" rxiver or in the field.

“all,” he says.

. - thé dark fringes of her eyes
; Ij%b;(;ly, but in a .tome that tells more than
w

- says that lady.

" & pretty, pretty creature I’ she thin

.. face flashes u)
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,ton 1" she asks. *“ To the best of my knowledge,

yousaw me first in the hunting-field at eight

"+ o’clogk in the morning.”

““There are some things in heaven and on

“earth beyond your knowledge, are there not 1’

he asks, with a smile. ‘I saw you first yester-

. day evening, when you were on the river, with

ill and Janet Lawrence. | was riding by,

" when I heard you singing, and I dismounted

from my horse and went to the river-bank. As
I parted the bushes, 1 saw your face, with the

-~ sunset radiunce on it, and I thought— But it
.would probably not interest you to hear what I

thought. Do you remember your song ? I shall
“mever forget it.” Then, half under his breath,
he sings :
- ** ¢ A thousand suns will stream o thee,
A thousand moons will quiver,

But not by thee my steps shall be
Forever and forever.'

%1 remember very well ; but it was & melan.
gholy song to be your welcome home,” saysjKate,
Teco) ng, with a sense of consternation, in

. what manner he was discussed on the occasion
.%o which he alludes.
~"should have been so near na and we did not

‘ How strange that you

‘know ! Pray, have you an invisible cap ?"
**No; butI began to think that there must

_.be magic in the matter, when the face that had

ted my waking and sleeping dreams all

. night flashed upon me this morning, when you

turned, as I was following you on your mad
‘chase. Do you believe in fatality t —or do you

- -only believe in coincidences? At any rate, it

_ ted to be in a very
different place this evening, should be here now
you.”

" “Itdsstrange,” she assents, * but I suppose
.ﬂl_’e theory of coincidences will cover the facts,
without calling upon fatality to explain them.
Yau can go to Greenfield to-morrow morning and
take the train without fear of molestation,” she
adds, &ing him the full benefit of her eyes in
a laughing ¢¢ 1 will not stop you on the

is strange that I, who expec

I promise that.””

“ 1 fear you have stopped me for once and for
“If 1 were wise, perhaps, I
ahould go to Greenfield, but—" e pauses
abruptly for an instant, then adds, in another
tome, ** Will you be sorry if I do not go 1"

In accordance with the prudent resolution she
has formed, Kate should either advise him to
g0, or else make clearly manifest her indiffer-
ence to his going or staying. But she does
weither. The rose-flush det:fons ou her cheeks,

roop. She answers

8 : :
* *¢ Do you often angle for compliments! How
¢an I posaibly be sorry, after your kindness this
morning

Ah ! what are prudent resolutions worth, to

* one short hour of youth and happiness ¢ in the

gloamin® ** ¢

. —

CHAPTER IX.

** Her motion, feeling "twas beloved,
The pensive soul of tune expressed :
And ob, what g:rfnno. a8 she moved,
Came from the flowers in her breast !
How sweet a tongue the musio had !
. ‘ Beautiful girl,’ it seemed to say,
* Though all the world were vile and sad,
. Dauoce od ; let innooence be gay.'

¢* It has grown very late !’ says Kate, sud-
denly glancing round with a start. * How
uickly twilight deepens when—when one is not
obiserving! We must dgo back to the house;
e;ery one will be wondering what has become
of us.”
*I iragine every one knows what has become
-of us,” Tarleton calmly replies, *‘ and I am well

* aware that blessings are being poured upen my

‘head for monopolizing you in such a fashion.’’
8till they do not trouble themselves to make
haste. It is & matter of time to saunter back

- -through the garden, to piuse and gather a few

flowers, to cross the lawn, and finally to ap-
proach *the house, from every open door and
window of which a flood of eheerful light

streams. A group of gentlemen are on the

. Kate passes these, and in the hall meets
., Norton.
“Why, my dear, have you just come in ?”’
“The girls are all up-stairs
taking off their hats for the evening. Supper
will be ready in a few minutes, and then there
ia to be a dance,” :
,* Oh, how charming !” cries Kate, gayly.
Her blood is bounding like wine in her veins,
_her eyes'ars shining like stars, her cheeks are

