always does the right thing, however
diffioult it might be,, Men are not like
women, my . dear: they often hide their
deepest feelings, Your poor unole has never
been quite the eame man since Ralph's death,
and just a8 he was getting over his boy’s loss
a little he had a fresh disappointment with:
Charlie: he always meant to puthim In
Ralph’s place.” : :

I waas o little ashamed of my criticiem when
Max said this. I felt I had not sufficient al-
lowance for Uncle Brian; the death of his

it should fail with ber other child. Sara bad
grown
8pite of the depresing influences of Fraulein |
and the dull cairew school room,
and sloging mewlers had come to her there.
Luttle Madame DBimnchard had chirped to
her In Parisian accent for the hour together
over les modes snd le beau Paris.
danced snd drilled with the other young
ladies at Misa Dugald’s select establishment,
aad had joived them at the riding school or

had fasclastod even grim eld Herr Schlieffer.
Har tact and essy adaptabilisy had kept
Frauleln Sonnenrchein in a state of wepid
good humor,

sprightly wayu.
clared her edacatien finiehed she tripped out
of the school-reom aa happily ss possible, to
take posgoeslen of her grand new bedroom and
the little boudoir,
trensures were arringed.
the leaat impatient far her day of freedom ;
it weuld all come in goed time.
soeptre wae put Into her hands aand her
soversignty

excited.

ssme charming unconsclousness and lase

Blanchard ; she is odions, and 1 hate her,

when one's wings are ready for flight. 1
should like to fly away from this room, from

it makes me oroes, wicked, tolive like this,
and all your sugar-plums will do me no go»d.
Go sway, Sara; you do not understand as
Ursula does,
you standing there, looking 8o pretty end
bappy. and just laughing at me.”

you behave like a baby,” returned Sara,

trayed her,
.shall go away.
-promised you.

away. No one underatood the poar ohild but

for hor age; she had twenty times the
amount of brains that Sura possessed, and |'
;he l:van starving on the edncation provided |
or her,

man exeroises, when one is thirsting to drink
deeply at the well of knowledge ; to go round
and round the narrow monotonous course that
had sufficed for Sara’s moderato abilities, like
the blind horse at the mill, and never to ad-
vanoe an inch out of the beaten track,—this
wos simply maddening
tellect.

hear his low .laugh~Uncle Brian never
Iaughed.loudly—as I.cloged the door:;:Max
hed safd semething that amused blm.: :They
would .be qulte happy without me, so 12 ran
up to the schooliroom on ‘the ohsnge,:p.tﬁget-‘
ting = ohas with Jill: foe TN

- Thie sohool:Yooth “was on' the second fleor,
where Jill, I, and Fraulein all slept:~~Sa
had & bandseme room next o her mo
and & little’ beodolr .- furnlshed s iiest
daintily for -her speclal use, I de, nob
belleve she ever sas in 1y, umloss she, bad
a cold er wan ethierwise aflipg ; the drawing-
room was always full of cempany, and Sara.
.was the life of the honse,-' I used to peep In
at the pretty room sometimes az I wentup o
bed ; there were fow-nétes written at the in--
Jaid esoritpire,. and- the handsomely-bound
‘books - were néver taken down from the
shelves. - Draper, -Aunt- Philippa’s maid, fed
the canaries and dusted the cabinets of china
Sometimes Sara would trip into the
room with onse, of her cronfea’for n spe-
cial chat; " the ripple of thelr girlish
laughter would reach usas Jill and I sat to-
gether. * Wkom has Sara got with her this
aft.rnoon?” Jill would. say, peevishly.
Do listea to them; they do nothing but
Jangh. 1f Fraolein had set her all these
e xercises sho wonld not feel qutte so merry,”
Jill wou!d finish, throwing the obnnxious
book from her with a little burst ot Im-
patlence,

