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CHAPTER XIV.—Continued, a

«(Yadys—let me see what Gledys does:
wellf’uheyused to teach in the schools, but
she does not teach pow ; she says the infaats
make her head acbe; that is why she has
dropped the Sunday-school. Now Eita hq.g
her class. Then there was the mothera
meeting ; well, I never knew why she gave
that up,—I wonder if she knowa herself,—
but Ecta has got it. And she'has left off
singing at the penny readings aed vil-
lage entertainments; Etta would have
replaced her there, only sh_e has mo
voice. I think she works a little for the
poor people at the East Ead of London, but
ghe does it in her own room, because
E:xa loughs at her and cells her ‘Madam
Charity.” Gladys hutes that. She takes
long walks, and sketches a little, and reads a
good deal ; and—there, that is all I know of
her majesty’s doiugs.”

Poor Mrs, Hamiiton
sound much of a life. .

< And about youraelf, Lady Betty !

-t0Oh, Lady Betty is here, there, and every-
where,”” mimicking me in a droll way. ‘‘Lady
Betty walks a little, talks a little, playsa

ittle, and dances when she gets a cl_rmnc_e.
wt present, lawn-tennis is a grent_oblecp in
her life; last winter, swimming iu Brill's
bath and riding from Hove to Kemp Town
or across the Brighton Downs_were her hob-
bies, In the summor a gardening craze seized
her, and just now she s in an idle
mood. What does it matter? a short life and
a merry one,—eh, Miss Garaton '.'"' o

I would not expostulate with this civilized
little heathen, tor she was evidently bent on
provoking a lecture, and I determined to
disappoint her. We had sat 8o long over our
tea that the room was quite dark, and I rose
to kindle the lamp. Lady Betty, as usual,
was anxious to assist me, and went to the
window to lower the Dblind. The next
moment 1 heard an exclamation of annoyance,
and as she came back to the table her little
brown face was all aglow with some sup-
pressed irritation,

* What is the mutter, Lady Batty?’ I
asked, in tome surprise

“ It is that provoking Ktta again,” she
began, *‘ She has guessed where I am, and
has :eat for me, the meddlzsome old—"
But here a tap at our room deor stopped her
outhurst.

As Lady Betty made no response, I said,
““Come in,” and imediately a rcspectable
looking woman appeared in the doorway.

She looked like a superior Jady‘e-maid, and
had a plain fuze much merked by the small-
pox, and rather dull light-colored eyes.

 Well, Leah,” demanded Lady Betty,
rather sulkily, ** what is your business with
Miss Garaton 2

** My business is with you, Lady Betty,”
returned the woman, good humoredly. *Mae-
ter came in just now and asked where you
were; I think ho told Misa Darrell thas it
was tco late lor you to bs out walking : so
Misa Darrell said she believed you weraat the
White Cottage, for she saw your muff lying
on Miss Garston'’s table; eo she told me to
step up here, as it was too dark for you to
wafk alone, and I was to tell jou that they
would be waiting dinner.”

“It is juet like her interference,” mut-
tered Lady Betty, ¢ But I suppose] there
would be n pretty faes if I let the dinner
spoil. Help me on with my jacket, Leah;
as you havs come when no cne wanted you,
yo1 had better make yourself useful.”

She spoke with the peremptorinees of a
spoilod child, but the woman emiled ples-
santly and did as she was bid. She seemed
n civil sort of pers on, evidently an old family
sorvant. Something had struck me in her
speech, Misg Durrell had seen Lady Betty's
mufl, and knew of her presence in the cot-
tage, snd yet she had male no remark on the
subject ; this seemed strange, but would she
not wonder still more at my silence ?

‘¢ Lady Betty,” I said, hastily, as this oc-
curred to ma,” your courin will think it odd
that 1 never spoke of you this afternocn
but you ran out of the room so quickly, and
then I forgot all ubout it.”

‘* Oh, Eita will know I was enly playing at
hide-and-seck.  Most likely she wili think {
bound you to secrecy. What a goose I was to
leave my maff behind me,—the very one Etta
gave me, too! why, she would sece a pin;
nothing escapes her ; doos it Leah ?”

*“Not much, Lady Betty; she has fine
eyes for dust, I tell her. The new house-
maid had better be careful with her rcom,
Now, ma’am, if you are ready ¢

4 Good-by, Miss Garaston; we shull meat
to-morrow,” returned Lady Betty, standin
oa tiptoe to kiss me, and a3 they went out
heard her say in quite a friendly mauner to
Leah, as though she had already forgotten
her grisvaace. .

“ [» not Miss Garston nice, Leah? She
But I did not

! it certninly did nob

has got such a kind face,”
hear Leah’s reply.

I had not seen the last of my visitors, for
about an hour afterwards, as I was finishing
a long letter to Jill, there was the sharp click
of the gate again, and Uncle Max came in.

¢+ Are you busy, Ursula?” he said, apole-
getically, as I looked up in some surprise.
*“I only called in as I was passing. Iam
going on to the Myers's : old Mr. Myers is ill
and wants to see me,” But for all that Max
drew his accustomed chair to the fire, and
looked at the pine-knot o little dreamily,

“ You keep good fires,” was his next re-
mark, *Itis very celd to-night. thereisa
touch of frost in the ait ; Tudor was saying
g0 just uow. S» you have had the ladies
from Gladwyn here this afterncon ?”

