S St

AvrriyL lst, 1882,

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

197

“BONNY

A TALE OF

XK ATHE.,”

SOUTHERN LIFE.

BY

CHRISTIAIN REID.

CHAPTER XXVIi.—(Continued.)

and starts towards Lightfoot, who stands a few

s a. . | ato . ** Would it not be better to take him
- Mr. Proctor sits in his saddle as if transfixed : >-°8 fm‘ 0 A
he certainly is by amazement—until roused | \® the boat? We should lose less time.

to action by the closing adjuration. Then he '
springs to the ground as quickly as if he had
been shot himself.

*“Good Heavens, Miss Kate !’ he says, *‘is it
you ! 1 had no idea—"

| will bring the boat just there,”

** Of course it would be better,” he answers

r‘{uickly. ‘¢ I forgot that you had the boat here.
Vhere is it 1"

‘“A few yards lower down. DBreak a direct
path from hero where he lies to the river, and I
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mailed knight could have felt a purer chivalry
of sentiment than is his at this moment toward
the wormnan he has loved and failed to win.
““ Poor girll poor girl1” he says to himaself,
and then sloud he says :

** That will do now, I think. With your as-
sistance | can bring him to the boat, and
then—-""

He pauces, awd she says: *“Then what? I
can row to Fairfields, while you ride there and
have everything made ready.”

“I am thinking that perhaps it would be
better the other way,” he says, hesitatingly.
‘¢ Nearly two miles against the cnrrent wilF be
very hard on you, while Lightfoot will carry
you swiftly to Fairfields, and you can have
everything made ready.”

‘“Oh, 1 cannot 1—I cannot |—I must go with
him {” ghe cries. * What does the current
matter! [am strong, oh, very strong! Don't
say I must notdo it 1”

Unconsciously she
clasps her hands, and her

assionate, pathetic face
ooks at him through the
dusk with an entreaty
which touches his heart
to its depths,

*You shall do what
you please—exactly what
you please,” he answers.
* But remember this—
1 am stronger than you,
and I can, tiherefore,
bring him withia reach
of help wore quickly.”

There is an instant’s
—barely an instant’s—
pause, but it is long
enough for a sharp strug-
gle with Kate. Then she
says, ‘ You are right—
it is you who must take
the boat. 1 will ride to
Fairtields.”

“You will be doing
as much service in that
way as in the other,”
says Mr. Proctor. “Now
let us bring him and put
him in the boat.”

This they do together
—Dbearing bim as care-

Her hat fies off and is picked up by Rex.

He breaks off abruptly, for, stooping down !
beside Tarleton, he sees, even in the dim light,
that there is uo time for words. With two en-
ergetic jerks he takes off his gloves, then
throws open the coat, the vest, the blood-
stained linen, until he comes to the wound —the
first sight of which draws from him an exclam-
ation of dismay, for he has been a soldier, and
has seen men shot before. Putting one of his
thumby on the wound, he says, hurnedly :

‘“ Give me your haundkerchief. 'We must stop
this bleeding at once. Fold it—fold it in two ;
pow double it again ; now give it here. Can
you get my bandkerchief out of my pocket ! It
is in the broast pocket on the left side—yes,” as
Kate, bending over him, puta her hand into the
pocket indicated and draws forth a handker-
chief, *‘ Now double i for a bandage.”

She is quick in obeying, and almost imme-
diately has the bandage ready. Then Mr.
Proctor, still holding with one hand the pad
which he has placed ever the wound, puts his
other arm under Tarleton’s shouldera and raises
him alightly from the ground. 1% requirescon-
siderable muscular effort—for ho is at the dis-
advantage of being on his knees, and has the
use of only ons arm for lifting—but he is a
strong man, and has an able assistant. Kate
comprehends what is to be done—and does it
without the delay of a second ; while Mr.
Proctor, dull as he has proved himself in the
character of a lover, displays in this omergency
all the promptitude and energy of what he really
is at bottom, a thoroughly sensible snd kind-
hearted man. .

After the bandage has been tightly fastened
around the wound, he looks at Kate and says :

‘“How did this occur? Who shot him "

‘“] don't know,” she answers. *] was on
tho river, rowing alone, when I heard the shot,
and then | saw bhis horse dash by riderless, and
then 1 heard the dog howl, and then 1 came and
found him-—so 7 .

*‘ But when you came, did you see no one !
Have you no idea who did it1”

‘I did pot losk for any one,’ she replies.
“I think I should hardly have seen any other
terson—even if he had been atanding by him.

hat is, at first—afterward I looked for some-
body because I needed help, but there was no-
body to be scon then.”

‘“It is vory straoge !" mutters Mr. Proctor.
“ However," he adds, '‘ we are not so much
concerned now about who shot him, as about
what to do for him, It is fortunate 1 was de-
layed in Arlingford, snd wds 0 lats iu passing
along the road.” | was nol going to Fairfields
but to Woodlands, so 1 shoxﬁd not have pmeti
hers at all if your voice had not called me, It
reached me just in time—barely in time.”