I alweye pitied Jill for baving to sperd
her days in such a dull room ; the furniture
waus ugly sni the windows looked out on a
dismal la:k yard, with the high walls
of the oppoaite building  Acnt Philiprs,
who was a rigid disclplinarian with
her young daughter, always sald that she had
chosen the room “‘hecanse Jill would have
nothing to diatract her from her studies.”
The poor child would put up her shoulders at
this remark and draw down the corners of
her lips in a way that would make Aant
Philippa scold her for her awkwardness.
¢ You need not make yourself plainer than
you are Jocelyn,” she would say, severely ;
for Jill's awkward mannera troubled her
motherly vanity, ¢*What is the good of all
the dancing and drilling and riding with
Captain Cooper, if you will persist ip
hunching your shoulders as though you
were deformed? Fraulein haa been ocom-
plaining of you this morning ; she seems ex
cesslvely displeased at your carelessness and
want of application.” ¢ I krow I shall get
stupid, shut up in that dull hole with
Fraolein,” Jill would say, passionately, after
one of these wuternal lectures. Aunt
Philippa was reclly very fond of Jill; bus
she misunderstoud the girl's nature. The
system bad anewered so well with Sara that
she could not be broaght to comprehend why

up blooming and radiant in

Her mueic

Sara had

in the cavaleade under Captain Cooper.
Sara kad worn her bendage lightly, and

Every one, even cross old
Draper, idolized Sarn for her beauty and.
When Aunt Phillippa de-

where all her girlish
She bad not been

When the

acknowledged by the whole
household, the young princess was not a bit
She put on her court dress and
made her courtesy to her majesty with the
of manper. No wonder people were
charmed with sach good humor aund
treshness, If the glossy hatr did not cover a
large amount of braine, no one found fault
with her for that.

Jill raged and etormed fiercely under Sara’s
light-hearfed philosophy ; when her atater
told her to be patient under Franleln’s yoke,
that a good time was coming for her also,
when lesson-books would be ehat up, and
Herr SchHefor would cease o scutter spuff ca’
the oarpet as he sat drumming with his
tingers on the key-bosrd and granting out
briof interjsctiorns of impatience.

‘““What does it matter aboat Herr
Sohllefer ?”  Jill would sy, In a sors of fury.
**1 like him a hundred times botter than I do
that minoing little poll-parrot of a Madame

and I hate Fraunlein too. It is not the lesson
I mind ; one has to learn lessons wll one’s
life; it Is being ehut up like o bird in & caga

Fraulein, from the whole of the horrid set;

It makes me feel bad to eee

¢ Of course I laugh at you, Jocelyn, when

trying to be severe, only her dimples be-

¢“Well, as yon are go oross, I
There is the chocolate I

Ta-%2.” And Sara put down

the bonbonnidre on the table and walked 'out

of the room,

I was not surprised to see Jill push it

myself; she was precocions, womanly, |

To dance and drill and write dreary Ger- |

to Jill's sturdy in-
She often told me how she loiged

to attend classes, to hear lectures, to rub
against full-grown minds, ' o

* Now, Me-eas Jooelyn, we will do & lﬁﬂe“

of se Wallenstein, by the immortal Schiller,
Hold up the head, and -leave off striking the
table with your elbows.” Jill would give a

only son must have been a dreadful blow,.
Ralph had dled at Oxford ; they said he had
overworked himself in trying [or honors and
then had taken a chill. o woa a fine, hand-
some young fellow, nearly two-and-twenty,
and his father's idol ;; no wonder Uncle Brian
had grown so much older and graver daring
the last few yoars,. o

And he had been fond of Charlie, and had
meant to have him in-Ralph’s place ; my poor
boy wonld have been & rich ono:if he had
lived, Uncle Brisn would have taken him

She cannot even comprehend 'him.
dense,—ntterly dense and stupid ; but be-
‘eause she knows her.own languagze and hag a-
correct deportment she is fit to teach me,”-
And Jill ground. her little white teeth in im-
potent wrath, L
like an infant Pegasus in barneas ; shé wanted

droll imitation of Frauleln, and end with a’
groan. ‘ '