“How do you know that?” I asked, ina
sharp pouting voice, *“for I was Lkeeping
that bit of news for o tidbit.”

“‘Oh, I met them,” he returned. absently,
¢‘and they told me that you were to dine
with them to-morrow. Icall that nice and
friendly, asking you without ceremony.
What time shall you be ready, Ursula ? for
of course I shall not let you go alone the
firat time.”

I was glad to hear this, for,, though I was
not a shy person, my fiist visit to Gladwyn
would be a little formidable ; so I told him

_bricfly that I would be ready by half-past six,
a8 they wished me to go early, and it wonld
never do to be formal on my side. And. then
I gavs Lim an account of Lady Betty’s visit,
but it did no: seem to interest him much ;
in fact, I do not believe that he listened very
attentively. .

*¢ She is an 0dd little beinz,” ho said, rather

absently, “‘and prides herself on being as"
poseible, They have apoiled’

unconventional as
her umong them, Hamilton especially,
bat her droll ways amuse him. . She hag
sulked with me lately because
not give into her absurd fad about
Lady Betty, I tell her that’ she ought
not to be ashamed of her: beptiama]. name ;
the angels will call her by it one day.” . .
,..' She is very amusing, I think I ghall
like her, Max ; but Mise Darrell does not
please me, She is far toaguehing and-talka-
tive for my taste ; she patronized and re.

pressed me in the same breath, If thore is;
anything I dislike, it is to be patted on the,

head by a stranger.,”
¢ Miss Hamilton

- head, I'suppose.”
* Miss Hamilton §
of another culibre, I have quite fallen in
ove with her; her fage je perfect, only

T-iwill,

did ‘no't.\p_a.t ybn on the’

Ok, dea;, no; she is

vather too pale, and her manners are 80
gentle, and l;et she has plently-of digoity:;
she reminds me of Clytie, only her ex-
pression is not so contented and restful ; she
looks far too melansholy for & girl of her
age,”

¢ Pahaw 1" he sald, rather mpatlently, bat
I noticed he looked nncomfortable, ¢ What
can have put such ideas in your heed *—you
have only scen her twice ; you could net ex-
peoct her to smile in church,

Max seemed go thoroughly put ont lgy my
remark that I thought it better to qualify my
spvech, *tMost likely Mias Darrell had been
nagging at ber.” . '

.%Igis %aﬁa cleaced up directly. *¢ Depend
upon it, that xas the reason she looked_so
grave;” he said, with an air of relief. <*Mies
Darrell can say ili-tempered things ecme-
times, Mies Hamiltcn is never as lively as
Miss Elizaveth ; she js always quiet and
thoughtful ; some girls are like that, they are
uot sparkling w.ad frothy,” .

I lot him think that § accepted thia state-
ment as gospel, but in my heart { thought I
had never seena sadder face than that of
Gladys Hamiiton ; to me it looked absolute-
ly joyless, as though some strange blightv had
fallen on her youth, I kept these theughte
to myself. like a wise woman, and when Max
looked at me rather senrchin%lv, as though
he expected & verbal assent, I said, *‘Yes,
you are right, some girls are like that,” and
left him to gloan my meaning out of this par-
rot-like sentence.

I could make nothing of Mex this eveaing:
he seemed restless and ill at ease; now and
then he fell into a brown study and roused
himself with difficulty. I was almost glad when
he took his leave at last, for I had a feeling
somehow—and a curious feeling it was—that
we were talking at cross-purposes, and that
our speeches seemed to be lost hopelessly in
a mental fog; the cipher to our mission
seemead missing,

But he bade me good'night as affectionate.
ly as though I had done him a world of
good : and when he had gone I sat down to
my piano and sung all my old favorite tongs,
until the lateness of the hour warned me to
extinguish my lamp and retire to bed.

I was just sinking into a sweet aleeep when
I heard Nathaniel's voice bidding some one
good-night, and in another moment I could
hear the firm quick footsteps down the gravel
walk, followea by Nap’s joyous bark,

Mr. Hamillon had been in the house all the
time I had been amusing myself, I do not
koow why the idea annoyed me so. *¢ How
I wish he would Lkeep awsy sometimes !” I
thought, tretfully, ¢ He will think I am
practisiog for to-morrow ; I will not sing if
they prese mo to do so.” And with this ill-
patured resolve I fell asleep.

My dinoer engagement obliged me to go to
Phwbe quite eurly in the afterncon. Mliss
Locke looked sarprised as she opened the
door, but sho greeted me with a pleased
smile,

“ Phaba will hardly be lioking for you
yet,” she said, leading the way into the
kitchen in the evident expecation of a chat ;
* ghe did finely yesterday in spite of her mie-
sing you ; when I went in to her in the morn-
ing she quite took my brea*h away by naking
if there were not an easter chair in the house
tor you to use. *’Deed and there is, Phuwbe,
woman,” eaid I quite pleased, for
the poor thing is far toc vncomfortahle
herself to looked after other® peo-
ple’'s comforts, and it was such a new
thing to hear her speak like that; so I
fetched father’'s big elbow.chair with a
cushion or two and his little woodea foot.
stool, and there it stands ready for you this
aftsrnoon,”

“ That was very thoughtful of ‘}!’hcebo, ’
was my reply.

