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CHAPTER XXXV thutinued,y

Kate looks aghaat.,  Surh a disparity of age
serms to her youthfd fmazination fairly appal-

ling. Ok, fiow ean you i she eries, * Sore.
Iy, there can be o reason-oand you se beauti.
ful

The stuecertty of thes jootest makes Flondy
Vanghn smite, amd this tane not sireastieadly
Nhe ]:l_\'h Yer hated kindly wn Kot s. i

D) L onet tell you once before that | am
done-—done furever with sentiment ©*° she savs.
*1 am beautiful, yes-—and | must muke the
best of this beauty. 1 mewn to make the best
of it. 1 mean to be what pewspapers writers
call ‘u gueen of society,” and nue needs position
snd wealth for that.  Kate, will vou share the
fraits of my trinmph v 1 like you: 1 can’t help
liking vou, though we are so different, and
though I guve you patn once. Bat that way for
the bost—you must feel, now, that it was for
the best.”’

** Yos, [ suppose 1t was,” says Kate steadily.
“The trath 15 alwavs the host. You told me
the truth, snd -1 thauk vou."”

If Florida Vaoghn teels any twinge of con.
scienee at these words, she hetrays no sign of it.
1 s sure it was for the best,” she says.
** There may be a brilliant future betne vou yet,
But youn have not asked--io you not ecare to
bear I—the nawe of the man to whom | am en-
gaged."”

““1 have not asked becanse T supposed that it
wonld be only a name to me-—but | shall be
ylad to hear.”

** It was only a name to vou until last night.
Do you undemtand ! What, not yet? Why,
vou foolish child, 1 aw engaged to Mr. Ash-
ton.”

Fillippo, in the act of exchanging salutations with
a black terrier,

““To Mr. Ashton I” Kate has & sensation of
being morally knocked down. She can only
store at the speaker for a full minute. Then,
““You can't mean it 1 You wmust be jesting I”
she cries.  *“ 1L is impossible I”

“ILis tixed aud  positive,” Miss Vaughn
caltuly replics. ** We are to he warried in
February, and sail atouce for Burope,  Kate, 1
have como to tell you thiy, and to ask, slso—

SOUTHIERN

30!!1-1 you are very good-—ease, plessure, sdmir-

- child —think twice before you say you will not
come with us.'

will you go with us1  Mr, Ashton feels that he
oweny somethiog to youn, and he will be glad to
take charge of you, if you will allow him to do -
%0. Stup! [ suo that you aie about to answer

K ATHE,”

ILIEF K.

ay you snswered a little while agn ; but listen
to me tist.  Pride is a very fine quality, my
denr, when one can atford to indulge it.  When
one can't affurd it, the good things of Jife are in-
finitely  preferable. Aud the things whieh |

niion, brilliant opportunitien,

You are pretiy
cuough to marry anybody.,

Kate, vou are not a

‘1 am sure you mean,

to be kind,"” says Kate,
" but what you propuose |
is tmpossible. 1 cannot
leave Miss Brooke”

“ Mixs Breoke is good
enonugh o her way,”™ says
the oither, ““uand has a
position of sohid respe
tability— but, even if she
desired to do wo, she can
give you no such oppor-
tunities ag §offer. Ie-
, sides, vou must rousider
whether yvour estabdish-
ment with her is a gef
Simte and permanent ar-
rangsmeut.” |

“Ldon't ses how that ¢
matters ' criexs Koate,
flashing impetuously,

Cluas what !vri!h'fpf\l- :
Iv matters. You canuot |
possibly thivk of going
back and burving yeas
self on that dreary plan-
tation -1 beg vour jor-

den, but one must sume.
tiwes speak of things as
they are.  Now, the
arrangement 1 propose
will be definite and per.
manent. Pray promise to

come with me’—her
tone grows absolutely
pleading—* you  have
no idea how ditferent

your life will be if you
consent.”