-"Jike roses ; she feels as if to dance is the thing
g all others she most desires--the most delight-

~ful outlet for the excitement which tingles in
every nerve. *‘ Dear Mrs. Norton, I did not

" know how late it was,” she says ; ‘ but I shall
" réady assoon as the rest—see if I am not I”
2"~ She flies nwa.{eas she speaks, and Mrs. Nor.

ton looks after her almost wonderingly. ‘“What
. *“ There
issomething about her that is fairly dazzling !
How Carrie can consider Belle Palmer to com-
pare 1o her, I do not understand.”
*.Carrie_herself is almost shaken in her loyalty
1o Miss Palmer's charms, when Kate’s radiant
n her as she stands near th door
of the large chamber which is full of the chatter
of nearly a .doZen girls,
¢ 80 here you are at last, runaway 1” she say-.

2% 'We have been wondering how long you meant

Here 18 a mirror,

‘] must ask Janet to srrange my hair,” says

" Kate, . * Hag she finished with her own.*

*“ Yes,” answers Janet, advancing. “ I fin-
ished some time ago, and have been waiting
for you.”

“I am sorry,” says Kate; but it was so
glemnt out in the dusk, and I did not think

ow time was going ; though, to be sure, not
thinking is never much of an excuse.”

Jmetdgives a keen look at her face. ‘It is
very evident why you did not think,” she says.
‘¢ Kate, I wonder if there is any use in telling
you again to take care ?’

¢ And I wonder if there is any use in telling
you again that I am in no danger?’ replies
Kate. ¢ Did you enjoy your game of croquet?
1 felt so stupid in not being able to join in it !
But I can dance. Thank Fortune, there is
nothing the matter with my feet I’

¢ Nor with your tongue,” says Janet. 1
see you have some lovely roses. 1 will put this
splendid Marshal Niel in your hair.”

While these important matters of the toilette
are in progress, Tarleton is having a struggle
with himself out in the purple dusk. He knows
exactly on what ground he is standing, and he
knows also that there are many reasons why he
should not entangle this btight, beautiful girl
in the meshes which are cast about his life—the
meshes woven by his own hand.

“1am in no ition to win any woman's
heart,”” he thinks; ‘ much less one whom
Nature has so clearly intended for all that is
most brilliant in life. How lovely she is—how
lovely and how charming! There is a fatality
in these things, for no other face ever struck me
as hers did when I saw it first ; and I know
that, if I stay here a day longer, I shall be more
in love with-her than I have ever been with any
woman in all my life. Knowing this, shall I
not be mad it I stay ? Ah, Kate, bonny Kate,
if I had known you earlier! But now, the only
wise thing that remains for me to do is to go.
It will cost a wonderful wrench, but I can go
now ; after to-morrow it may be too late. Shall
I1?—shall I 7' He stands ghzing at the silver
sickle of the ‘‘ hunter’s moon” as it hangs in
the tender sky. * Who could believe thut it
would be so hard to bid good-by to a girl whom
twenty-four hours ago I had barely sven—to
whom, twelve hours ago, I had never spoken {”

‘Who, indeed, can master the countless vari-
eties, the protean forms, of this magnetic at-
traction which we call ‘‘love’’? Men have
learned the secrets of electricity, and made
¢ the tidal flows confess their meaning ;' bat
no seer has ever arisen to explain the subtler
electricity that lurks in human hearts, the
stranger tide of human feeling. We talk of
 love at first sight ” as if it were an anomaly ;
bat is the love that arises by slow degrees a whit
less mysterious ! At least, there isno question
that, when the influence which is to move it
comes, the heart puts forth bud and blossom as
readily in an hour as in a year.