“Well, now, I thought you would be
pleased, though it is only a trifie, But that
is not all, Widow Drayton was sitting with
me Iast afternoon, when a'l at once she puts
up her finger and enys, * Haik ! Is not that
your Kitty’s voice 2 And so I stole out into
the pansage to listen, And there, to be sure,
was Kitty singing most beautifully some of
the hy mua you sung to I’hccbe; and if she could
not make out all the words she just wenton
with the tune, like a lictle bird, and Phwbe lny
and listened to ner, and all the time—as 1
could see throagh the crack of the door—her
eyes were fixed on the picture you gave her,
and I said to myself, * Phebe, woman, this
is us it should be. You may yet learn wis-
dom out of the lips uf babes and sucklings,”

“Tam very glad to hear all this, Mies
Locke,” I returned, cheerfully. *Kitty will
be able to take my place sometimes, She
will be a valuable little ally. Now, as my
time is limited, I will go to Phc:be.”

I was much struck by the changed expres-
sion on Pharbe's tace as soon as I had entered
the room,
when 1 questioned her avowed she had suf-
fered a good deal of pain in the night; but
the wild hard lcok kad left her eyes, There
was intense depresaion, but that was all.

She evidently enjoyed the singing as mnch
as ever; and I took caie to sing my best,
When I had finished I produced a story that
I thought suitable, and began to read to her.
She listened for about half an hour before she
showed a symptom of weariness, At the first
sign I stopped. :

¢¢ Will you do something to please me in
return ?” I asked, when she had thanked me
very civily, *I want you to go on with this
book by yourself now. I kncw what you
are going to say,—that you never read,—that
it makes your head ache and tires you, But,
it you care to please me, you will waive all
these objections, and we can talk over the
story to-morrow. Then I told her about my
invitation for this evening, and about the
beautiful Miss Hamilton, whose sweet face
had interested me, And when we had chatted
quite comfortably for a little while I rose to
take my leave.

Of courseshe could not let me go without
one sharp little word,

““You have been kinder to me to-day,”” she
eaid, pausing slightly, ‘I suppose that is
bec?,uae I let you take your own wsy with
me,

‘ Every one likes his own way,” I said,
lightly, ¢* If I have veen kinder to you, as
you eny, possibly it is because you have de
served kindness more,”” And I smiled at her
and patted the thin hand, as thonghahe were
a child, and sc ‘ went on my way rejoicing,”
as they say in the good old book,

CHATPTER XV,
UP AT GLADWYN,

Uncle Mox had never been famous for punc
tuality. He was slightly bohemian in his hubits,
and rather given to desultory bachelor waya ;
‘but his domestic’ timekeeper, Mras. Drabble,
ruled him most, despotically inthe matter of

meals, ‘and-it. was''‘amusing to 'see how she

.kept him and'Mr, Tudor in order]; neither of
turw veniured to keep the. dinner waiting,
for .fear af;the housekeeper!s black looks ;
such an;nfvnce they knaw would ba. expiated

"by. cold fish and burnt up steaks, Uncle Max
‘might invite the-bishop to dine, but if his
lordehip chose to be late ‘Mrs, Drabble would
take no paine to.keep her dinner hot, .

sIf gentlemen like to -shilly-shally with
thBir,‘ food, t,h'e'y"niua,t take things as they find
them,” ‘she ‘would 'say : and if her master
ever ventured to remonstrate with her, she
topk care that he should suffer for it for a
weeg, - - o

“ We must humor Mother Drabble,” Mr,

Tudor would say, good-humoredly, ¢ Every
one has a orotohet, and, after all, sho is a

She certainly looked very ill, and | I8

worthy little woman, iand makes us very com-

fortable. I never knew what™ good cooking
meant until I came to the vicarage.” A2nd
indeed Mra, Drabble’s custards and flaky
orust -were famed in the village. Miss Dar-
rell had once begged very humbly that her
cook Parker might take a lesson from her,
but Mre. Drabblexefused polat-blank.”

. ““There were those who liked to teach
otbers, and plenty of them, but she was-one
who minded her own 'business and kept her
own receipte. df Miss Darrell wanted a
custard made ehe was willing to do it for her
and welcome, but she wanted no gossiping
pryiong cocks about her kitchen.”

As I knsw Max’s -peculiarity, I was
somewhat surprised when, long before
the appointed time, Mrs. Barton came up
and told me Mr. Cunliffe was in -the
parlor, I had commenced my tailet in
rather a leisurely fashion, but now I made
haste to join him, .and ran down-stairs as
quickly as possible, carrying my furdined
cloak over my arm. )

¢« You look very mice, my dear,” he said,

quite fatherly fashion. ¢ Have I ever
een that gown kefore ?* .

The gown in point had heen given to me
by Lesbia, and bad been made in Paria: it
was one of those thin black muterials that
make up into a charming demi-toilette, and
was o favorite gown with me, .