' It is quite impossible,” says Kate. **1told
you once that 1 would aceept nothing from Mr.
Ashton. Allow me me to tell you so again. As
for returning to Fairfields” —her voice chokes a
little—** there is no place 0 dear or so pleasant
to me ; but—I may not go back to it.”

These words-—the tone in which they ara ut
tered-—cxplain everything to the woman of (he
world. She looks at Kate. “ 3o vou are to
marry Herbert Fenwick " she says,

The girl blushes as only a girl who still e
tains some old-fashioned 1deas of lave and wmar.
riage can  blush. Most young ladies wauld
atswer with an evasion, or else utter voe of
those point-blank falsehoods which are wstecmncd
*“ justifiable stories’’ in watters of the kind.
Kate does neither.  She says truthfully, ** It is
likely—but nothing is settled yet.”

“1f T wero in your place, I should settle it as
800N A§ Yoauiblo," says Miss Vaughn., ‘He is
an excellent match.  Something of a prig, per-
haps, but rich enough to make one overlook
that, [tisa little odd"—she langhs—** that
Ashton was a suitor of his first wife—excuse me,
| mean his wife. You are not his second yet.”

“ No woman could ask better fortune than to
be,"’ says Kate. That which is onr own, we are
quick to defend, and she begins to feel as if
Fenwick is indeed her own.

“ Yery true," asserts her companion, “‘andl
congratulate yon hoartily. After this, 1 snp-
pose it is useless to say any more of the
European plan ; but you will come to my
wedding, will you not ¥’

“ I can make no engagement without consult-
ing Miss Brooke, since I am under her care.
By-the-by, she desires me to ask if Mrs Vaughn
and yoursel{ will drive this afterncon and diue
with us t"'

““1 cannot answer until | have seen mamma,
who may have made an engagement since I
loft her. 1 will sond you a note from the hotel.
And now I must go. r. Ashton will be sorry
to hear how eatirely 1 have failed in my em-
bassy."”

“You have not failed for lack of kindness,"’
says Kate impulsively. ¢ Pray tell him so. It
is very good of you to want me with you—1I un-
dursbung that. 1 hope—I hops you may be
happy 1" she adds in a tone which does not in-
dicate s very sangnine view of the matrimonial
arrangement. .

“No doubt, I shall be ha )py-—onough,"
answers Miss Vaughn, rising. "l\ ou aro & good
little thing to say it as if you really wished it,
1 will see you agaiu before we leave. Good-bye.”

When Kate announces her news at luncheoun,
she is & trille disappointed to find that it does
not excite a groat deal of astonishment. After
expressing & moderate degree of surprise, Miss
Brooke remarks that a man is never too old to
muke a fool of himaelf-—while Mr, Fenwick says,
with a Jaugh :

i gonunble.
;whic'n ope can ride—to-mworrow, for iustance.’

** 1t is au admirable arrangement I

Kate turns indignantly apon him. *‘How
can you call it admirable” she adks. *‘It
seems to me dreadful! Why, Mr. Ashton is
more than twenty-five years older than Miss
Vaughn "'

“ But what sre years when hearts accord "

“’That is very unchuritable and satirical—
and not at alllike you.”

“Well, when tastes acentd, then--will that
da? Miss Vaughn has a taste for wealth, Mr.
Ashton s taste for beauty. What can be more
suitable than the manner in which hoth will be
gratified 2

“1t ia odious " cries Kate. Ot course, I
have read of such things, and now and toen
heard of them ; but vue does not realize a thing
until one sees it And Mivs Vaughn look-d so
beautiful to-lay —alinost more besutiful than 1
ever saw her.”

*“ Which proves conclusively that she i3 no
heart-broken victim of an arrangement dz con-
venance."