“Thank God 1" she says, more ferventl
than over she nttered the words before, ¢ If
we can save him—if we can only save him |
What are you going to do now 1"

“] am n('rniﬁ 1 shall hava to lesve you with
him while I go for help. 1am sorry, but it
can't bhe avoided, and %‘airﬁelds is only two
miles away. I'll return as soon as Lightfoot

She turns and darts away, s she speaks—
digsappearing through the close growth which
borders the stream. Before Mr. Proctor hss
finished making the path she directed, he hears
the quick dip of her oars in the water, and the
n:xt instant she has pushed the boat close to
the shore and sprung out again. The youn
man, who is b:gahngg willows and alders tg
right and left, looks st her with hall-uncon-
acious wonder as she comes and begina to assist
him. His idea of women, in connection with
such an emergency as this, is an idea of help-
lessness and distress. He could have imagined
a girl sobbing or fainting over the wounded
form of the man she loved, but he could never,
until this moment, have imagined her working
for his safety with almost the strength and five
times the quicknees of & man. In the light of

this revelation, he reads all the socrets of Kate's
heart, and realizes with an absolute certainty
how entirely she has set that heart on the man
who lies so pitoously near death. The know-
ledge touches and lifts him out of himself com-
pletely. In the days of his somewhat clumsy

can carry me there and back at hia best s et
‘“Stop 1" crics Kate, as he rises to his feet

wooing, Kate would have smiled if any one had
over called Goorge Proctor ** chivalric,” but no

A dark object comes in sight on the stream,

fully as possible, and
laying him down, with
Kate's shawl asa pillow for his head. Night
has fallen by this time, but the young moon is
shining above the western hills, and pours a
flood of faint radiance over the scene. By this
light, Kate takes her last look at Tarleton’s un-
conscious face-—a face which she will carry pho-
tographed on her memory for many a long day.
'I‘lg:n stepping back, she says to Mr. Proctor,
45 o l)’

He hesitates for a moment, ¢‘ But you!” he
says. ‘‘]1 must see you mounted—do you think
you can ride on my saddle ¥’

““Don't stop to think of me !’ she answers.
‘““I can mount alone, and, if there were need,
I could ride without any saddle. Go 1"

This time he goes—pushing out into the
stream, and bending so vigorously on the oars,
that the boat seems to fly through the water.

Kate turns, then, and, with Rex following her,

s back to the place where Tarleton was
ying. For a minute she knesls again by the
spot where his heart's blood was poured out on
the ground, and lifts her clasped hands and an-
guish.stricken face to the sky, whete the stars,
iike pitying angels' eyes, are shining down upon
her,

“0 my God,” she cries, in agony too deep
for tears, ‘“save him, spare him, and do what

Thou wilt with me ! I am willing never to look
on his face again—I am willing to resign every

hope of happiness that life may bold for me-—
or, if life may purchase life, I am willing to die

in his stead—if Thou wilt only save him! All
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But he takes her hand and kisses it.

that I am, or have, I pour out before Thee as a
sacrifice, only beseeching Thee to save him, to
save him, to save him !”

The last words—full of a passion which tran-
scends description—have hardly passed her lips,
when she falls forward on her face, as if the
death which she invoked had come upon her.
But she is not dead—neither kas she lost con-
scionsness. She bardly knows wkhat is the sen-
sation which has prostrated her—she is only
aware that a great and terrible pain, like a
violent contraction of the heart, is mingled
with a faintness which only escapes insensi-
bility by a strong efiort of the will. As one
who struggles with a mortal foe, she fights the
physical weakness which threatens to over-
whelm the dauntless sovl—and, so fighting,
conquers. Presently the pain ceases, the heart,
with a strange sense of labor, resumes its action,
the awful sickness passes, the black mist clears
away from before her eyes—she lifts her head
and sees the hills, the sky, the faint moonlight,
and delicate shadows. She has not gome into
that datk, mysterious land which we call un.
consciousness—she is still here in the familiar
world, with something yet to do for the man
she loves.

That thought brings her to her feet, and she
goes to where Lighttoot is quietly and content-
edly cropping grass by the road-side. What are
the traé,re ¥ of hate and the drama of love, just
enacted, to him ! God pardon and ity us, that
we are so often driven, through sheer stress of
misery, to envy the soulless brutes that live in
calm serenity around us! He suffers Kate to
take his bridfe, lead him to & stone, and mount.
She is too good a horsewoman to let the mascu-
line saddle inconvenience her ; and when she is
seated, she gives bim a stroke which starts him

on as fast & gallop as that which Tarleton fol-
lowed on the morning of their first meeting.

As long as life and memory last, will she ever
forget this ride ! The spreading fields, the dark
woods, the piacid river—all flit past her like the
features of some dream landscape. Her hat
Hlies off, and is picked up by Rex, who follows
at tho top of Ads speed, carrying it in his mouth;
her long, rich hair, shaken loose from all con-
finement, floats on the wind which her rapid
motion creates, and so—a strange sight, indeed,
were there any to see—she gallops on, faster
and yet faster, until the gate of Fairfields is
reached. A moment’s pause to bend from the
saddle sud open it—then, at the same thunder.
ing pace, along the avenus to the door of the

‘" house. This, as usual, stands wide open, with
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