I always remember the speech Lesbia made
as she showed it o me. ¢ Whea jou put oo
this gown, Ursula, you must think of the
poor little woman who hoped to haveibsen
your sister,” This was one of the pretty little
speeches that she .often made. Poor dear
Lesbia | she alwaya did thingr so gruzefully.
In Charlie’s lifetime I had thought her cold
and frivolous, for she had not then folded up
her butterfly wings: but even then she was
always doing kind little things,

It was a dark night, neither moon nor stars
to be seen, and after we had passed the
church the darkness seemed to envelop.us,
and I could barely distinguish the peth,
Max seemed quite oblivious of this tact, for

objects of interest. I was told of the wide
stretch ¢f country that lay on the right, and

downs,

¢ There is the asylum, Ursula,” she ob-
served, cheerfully, waving his hand towards
the black outline.
Colonel Maberley’s house, and here is Glad-
wyn, I wish you could have eeen it by day-
light.”

I wished so too, for 02 entering the shrub-
bery the darkness seemed to swallow us up
bedily, and the heevy oak door might have
belonged to n prison. The sharpclang of the
bell made me shiver, and Dante’s lines came
into my mind rather inopportunely, * All ye
who enter here, leave hope behind.” But
as soon as the door opened the scene
was  changed like magic; the long
hall was deliciously warm and light; it
‘looked almost like a corridor, with its dark
marble figures holding sconces, and small
carved tables between them,

I will wait for you here, Ursula,” whisp-
ered Uncle Max ; and I went off in charge of
the same maid that I had seen before, Lady
Betty had called her Leah, and as I followed
her up-stairs I thought of that tender-eyed
Leah who had been an unloved wife.

Leah was very civil, but I thought her
muoner bordered on familiarity ; perhaps
she had lived long in the family, and was
treated more as a friend than aservant. She
was an exceediogly plain young woman, ani
her light eyes had a curious lack of expres.
sion in them, and yet, like Miss Darrell’s,
they seemed able to see everything.

Secing me glance round the room,—it wase
a large, haadsomely furnished bedroom, with
a emall dressing room attached to it,—she
gaid, ** This is Miss Darreli’s room, Mrs,
Darrell used to occupy it, and Miss Etta
slept in the dressing room, but sver since her
mother’s death she has had both reoms.”

¢ Indeed,” was my brief reply ; but I
could not belp thinking that Miss Darrell
had very pleasant and roomy quarters,
There were evidences of luxury everywhere
from the bevelled glass of the waluut-weod
wardrobe to the silver-mounted drossing-case
and ivory brushes on the toilet-table. A
pale embroidered tea-gown lay across the
couch, and a bock that looked very much
like a French novel was thrown beside it.
Mies Darrell was evidently a Sybarite in her
tastes.

Unole Max was waitiog for me at the foot
-of the stairs, and took me into the drawing-
room at once.

To our surprise, we found Miss Hamiltoa
there anlone, The room was only dimly
lighted, and she wan sitting in a large carved
chair beside the fire with an open book in her

,iwondar if Max poticed how like a piec-
ture she looked. She was dressed very
simply in a soft oreamy cashmere, and her
fair hair was piled up on her head in regal
fashion ; the emooth plaits seemed to crown
her; a little knot of red berries that had
been carelessly tastened against her throat
was the only color about her; but she looked
more like Clytie than ever, and again I told
myself that I had never seen a sweeter face.

She greeted me with gentle warmth, but
she hardly looked at Max: her white lids
dropped over her eyes whenever hs addressed
her, and when she answered him ghe seemed
to speak in & more measured voice than
usual. Hlax tooappseared extremely nervous ;
instead of sitting down, he atood upon the
bearskin rug and fidgeted with szome tiny
Chineso ornaments on the mantel-piece.
Neither of them appeared at ense; w3 it
possible that they were not friends ?

“You are not often to be found in solitude,
Miss Hamilton,” obeerved Max; and it
struck me his voice wae a little peculiar,
I do not think I have ever seen you sitting
alone in this room before.”

¢ No,” she answered, quickly, aund then
she went on in rather & hesitating manner:
“ Etta and Lady Betty have been shopping
in Brighton, and they camo back by alate
train, and nox Etta is shut up with Giles in
his study. Some letters that came by this
morning’s post had to be answered.”

¢ Miss Darrell {s Hamilton's secretary, is
she not ?’ N

¢ She writes a good many of his letters.
Giles is rather idle about correspondenco,
and she helps him with his business and ac-
couuts, Etta is an extremely busy person.”

¢ Mias Hamilton used to be busy too,” re-
turzed Max, quietly, I always considered
you. an example to our ladies, I lost one of
my best workers when I lost you,”

A painful color came into Miss Hamilton’s
face. : .

¢Oh, no!” she protested, rather freely.
¢ Etta:is.far oleverer than I at parish work,
Teaching does not make her head ache.”
¢ foura uged not to ache last summer,”
presented .Uncle Max, but- she did not
seem £o hear him, She had turned to me,
and there was almost an appealing lovk in her
beautiful eyes, as though she were begging
me to talk. ‘ .

¢ Oh, do you know, Mies Garston,” she
said, nervously, ‘¢ that Giles was very nearly
sending for you Iast night? He was with

morning ; the poor little oreature died at
halt-past'four, and he told us that he thought
half = dozen times of zending for you.” ;
. I wish he had done g0, I should have
been g0 glad to help.”
s¢ Yos, he know that, but he said it would

he wonld persist in pointing out invisible

bow freshly the soft breezes blew over the
| the proper train.”