1 % What does 'she’ know about Schiller ‘?"‘
She is:

Jill slwaye appeared to me

to sonr,—to make useé'of her wings, and they

“I went on, more quietly, for he was evi-
~ dently coming ronnd to my view: oi. the

than that; she.poseess®d 'ono’ of those rare
unsolfish natures that cannot remain satisfied

into the bank, and "Lesbin and her

‘kept ther down. 'She wa3 not
like Sars, though her health was good, and

paturally gay

letter to Uncle Max.. Perhaps she had heard .
his volce in the hall, for. Jill’s pretty  little
enrs heatrd everythiog that went on in the

heard papa - go out:'and speak to him ; his

would::be s merry

?

from Mra; Dygald's she
-a8.the othera, " I

ard-the.velvety soffness of the grass, would"
ba delicions ; down'in It,he"]qx;oud white,yond,;
carriages were passingy “horses--cantering,
,bappy-lecking people in smart bonnets, in
‘gorgeous mantles, driving aboui everywhere ;
_ohfidren wotld be running np and down the
paths in the park; flower-sellers woald stand
offering their innocent wares to the pas-
songers, Jill would sit entranced by her
miother’s” window watching them ; the sun.
shine, the glitter, the hubbub, intoxicated
her ; she made up stories by the dozen, as
her dark eyes followed the gay equipages.
When Fraulcin summoned her she went away
roluckantly ; the stories got into her head,
and stopped there all' the time she labored
through that long ronats.

 Why are your fingers all thumbs te-day,
Fraunlein?” Horr Schiieffer would demand,
gloomily. Jill, who was reslly fond of the
stern old profescor, hung her head and
blushed guiltly. Shehad ne excuse to offer;
her girlish dreams were sacred to her ; they
came gliding to her through the most intri-
cate passages of the sonata, now with a
staccoto movement,—brisk, lively,—with fit-
ful energy, now andante, then creseendo, con
passione, Jill's unformed, girlish hands strike
the chords wildly, angrily. ¢ Dolce, dolce,”
screams the profustur in her ears. The music
softens, wanes, and the dreams seem to dle
away, t2o. * That wiil do, Fraulein; you
bave not acquitted yourself so badly, after
all.” And Jill gets off her music-stool re-
luctant, shuent, half awake, zad her day-
dream broken up into chaos,

CHAPTER 1II.

OINDERELLA,

As I epened the school-room door a balf
forgotten picture of Cinderella came vividly
before me.

The fire had burnt low; a heap of black
ashes lay under the grate; and by the dwil
red glow [ could see Jills forlorn figure,
very indistinctly, as she tat in her favorite at-
titnde om the rag, her arms clasping her
knees, and her short blacz locks hanging
loosely over her sboulders. She gave a little
shrill exclamation of pleasure when she saw
me,

** Ah, you dear darling bear, do come and
hog me,” she cried, trying %o getupina
hurry, but her dress entsnglad her,

‘* Where ie Fraulein?” 1 asked, pushiog
her back into her place, while I knelt down
to manipulate the miserable fire,  *“ Jiil, you
look just like Cinderella when the proud sie-
ters drove away to the ball. My dear, were
you agleep? Why are you sittingin the dark,
with the fire going out, and she lamp un-
lighted ' There, it only wanted to be stirred;
we shall bave light by which to see osher’s
faces directly.”

‘¢ Fraulein has a hradnche and bas gone to
lie down,” returned Jill, and, though I could
not see her clearly, I knew at once hy her
voice that she had been crying; only she
would have been forious if I pad noticed the
fact, ““I hopeIam ro% very wicked, but
Fraulein’s heudaches ars she redesming points
in her character ; she has thew so often, and
then she is obliged to lic down.”