Tarleton's resolution is still trembling in tbe
balance, ready to be swayed in either direction
by the slightest touch, when he is summoned to
supper. ‘‘Oh, how pretty!” the girls say to
one another, as they enter and see the festive
table, with its flower-laden epergnes and piles of
frosted cake. In the country, far removed from
bakers and confectioners, such tables represent
no ordinary degree of taste and skill in house-
keepiug, together with a great deal of labour,
and are appreciated accordingly.

There can be no doubt of the gayety of the
company which gathers around this table. The
wit wonld probabli not bear repetition ; the
laughter often breaks forth with little cause ;
but youth, high spirits, and perfect ease with
one anether, givea zest to the poorest jest.
Tarleton yields to the contagion and is as merry
as the rest, though he is seated by Miss Palmer;
and Kate's graceful head, with a golden rose
shining amid its dark braids, is divided from
him by balf the length of the table. It is likely
that his eyes wander in the direction of that
head a little too often; at least Miss Palmer
suddenly surprises him, by saying, in a slightly
condescending tone :

‘ How well Miss Kate Lawrence lights up !
That is the great advantage brunettes have over
blondes. We cannot bear a comparison with
them at night.”

«] don't think you need disquiet yourself on
that score,” replies Tarleton, glancing at the
milk-and-roses of her skin. ‘‘There are some
complexions to which any light must of neces-
sity be favourable-—Lawrence, what are you
about ¢’ ’

The last remark is addressed to Will, who is
tapPin on the table to command attenticn.

“1 Ea\'ve been requested to address the com-
pany on a matter of importance,” he replies;
‘““and if I can obtain a minute's silenve, I have
a proposal to make, which it is to be hoped will
meet with approval. There being no doubt of
the enjoyment of the present gathering, it has
occurred to two young ludies present”—he indi-
cates Miss Norton and his eldest sister—*‘that
you will not ohject to be called together again
ou a like occasiun.”

¢ Hear ! hear!” comes from several voices.

*“In order to accomplish this object,” pro-
ceeds the speaker, ‘‘and at the same time to
show the heauties of onr neighbourhood to the
fair visitor who is honouring us with her pre-
sence”’—here he bows to Miss Palier—“ 1 am
commissioned to prop. .se an excursion to Rocky
Mountain to-morrow afternoon. All who arein
favour of the plan, hald up their hands.”

Haods of various sizes and shgp:s instantly
appear around the board, and a chorus of voices
express immediate and unqualified approbation.
*¢ Just the thing !” every one is exclaiming, ex-
cept Miss Palmer,who turus to Tarleton,andsays:

“ Why do you uot hold up your hand? Do
you not like the plan ¢’ .

¢¢ 1 should like it very well,” he answers, * if
I could hope to share in it ; but I fear I must
leave the country to-morrow morning.”

‘““Leate the country!” repeats Will, who
overhears this. ¢ Nonsense, Tarleton! we
can’t allow such a thing. Now that you are
here, we mean to keep you—for a while, at
least.”

¢ ¢ He needs must, whom the devil drives,’
my dear fellow,” replies Tarleton, lightly. ¢ Be
§t\.nl‘e' it is not inclination which takes me away,
if I go.””

Almost involuntarily he adds the last words,
for he has glanced in the direction of Kate and
seen the swift look of disappointment which
falls over her face, as the shadow of a cloud
falls over a sunny landscape. Also, he has
caught the expression of relief which lights up
Mr. Proctor’s visage ; and to pain the former
and gratify the latter, by anact so repugnant to
gis own desire, is more tkan he can decide to

0.

¢ Oh, if you are not certain of going, we shall
count upon you,” says Will, in reply to his last
words. *“The man who hesitates is gained.
The matter is settled, then, my friends. Rocky
Mount, to-morrow afternoon is the pro-
gramme.”

Nothing more is said of Tarleton’s resolution
of departure; and so it still hangs in the
balance, when, supper being over, he finds him-
self on the piazza, with a cigar between his
fingers. Looﬁing through the open windows,
the brightly-lighted parlours present an attrac-
tive appearance. The furniture having been
moved aside, the dark, polished floors are left
clear for dancing, and two or three pairs of girls
are waltzing wit%x. each other to the music which
a negro fiddler makes. °¢ Partners for a quad-
rille " somebody presently calls out ; but, in-
stead of seeking a partner for a quadrille, Tar-
leton strikes a match, lights his cigar, and sinks
into a chair which stands conveniently near.
Here he is still lying back at ease, watching
alternately the star-studded sky and the shifting
forms and colours of the scene within, when
Mr. Norton walks upon him, pipe in hand.