¢ Now we are paesing

Mrs, Blagrove's little girl until five this|
meet with a case where birelings can give no

have been such & sheme rousing you ont of
your warm bed ; and he had not'the heart to
do it. So he stopped on- himself.; there was
really nothing to be done, bat the parents
were in such a miserable state ithat he did
pot like to leave them, He was sotired this
alternoon that he dropped asleep inatead of
writing his letters; that is why ‘Etta has to
do them,” :

¢ Who is talking about Etta?’ observed
Migs Dartell, coming in iat that moment,

with o quick rdstle of her ailk akirs,
looking as well dressed; seli-poessssed,
and full of assurance as ever. *‘ Why are

you good people sittieg in the cdark? Thorn-
ton would have lighted the cundles if you
had rung, Gladys ; but I sappoae yon forgos,
and were dreaming over the fire as nenal.
Miss Garston, I suppose I vught to apologize
for being late, but we are such busy people
here ; every moment is of walue ; and though
Gladys asked you to ceme early, I never
thought you would be so good as to do so.
Friendly people are scarce, are they not, Mr.
Cunliffe ?” By the bye,” holding up a taper
finger loaded with sparkling rings, *‘I have
a scolding in store for you. Whydid you
not examine my class as usual laet Sun-
day ?—tho children tell me you never came
near them.”

¢« I had so little time thatl asked Tudor
to take the classes for me,” he returned
quickly, but he was looking .at Miss Hamil-
ton as he spoke. '‘I am slways sure of the
children in that class ; they have been so
thoroughly well taught that there is very lit-
tle need for me to interfere™’

‘¢ It would encourage theic teachers if youn
were to do 0,” returned Miss Darrell,
smiling gracionsly. She evidently appro-
priated the praise to herself, butI am sure
Uncle Max wae not thinking of her when he
spoke, Just then Lady Betty came into the
room, followed by Mr, Tudor.

Lady Betty looked almost pretty to-night.
She wore a dark ruby velveteen that exactly
suited her brown skin; her fluffy hair was
tolerably smooth, and she had a bright color.
She came and sat down beside me at once.

“0h, I am vexed that we are so Jate! but
it was all Etta’s fault ; she would look in at
every shop-window, and 8o of course we lost

“What does the child say ?" esked Miss
Darrell, good-humoredly. She seemed
in excellent spirits this evening; but
how silent Miss Hamilton hal become since
her entrance! * Of course poor Etta is
blamed ; she always is if anything goes
wrong in the house ; Etta is the family
scapegoat. But who was it, I wonder, who
wanted another turn on the pier ? Not Etta,
certainly.”

¢ Just a3 though these few minutes would
have mattered ; and I did want another look
at the sea,” returned Lady Betty, pettishly ;
““ but no, you preferred those stupid shops.
Tka* is why I hate to go into Brighton with
you,” But Miss Darrell only laughed at this
flimey display of wrath,

Just then Mr. Tudor had token the other
vacant chair beside me. ¢ How is the village
nurse ?° he asked, in his bright way.

I certainly liked Mr. Tudor, he had such a
pleassnt, friendly way with him, and on his
part he seemed a'ways glad tosee me, If I
bud ever tolked slang, I might have suid that
we chummed together famouely. He was a
year younger than myeelf, and I took sdvant.
age of this to give him advice in an elder-
sistorly fashion,

‘*You must take care that tke clergy do
not spoil the village nurse,” observed Miss
Darrell, who had overheard him, and this
time the taper finger was uplifted ngainat
Mr. Tudor.

¢ Oh, there is no fear of that,” he returned,
manfully : * Miss Garston is too sensible
to allow herself to be spoiled; but it is
x}-’igh,t that we all should, make much of

er,”

‘“We will ask Giles if he azrecs with
thie,” replied Miss Darrell, in a funny voice,
and at that moment Mr, Hamilton entered
the room,

I do not know why I thought he losked
nicer that evening ; one thing, [ had never
seen him in evening dress, und it suited him
better thon his rough twecd; ne was quicter
and less abrupt in manner, more dignified
and less peremptory, but he certainly lcoked
very tired,

He accosted me rather gravely, I thought,
though ke said that he waa glad to see me at
Gladwyn, His firet remurk atter this was to
complain of the lateness ot the dinner,

¢ Parker is not very punctual this even-
ing, Etta,” he observed, looking at his watch,

¢ [ think it was our fault, Giles,” returned
his cousin, plaintively. ** We kept Thornton
such a long time in the study, and no doubt
that is the cause of the delay. Ftarker is
seldom a minute behindhand ; punctuslity is
her chief point, as Mrs. Edmonstone told me
when I engaged her. You see,” turning
to Uncle MaX, we are such a regular house-
hold that the least deviation in our rnature
quite throws us into cenfusion. I am so
sorry, Giles, I am indeed ; but will you ring
for Thornton, and that will remind him of
his duty.”

Miss Darrell’s submiesive speech evidently
disarmed Mr. Hamilton, and deprived him
of his Eoglishman’s right to gramble to his
womankind ; so he said, quite amiably, that
they would wait tor Parker’s pleasure a little
longer, and then relapsed into silence.

The next moment I saw him looking'at me
with rather an odd expression; it was as
though he were regarding a stranger whom
ho had not seen before ; I suppose the term
‘‘taking stock” would explain my meaning.
Just then dizner was announcedl, and he gave
me his arm. - }

Tne diniog-rcom was very large and lofty,
and was furnished in dork osk. A circular
seat with velvet cushions raw round the deep
bay-window. A emall oval table stood be-
gore it. Dark ruby curtains closed in the

ay.