¢ Of course you have offered to bathe her

head ¥’ I asked, o little mwiachievously, but
Jill, who was unusually subdned, took the
questlonin good part.
‘* Oh, yes, and I epoke to her civilly ; but
I suppose she saw the savage gieam of de-
light in my eyes, for she waa ns cross as pae-
gible, and went away wmuttering that * Mocss
Jocelyn had the heart like the flint; if it
had been Meess Sara, now ' and then she
banged the door, 8o the psin could not have
been 5o bad after all. It is my helief,” went
on Jill, * that Fraulein always has a head-
ache when she has a novel to finlsh, Mamma
does not llke her to set me an example of
novel-rending, so she is obliged to lock her-
self in her own room-”

I took no notice of this statement, as I
rather leaned to this view of the subject
myself, Fraulein's rooud placid face and
excellent appetite showed no signs of suffer-
ing, and her constant plea of n bad headache
was only received with any credulity by
Aunt Philippa herself ; neither Sara nor 1
had mach respect for Franleln Sonnenschein,
with her thick little figure, and big head
covered with flimsy flaxen plaits, We were
both aware of the emooth. selfishness of her
chavacter, though Sara chose to ignore it for

Jil's  benefit, She was indoatrions,
painstaken, and capable of a great
deal of dull routine in the way

of duties, but she was far too fond of her own
comfort, and -all the affection of whioh she
was capable was lavished upon her own rela-
tives ; sbe had cared for Saramoderately, but
her other pupil, Jill, was a thorn iu her side.
So I passed over Fraulein's headache without
commont, and took Jill to task somewhat
sharply tor the comfortless state of the room.
A good scolding would rouso her from her
dejection ; the blinds were up and the cur-
tawns undrawn ; the remalna of a meal, the
usunl five-o’clock school-room tea, were stiil

on the table. Jill's German books
wers  henped up  beside her empty
oup and the glass dish that con-

talned marmalade; the kettle splattered
and hissed in the blaza; 2illa little black
kitten, Sooty, was dragglog a balf-knitted
stooking across the rug.

‘*1 forgot to ring for Msrtha,” faltered Jill;
**ghe will come presently. Don’t he CTOES,
Ur.uulu. . Ilike the room a3 it i1; it.is de-
deliclously untidy, just like Cinderella’s
kitohen ; but thereis no hope ot the falry
godmother ; snd you are going away, and I
shall be ten times more miserable,”
1t was this that was troubling . her, then;
tor I had told her my plans and ull about my

ouse : she admitted her knowledge at once
when I taxed her with it, .
‘¢ Oh, yes, I know Mr, Cunliffe is here, I

when she wasriding with_the.young™iadiea 'vg-}gné’//«ﬂ,onghf

efth-a Quick oatch at my breath

A e Pld Xound!n'fn 1
Jill, and-, ofte Srthat apo b With
never be Rué‘h Saldmithat she would

P

a0 s AP , E %0me-as Sara ¢
{1 “But her dreary gohool-room and. Eraulein’a ] her . face, ' & e e 008y 1 likeg
,lio{!leigy_{ohafed hez{%’axvoni lenrn‘l'bilitg dnnggt‘:ﬂ !;,Zf,m;é’i ; ;:E'.PP ‘--ife ﬂgl“il a little
.;gmlyﬁprewerggqglygfer hyyp‘p’panowﬁ, ﬁw’ B} wheatshe % as Sarhod ,“5gh-ﬂy eal.
for a stray cab iilént od ‘game, 48 bo seen | ie Gpaned HEF big brightaygyms i iod sad
.| from her window. From-the-dr&wing-room,.|jide 1 w'ﬁiﬁei tioothaTe d ope coy)g
ara | from Sfa’d beidoir,-from, her mother’s bed:iHfanghtd, Itaye th&ﬁ&z’.’r&?ﬂffﬁ?g 28 ghy
| Toom, thote wag s charming Viex.of the pa-k. | mest Hehutifal ; but her gosd Tooks a0k A
% | In the apring thefreih follage of $he trees;- ‘onhexr.-eXpression; 8 dependeq