“* Bless me I"" he says, perceiving, just before
he sits down, that somebody else occupies the
seat, ‘“who is this #—Tarleton?! Why, I
thouﬁht all of you young fellows were danc-
ing!

Tarleton extends his cigar. ‘I thought it
better to forego one quadrille, than to give up
this,” he says. “But I beg pardon—have I
taken your chair #’

“ Not at all ; there are pleaty more here,”
replies Mr. Norton, finding oune, and establish-
ing himself in a comfortable pesition to watch
the dancers. *‘There’s nothing I like better
than to see young people enjoy themselves,” he
says, complacently; ‘and, ruckily, my wife
agrees with me. She never minds any trouble,
if it is to give pleasure to the girls and their
friends. Now, I call this a pretty picture.”

Tarleton feels averse of talking, but he mur-
murs something which may be taken for as-
sent.

¢ And the prettiest girl there, in my opinion,”
proceeds Mr. Norton, *is not that Miss Palmer,
whom Carrie admrires so much, but Kate Law-
rence.’

Tarleton’s languor vanishes. ‘‘Idon’t think
there is a doubt of that,” he says, clearly and de-
cidedly.

¢ She's very like her father—poor Allau Law-
rence ! says Mr. Norton, letting out a long
whiff of smoke. “‘She has all his wild spirits
and taking ways; but it is to be hoped that
she’ll muke something better of her life than he
made of his. "I never kuew brighter promises
come to a sadder end, than in his case. We are
all fond of Kate—very fond—and therefore I
am glad she is likely to marry such a good,
steady fellow as George Proctor.”

Tarleton’s start is imperceptible to his com-
panion ; but he feels a chill to the tips of his

ers. At that moment his eyes chance to be
following Kate’s black and amber draperies as
they cross the floor by Proctor’s side ; and the
idea thus suggested rouses in him a sensation of
absolute fierceness. When he speaks, however,
his voice has nothing in it to excite the suspi-
cion of the man by his side—the man who is
congratulating himself upon giving this danger-
ous young geutleman a quiet hint that Kate is
to be let alone.

““Is there a prospect of the kind ¢ he asks,
carelessly. ‘‘It almost seems a pity, does it
not ¥ Mr. Proctor,—by-the-by, who is he, ex-
actly ? —strikes me as being very commonplace,
and rather more than a trifle heavy.”’

* It's better to be too heavy than too light,”
replies Mr. Norton. *‘ Proctor will never set
the woild on fire with his brightness ; but he
does not lack good sense. He lives in"R
Couunty, where he has a fine plantation, about
thirty miles from here. He inherited a good
estate, and he's increasing: it every year, I'm
told. When you add steady habits to such a
character as that, [ don't see {ow any girl could
look for more. Everv now and then we hear of
his being st Fuirfilds; and I hope, by this
time, Kate is engaged to him. It is a chance
that is not likely to come twice to a girl without
a sixpence.”

“1 suppose not,” says Tarleton, to whom
every word is like a flake of fire. *‘ A good es-
tate—iucreasing it year by year—steady habits "
These things ring in his ears like a sentence of
doom. Surely, if he is wise—surely, if he
thinksmf the happiness of the girl before him —
he will take himself out of her path, and let this

o dvoateeta i 0 e

desirable suitor, this man who, in cireumstanres
and character, is his own exact opposite, win
her if he can! He says this to himself for one
moment ; then the strength of passion which
he has never curbed, the reckless impulses on
which he has never laid a rein, rise up and over-
come the veice of conscience, as they have over-
come it often before. He looks at the graceful,
high-bred figure, the delicate, vivid face, and
determines in his heart thst the commonplace
man by her side shall never win and wear such
a jewel. :

The quadrille ends soon after this, and, en-
tering the room, he walks up to Kate.