My firat speech to Mr. Hamilton was to
regret that he had aot sont for me the pre-
vious night,

‘ Oh, no?’ he snid, plessantly, **I am
quite glad now that your rest was not dis-
turbed.” And then he want on looking at
me with the snme queer expression that bis
face had worn before.

“ Do you know, Miss Garston, your re-
mark quite startled me ? Somehow I do not
808m vo recognize my nurse to-night, When
I came into the drawing-room just now I
thought there was a strange young lady sit-
ting by Tudor,’ »

¢ Ot course I was curlous to know what he
meant ; but he positively refused to en-
lighten me, and went on speaking about his
poor little patient. _ S
[ She was an only, child ; but nothing
could have saved her. The Blagroves are

-well-to-do people,—Brighton shopkeepers,—.

80 they hardly come under the category of.
your patients. Miss Garaton, ‘you eall your-
gelf a servant of the poor, do you not -

¢¢ | sbould not refuse to help any one who
really peeded it,” was my reply. ¢ But, of
course, if people can afford to hire service I
should think my labor thrown away on
them.” S '
" % Ah! just go.. .But. now.and then we

comfort, "With the Blagroves, for example,
there was nothing tc be dono but. just to
watch the child’s feeble life ebb away, A
miracle only could have.saved her; but all
the same it was impossikle to go away and

bad never seendeath before,” - i

I was surprised to hear him speak with so
much feeling, And I liked that expression.
¢ garvant of the poor.’, It sounded to me as
though he had:at last grasped my meaning,

leave them. - They were young: p@éﬂei and

and that I had nething more to fear from his

sarcasaa,

den cbange in him, for I had only worked
such a few days. Certainly it wonld ;make
things far easier if L could secure him as an
ally ; and I began to hope that we should go
on more smoothly in the futare, = -

Mr, Hamilton was evidently a man whom
it would-take long to know. He waa by no
means a character exsy to read. One would
be sure to be startled by new developments
and curious contradictions, I had known:
him omly for ten days ; but then we bad met
constantly in that short time., I had
seen him hard in manner and soft in speech,
ccol, crition], and disparaging, at one moment
sativical and provokiag, the next full of
thoaghtfulness and readinesa to help. No
woader I found it difficult to comprehend
him,

When we had finished discussing the Bia-
groves, Mr, Hamilton turned his attention to
his other guests, and tried to promote the
geuneral conversation: this left me at liberty
to make my own observations.

Miss Hamilton sat a the top of the table
facing her brother, aad Uncle Mux and Mr,

Tudor were beside her; but she
did not epeak to either of them
unless they addressed her, and her
replies seemed to be very brief, 1f I had

been less interested in her I might have ac-
cused ber of want of animation, for it is
hardly playing the réle ot a hostess to look
beantiful and be chary of words and smiles,

It was impoasible to*attribute her silence
to absence of mind, for she followed with
grave attention every word that was epoken ;
brt for some inexplicable reason she had
withdrawn into herself. Uncle Max lett her
to herselt after a time, and began to talk
politicea with Mr, Hamilton, and Mr. Tuder
was soon compelled to follow his example,

Poor Mr. Tudor ! I rather pitied him, for
his other neighbor, Lady Betty, had turned
suddenly very sulky, and I had my surmises
that Miss Darrell had said something to affront
her, for she made snapping little answers
when any oae spoke to her, and, though they
Inughed at her, and nobedy seemed to mind,
most likely they thought i$ prudent to give
her time to recover herself,

Mise Darrell's radiant good humor wasa
strang: coatrast to her two cousins’ silence.
She threw herselt gallently into the breach,
and talked fast and well on every topic
brcached by the gentlemen. She was evi-
dently clever and well read, and had dabbled
in literature and politics.

Her energy aud vivacity were almost fati-
guing, She seemed able to keep up two or
three conversations at once. The lowest
whisper did not escape her ear ; if Mr, Ham-
ilton spoke to me, I saw bher watchful eye on
us, and she joined in at once with a sprightly
word or two; the next moment she was
answering Uncle Max, who had at last hsz-
arded a remark to his silent neighbor. Miss
Hamilton had no time to reply ; her cousin’s
lavgh and ready word were before her.

I found the tame thing happen when Mz,
Tudor addressed me ; before he had finished
his sentence she had challenged the attention
of the table. )

¢Giles,” she said, good-humeoredly, “do
you know what Mr. Tudor said in the draw-
ing room jost now, that it was the bounden
duty of the Heathfield folk to apoil and make
much of Miss Garston ?”

Both Mr, Tudor end I looked confused at
this audacious apeech, but he tried to defend
himeelf as well as he could,

*No, no, Miss Darrell, that was not quite
what X said ; the whole style of the sentence
is too Iabored to belong to me: ®bounden
duty,’—no, it does not sound like me at all,

* We need not quarrel sbout terms,” she
persisted ; * your meaning was just the eame,
Come, Mr. Tudor, you canco: unsay your
own words, that it was right for you all to
make much of Miss Garston.”