4 Esupposs 1t will be settled,” I replied
)

mention of the subjeot excited ni.f‘;'.’f‘;;:';;;

will be a_geod child and not fret ;

away. No, I shall never forge: 1;0{] do go
clore hug answered me; *“I lovg v '
dearly for that; but I.wanc yon to b}‘eog too
abeat it, dear, for I cannot be happy wa 't?ve
my time.and dolog nothing, Yon kuow'.l,J
ill I wase before I went to St, Thomag's, g “?w
Uncle Max waa obliged to tell Auat I;h;,]- 3
that I must bave change and hard work Ppa
shonid follow Charlie.” rorl

* Oh, yes, and we were all so fii
about you, you poor thing ; you l:)lfll::;md
pinched snd  miserable. Well, 1 BUppose !;
m_usfl;) let yoa.go, as you are so wickedp a‘a to
g:)s:‘:,y"the proverb that ¢ Charity begips ¢

“Listen to mo,~dear,” I retu
pleased to find her so reaaonablefnw-" Auite
very glad to know that I have been a cnmrﬁ',';
to you, but Ishall hope to be soatil), | will
write long letters to you, Jill, and te] .;
all ahout my work, and you s 1all answer tl?en‘:
and talk to mo on paper about the bookg o
have read, and the queer thoughts you ha)v:
and how patient and strong you have growy.
and bow you have learned to put 1p with
Fraulein’s iittle ways aod not aggravate pe
with your untidiness.” And hereJill’s haudr
—and it was by nomeans a small haps
closed my lips rather abruptly, But ] ‘V,FBB
used o this sort of sledge-hammer forg of
arguinent,

*¢ On, 1t ia sll very fine for you to g 3
avd moraliz., Uraul:y;, like a Zort ofsstu:l?icx:e
Diogenes,” grumbled Jill, ** when you knew
you are going to have your own way aud tive
a deliciously sort of three-volune-aove] life
not like any ooe else’s, unless it were Don
Quixoto, or one of the Knights ot the Round
Yuble, poking aboct among a lot of strange
people, doivg wonderful things for them
until they are all ready to_worship yon, It
is sll very well for you, I eay; but what
would you do if you were me * cried Jil| in
her shrill treble, and quite ohlivious of gram.
matical niceties ; *° how would you like to be
poor me, ehut up here with that old drugon?

This was a grand opportunity for airing my
pbtiosophy, and 1 rushed at it. To Jill's
smazement, I shook my hair back in the
way she usually shook her rough black
mane, and opening my eyes very widels,
tried to copy Jill's falastto, ’
‘“How shapkful I am Jecelyn Garsten
and vot Ursnla Gerston,” I said, with rupid
staceato  “‘Poor Ursula! Iam foud of her,
but I would not change places with her for
the world.  She has koown such u It |
troutle in her life, more than most girls, |
belteve ; she has lost her lovely home,—gnch
a swuet old piace,—snd her mother snd
father and Charlie, all her nearest and most
beloved, and she is 80 ead that she wacts to
try hard and forget her trounles,’

O dear !I” sighed Jill at this.

‘ How bapry I am compared with her!"
I went on, relapsing nnconsciously irto my
own voice. * I am youngand strong; I have
all my life befors me. True, poor Ralph hus
gone, but I wag only a child, and did no& mis
him. I have a good fatber and an induipin
mother” (“ Humph ¥ observed Jitl at this
point, only she turned it into a cough) ; ¢ if nmy
present school-room life 1s nos to my taste, ]
am sensibleenough to knowthat the drudgery
and restraint will not Javz for Jong ; in ancther
year, or a year and o half, Fraulein, whom
1 certainly do not love, wilt go Luck to her
own ceun'ry. I ahall be free to read the
beoks I like, to atudy whet I choose, or to
be idle. I shall have Sara’s cheerful ccm-
poanionship instead of Fraulein’s heavy com-
pany; I sball ride; I sball walk in tho soo-
shine; I shall be a hutterfly instead of a
chrysalis ; and if I care %o bo useful, all sorts
of paths will be open to me.”