“1 am afraid poor Randal represenis the
heart-broken vietim,” says Kate. “T wonder
what they  witl tlhunk at Puirtields! [ wust
write to Janetat ouee. A propos of weonting'
itarning to Miss Brookes,  Misa Vaughn said
that she would seudi a note to let u< know
whether or not her raother and bersalf can aceept
vaur invitatinn to drive apd dne”

*Cand are we o have no ride P asks Fenwick,
in a diseontented tone,

* That depends. Jf she
drive, then we may ride”

“Then 1 hope devoutly that she may say she
canuot drive,””

This hope v destired to disappointracnt,
While they are stili tudking, a note1s brought ts
Kate, wha glanves througn it and savs, ¢ They
accept both tuvitations.”  Then <he looks at
Feawick, and says, * One shouid not be unrea-
There are plenty of afterncans on

savs they cannot

“To-morresw i s day too far
To trast, whate'ss the day be "
he anawers, ‘‘The weather may change, or
something else may happ-n.”

“ Why do you make such suggestions,”

i Herbert 17 says Mise Brooke, a little sharply.

‘“1s there anvthing terrible in the fuct of

i the weather changing,” or some other trouble-

some persol iutetfering ? ° asks Feowick, sur-
prised. :

His aunt did not answer, but afier a fow
winutes she leaves the room, and then Kate
PR

“ Miss Brooke is not like herself to.day. I
don't know what is the matter with her. She
makes me think of a person who is expecting or
dreading something."”

“That is odd,” says Fenwick. ‘*She has
nothing, that | am aware of, either to expect or
to dread. Perhaps she is only a little ner-
vous.”

““ She is more than a little nervous, and that
is unlike Miss Brooke.”

‘“ Almost everybody is subject to variable
moo-i:,” says Fenwick, who ix lnmself in a mood
ta look on the bright side of everything—except
a postponrd ride.  * Did your aunt elect come
mrerely to arnounce to vou her approaching
warriage ¥* he inquires, as they rise and walk
together to one of the windows overlooking the
warden.

“ Not altogether. She cawe partly to invite

me to accompany Mr. Ashton and herself to
Europe.”

“Indeed! May ]ask what answer you gave
to such a proposal 1’

A this mement somethiag touches har impatientiy,

S Dont you kunw what answer [ gave? 1
derhined, with thanks, to take advantage of th-
britliant prospecis she held out to me.”

¢ should he declined without thanks. The
offer Wus n:ore an impettinence than anything
elun.”

*| don't think she meant it so,” savs Hate,
stiply. At all eveats, itis best to bslieve
that people intend thiogs kindly, until we know
the contrary. Sihe has nothing to gain from
we.”

“1 am not sure of that. You wonld be a
trummp carl in the hands of a woman playiog
for social empire.”

Do von think sot”
not fancy mysell
hands.”

“What | not even a queen of hearts ¥

“ Howabsurd! 1 a queen of hearts !”

“Queen of ope heart, at least,” he says,
takiug her hand. ‘‘ Kate, don’t tl’}iuk me gn-
reasonable—but can you not give me your
promise, dear?  You will make me very happy
if you can do so ; and, after all, what isthe good
of this uncertainty ¥ It does not help yeu te
torgetfuluess. The strugsle keeps remembrance
alive in vour heart ; butif you put it aside and
promise to he myv wife, yvou will find peace. [
feel certin of that.”

She iooks up at him, with the breath almos:
hushed on her parted lips.  Why shouid she not
give the promise for ®hich he asks ? It may be
said that she has almost determined in her mind
what her auswer shail Le; she has almost
reaiized that it is her duty to accept the love
and protection which he offers—why, then, can
she not frankly zell him so?

There is no reason why she cannot, save only
an instinctive longing for delay, which has no
zround whatever. She is balf tempted to ssy,
“1f you care to take me as | am, 1 will promise
all you desire ;' but some inner force seems to
drag the words back before they are uttered.

She laughs.
a trump card in any one's

Are there such things as magunetic syrapathies?

To find herself facing a pale agitated wan,

“1ecan-,
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