‘* I hope you are not going to stay there
many minutes, (iladys ; you will certainly
give yourself and Miss Garston a bad cold if
yondo. There is something wiong with the
warming apparatus, and Giles saye it will be
rome days before it will be properly warmed.
I thought I told you eo this morning. ”

] do not think Miss Garaton will take
ccld, Etta, and it is very pleasant here ;* but,
thovgh Miss Darrell retreated from the win-
dow, I think we all felt as much constrained
as though she had joined us, for not a word
could escape her ears if she chose to listen,

But this fact did not seem to 3Jaunt Laly
Betty for long, for she soon began chattering
volibly to us both.

‘““] am not so cross now as I was,” she
said, frankly, I am afraid I wasvery rude
to Mr, Tudoe at dinner; but wbat could I do
when Ecta was go impertinent ? No, sheis not
there, Gladys ; she has gone out of the room,

looking as croes a8 possible, But what do
you think she said 10 me ?”
“ Never mind telling us what sghe

;u.h;, dear,” returned Miss Hamilton, scoth-
ogly. :

0Ob, but I want to tell Mies Garston :
she looks dreadfully curious, and I do not
like her to think me crose for nothing. I am
not like that, am I, Gladys? Well, just
before we went in to dinner, she begged me in
a whisper not to talk quite so much to Mr.
Tudor as I had done last time.—Now, what
do you want, Leah?” pulling herself up
rather abruptly.

. “Ihave only brought you some shawls,
Lady Betty, as Mies Darrell says the couser-
vatory is 8o cold, She has told Thornton to
mention to his master when he takes in the
coffee that Miss Gladys ie sitting here, aud
she hopes he will forbid it.”

‘“ You can take away the shawls, Leah,”
returned Miss Hamilton, quietly, but there
was a scornful Jook on her pale face as she
spoke. “\Wo are not going to remain here,
since Miss Darrell is 8o anxious about our
health, Shall we come in, Miss Garston ?
Porhaps it is a trifle chilly here,” And see-
ing how the wind blew, and that Miss Dar-
rell was determined to have her way in the
matter, X acquiesced silently ; but I was not
o bit surprised to see Lady Bstty stamp her
foot as she followed us.

Miss Darrell was lying back on a velvet
lounge, and weloomed ue with & provoking
smile, ‘

I thought the threat of telling Gilen
would bring you in, Gladys,"” she suid, laugh.
g, What a foolisk child you are to be so
reckless of your:health ! Every one knows

Gladys is delicate,” she went on, turning to

me ; ‘ everything gives her.cold, Giles has
been obliged to'fo.bid heér attending evening
service this winter ; you  were terribly rebel.
licusabout it, were you not, my dear ? but of
course Gilee had his way, No one-in this
house ventures to disobey him.” ‘

Misa, Hamilton did not answer; she was
standing looking into the fire, and her lips
were;set as -firmly as though nothing would’

‘make her unclose them,

. %% Oh, do sitdown,” continued her cousin,
ettishly ; it gives one such an mncomi-
ortable feeling when & tall person:'stands
like a stotue before one.” 'And 'as: Miss

 Bamilton quietly sested herself; she went

on, *“ Don’t you think’ réligions 'people:

are far more’ self-willed 'than’ worldly “ones,
Miss Garston ? I dare say you are solf-

about giving wp evening service

and inspsoted her rings,

‘to death,~that the class air of

L

willed yourself. Gindys mfde as much fues

a8 thongh
her salvation depeaded on her going twi g
three times a day, * What is tgo_prgve:ltc;::

reading'the service in .your own ?»
used toray to her. - *Itcannot be y:.?ﬂ;,tg

i ;ﬁ, 't’i,l-obey ‘you brother and make yourself
I wondered what had wrought such a aud- |,
E:ta,”  observed Miss Hamilton, coldly

*¢ The illness lay in_your own imagivation
>

** Giles, would never have found ou
waa delicate if you had not told him :’2', Cchest
Miee Darrell gave her favorite little thrag
»

‘¢ See what thanks I get for m i
cure,” she maid, :gondlh’fxmm'edly.y ﬁo{n a!m ly
pose, Gladys, you were vexed with ‘flp'
telling him that yon were working youra.:ilfl
. 3 t
room made your head ache, and th:te s:crlrlx?:l);
ainging was too much for your strength,” ¢

"t It you pleaze, Esta, we wiil ) .about
some other subject ; my health, o want of
health, will not interest Miss Gargton » She
spoke with dignity, and then, turniué to me
with a winning smile, * Giles hag told me
about your singing, Vil you be goed
le,noul.;h u; ailng something to us ? It woulq

e & great pleasure ; both La .
are sﬁ fondpof music,” ay Betry “.d ..1
b . Misa Garston looks very
ilg is nllxlnoat gelfish to ask her,”

arrell, sottly ; and then I knew that Mj
Hamilton's request did not please her, t Miss

I had vowed to myself that no amount of
preseing should induce me to sing that even.
ing, but I could not have refused that gentle
solicitation, As I unbuttoned my gloves and
took my place at the grand piano, I deter.
mined that I would sing anything and every.
thing that Miss Hamiltoa wished : Miss Dar.
rell should not silence me ; and with thig re-
golve hot on me I commenced the opening
bars of the *‘ The Lost Chord,” wnd before I
had finished Miss Hamilton had crept into
the corner beside me, and remained there ag
motionless ag though my singing had turneg
her into stone,

tired, Glnd&?;
observed Migs

CHAPTER XVI.
GLADYS,

I do not know how the majority of people
feel _when they sing, but witthe )the ]l(]:vepof
music was alnfost a passion. I could forges
my audience in a moment, snd would be
ecarcely awsre if the rcom were empty or
crowded.