‘¢ There, bold your tongue,” interrupted
Jill, with a rough kies ; of coarse I know [
am a wicked, uograteful wretch, and that [
ought 10 be more pasfent. Yeas, you shallge,
Ursala; you are a darling, but I willut
want to keep you; you are too good 1o be
wanted on me ; it would be ilke pouring gold
Into a sieve. Waell, I did cry about it this
aftersoon, but I woa’t be such a goose any
more I will live my life the same way, in
spite of all of them, you will see if I don't,
Ursala.  Who is it who says, *The thoughts
of youth are long, long thoughts’? I huve
such big thoughts rometimes, espeoially
when 1 sit in the dark. 1 send them out like
slrange birds, all over the world,—up, up,
verywhere,—but they never come back to
me agein, finished Jill, mourofully; *if
they bnild nests I never know it : I juet sit
and puzzie out things, like poor littls grimy
Cinderella,”

Jill’'s eloquence did not surprise me. I
knew she was very clever, uud full of ur-
fladged poetry, and I had ofien henrd ber talk
in that way ; but I hao no time to unswer
her, for just then the fi ot gonys siunded, ard
I could bear Sura running up to her o to
drees for dinner.  Jilt jumped up, wud tugged
ut the bell-rope rather ficrcely,

** Murtha must have forgotten nllsbout the
tee-things ; very likely the lamp is smoky
sn: will have to ba irimmed. I must nok
come sud help you, Ursie dear, for I huve to
lesrn my Germuan postry before I dress.”
And Jill pulled down the blipds snd drew

the curtains with a vigorous hand. Martha
looked quito frightened at the sight of Jill's
energy and her own remissness,

“ Wby did yon. not ring befors, Mis

Jocelyn? "' she eald, plaintively, and in rather
:n injured voloe, a8 she carried away the tea-
Tag, '

Unole Max passed me in the passage;

Clarence was following with his portmanteas;
he - looked - surprised to see me still in my
bonnet with my fur cape trailing over ons
armj but I nodded to him cheerfully and
went qu'okly into my room.

. My life at 'St, Thomas’s had inured me to

hardness'; it bad- contrasted strangely with
my luxurions surroundings at Hyde Park
Gate, . Aunt. Philippa certaialy treated me

voice sounded-quite cheerfal ; and now he
has come aud it will all be scttled ; and you
will go away and be happy with your poor
people, and forgpt that I um fretting myself
to death'in this horrld room,” i
. .Shé had drawn me down on the rug forci-
bly,—for she hnd the strength of a young"
Titaness,—and wss wrapping . her ~arms:
aroond me‘with a sort of fierce impatience;
Her. big _eyes: looked trombled .snd affec:
tionate, . Few prople admired Jill: she'wss ]’ . .
undeveloped-and awkward, full of angles, |. -
and a little brueque ‘in manner ; ‘she. had | |

“Philippa.
hair had been cropped in some iMness, and
had not grawn so fast s they expected, but ! sugar,

gown ; she would
"with a givil offer. .
. .tTo be continued,)
‘s, way of thrusting out her big feet.and.| Riches will
gquaring’ her shoulders that. horrified: Aunt {you lsncm-eink.lle-t:lna
] +, Bhe was very big,, certainly, andi| on hig-tatl: 1 - T
would never possess’ Sara's slim -grace, - Her| * The man that! wants the " earth doesn’t seom

satistied when the grocer -gives it to him in the

well in her way. - 1. had a full share - of the
loaves :and. the . fishes
hold; my - room was
nished ‘a3 Jill's; a bright
in the gtate ; there were pink candles on the
dressing-table, Martha, who waited upon
us both, had put out my black evening’ dress
‘on:the bed, and had warmed my dressing-
oome to.me by and by

of - the house-
.88 ' prettily fur
fire  burnt

never take wings and fly away, I
dalt:of ‘economy and prudence
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