For example, oa this evening I had no idea
that the gentlemen had entered the room,and
the first intimation of the fact was conveyed
to me by hearing a * Bravo !" nitered by Mr,
Hamilton under his breath,

‘ But you must not leave off,” he went on,
quite earnestly. ‘‘I want vou to treat us as
you treat poor Phabe Locke, and sing one
song after another until you are tired.”

.1 was about to refuse this request very
civilly but decidedly, for I had no notion of
obeying such an arbitrary command, when
Miss Hamilton touched my arm.

¢ Ob, do plesse go on singing as Giles
says : It is snch a pleasure to her you,” And
after this I could no longer refuse.

So I song one sorg after nnother, chiefly
from memory, and sometimes I could hear &
soft elapping of hande, and scmetimss there
was breathless silence, and a curious feeling
came over me a8 1 sang. I thought that the
ouly person to whow I was einging was Miss
Hamilton, and that I was pleading with her
to tell me the reason of her sadnees, and
why there was such a weary, hopeless look
in her eyes, wheun the world was so young
with her and the God-given gift of beauty
was hers,

I was singing as though she and I were
alone in the room, when Max suddenly whis-
pered in my ear, * That will do, Ursula,”
and us Bcon as the verse conciuded I left off.
But before I could rise Miss Darrell was be-
side us,

“Oh, thank you so muck, Miss Gurston ;
you are very amiable to sing so long, Giles
was certainly loud in your pruises, but I was
hardly prepared for such a trent. WWhy,
Gladys, desr, have you been crying? What
an impressionable child you are ! Miss Gar-
ston has not coatrived to draw tears frem my
eyes.”

But, without makirg sny reply, Mise
Hamilton quietly left the rocm. Were her
oyes wet, I wender? Wes that why dMax™
stopped me? Did he want to shield her
from her cousin’s sharp scrutiny ? If eo, he
failed,

*Itis puch a pity Giadys is ro faolishly
sensitive,” she went on, addressing Uncle
Max: ‘‘natures of this scrt are quite unfit
for the stern duties of life. I am quite un-
easy about her sometimes, sm I not, Giles?
Her spirits are g0 uneven, and she haa so little
atrength, Puarochial work nen:ly killed her,
Mr, Cunliffe. You ssid yourself how ill she
looked in the sammer.”

*¢ True ; but I never thought the work hurt
her,” replied Max, rather b.untly, * think
it was o mistake for Miss Hamilton to giveup
all h’e,r duties ; occupation is good for every
one.

¢ That is my opinion,” observed Mr. Ham-
ilton, ¢ Etta is always making a fuss about
Gladys’ health, but I tell her there is not
the least reason for alarm ; many people not
otherwise delicate take cold easily, It is true
I advised her 10 give up evening service for a
few weeks until she got stronger.”

¢ Indeed !” And here Max looked a little
perplexed, ‘I thought you told me, Miss
Darrell, that your cousin found our service
too long and wearisome, and this was the
renson she stayed away.”

‘¢ Oh, no; you must have misunderstood,”
me,”’ returned Miss Darrell, flushing a little,
“ Gladys moy have snaid she liked a shorter
germon in the evening, but that was hardly
her reason for staying eway ; at least—"

¢ Of course not. 'What nonsense you talk,
Etta 1" observed Mr, Hamilton, impatiently.
“ You know what a trouble I had to cosx
Gladys to stay at home; rhe was rather
obstinate about it,—as girls are,—but I asked
her as a special favor to mysalf to remain.”

Max’s face cleared up sarprisingly, snd ns
Miss Hamilton at that moment re-entered the
room he accosted her almost eagerly.

¢ Migs Hamilton, we have been talking
about you in your absence; your brotaerazd
I have been agreeing that it ia really a great
pity that you should have given up all
your parish duties; it is a little hard
on us «all, 8 it not, Tudor?  Your
brother declares ocoupation will do you good.
Mow, I am sure your cousin will not have the
slightest objection to give up your old olase,
and she oan take Miss Matthews's, and then
I shitll bave two .good workers instead of
one,’ ST RERRFERLY

For an instant” Miss Hamilton hesitated ;
her face relaxed, and she looked at Max u
little wietfully ; but Miss Darrell interposed
in her sprightly way : - S

‘¢ Do as you like, Gladys dear, »;Mr, Cun-
liffe will be too glad of your help, I am sure,
as- he sess how much you wish it We
ali think - you are:fretting after: your
old. scholars : . home - dutles. are not exocit-

.Ing enough,. and ‘even Giles notices how
-dull you-are,

.= Oh, - you shall have my clags
with pleasure ;' anythivg: to :see yau happy,
love. ' .Shall we make the exchange to-mor-
FOW 27l L e L R .
. #¢ No, ‘thank you, Etta'; I think things hsd "
botter be as they are.” "And Miss Hamilton
walked "away proudly, 'and’ spoke to ‘Mr,
Tudor ; the eudden brightness in her faco had

)