« Will you give me a waltz 7" he says; add-
ing, as she lhesitates, ‘1 have a tolerable
step.”’

& 1 was not thinkiug of your step,” she an-
swers ; “but I have never waltzed with any one
but the boys, and I don’t know—I hardly
think——"'

“But I am one of the boys,”” he says, grow-
ing more eager as she hesitates. ‘¢ Don't you
know that? Ask Miss Sophy it I was not
brought up with her, like Will,” ,

“But you were mot brought up with me,”
Kate retorts, laughing.

“No ; but that was altogether an accident.
1 might have been, you know. As it is, we
gimply have & long arrear of acquaintanceship to
make up. Ah, that old fellow absolutely knows
a Strauss waltz! Come, you surely can’t resist
that.”

“ Perhaps it is the imploring eyes and voice
which Kate cannot resist, rather than the
*¢ Beautiful Blue Danube,” but she yields, and
they whirl away.

What a pleasant dance it is! The floor is
excellent, the music good, and both discover
that their steps suit wonderfully. With Tar-
leton dancing is an accomplishment, and one
which he has mastered thoroughly ; but with
Kate it is pure inspiration. She possesses that
rarest of personal gifts—natural grace—to an
uncommon degree ; and this, united to a gay,

leasure-loving nature, makes the exercise a

elight to her. It does not appear possible to
either that they can ever tire; and whon the
cessation of the music brings them to & pause,
both feel that it is & necessity to be regretted.

“ Why, you are a perfect sylph1” says Tarle-
ton. * You make me thiuk of those old lines :

“ ¢ But oh, 8.6 dances such a way |

No suo upon an Easter-day
Is baif so flne a sight.’

“Jt is in my feet,” says Kate. ‘I have
never had a dancing-lesson in my life. Oh, yes,
I had, when [ was a very small child, ages
ago.”

2t A great many ages, I am sure ! It is diffi-
cult to iwagine that a person so venerable as
yourself was ever a small child. But I am glad
that you can dance. I feared that, as a conse.
quence of your fall, you might not be able to
dance, any wore than to play croquet.”

“1 do mot feel any consequences of the fall,
except in my shoulder,” she answers. “ [ hope
Diana is as well recovered, for I shall wanu to
ride her to Rocky Mount to-morrow.”

¢ Diana ? 18 that the animal that fell lame,
in consequenoce of which you mounted Mr.
Proctor’s horse ¥ Let me offer a substitute that
will not prove so unruly as ihe latter. 1 have,
at Southdale, a pretty, thoroughbred mare,
which will be just the mount for you. May I
bring her over to-morrow {”

¢ Bring her over to-morrow ! The gray eyes
look wonderfully into his face. ‘“ But I thought
you »aid, at supper—"’

¢] said nothing definite at supper,” he in-
terrupts.  *“ I simply did not choose to commit
myself. 1f you will let me be your escort to-
moriow, and bring Flor—the animal of which I
spoke—over tor you, I shall certainly stay.”

“That will be delightful I” As she speaks,
the unconscious pleasure which shines in her
eyes thrills him to the heart. *‘ But I am afruid
you change your mind very often, Mr. Tarle-
ton.” :

] shall uot change it azain,” he auswers,

So the scale is struck, and the trembling
balance talls heavily on the side of a resolve
whixh is te alter the whole aspect of Kate Law-
rence’s life.

(To be continued.)

The WALKER HOUSE, Toronto.

This popular new hotel is provided with all
modern improvements ; has 1256 bedrooms, com-
modious parlours, public and private dining-
rooms, sample rooms, and passenger elevator.

The dining-rooms will comfortably seat 200

ests, and the bill of fure is acknowledged to
g: unexcelled, being furnished with all the deli.
cacivs of the season.

The location is convenien: to the principal
railway stations, steambout wharves, leading
wholesale houses and Parliament Buildings.
This hotel commands a fine view of Toronto Bay
and Lake Ontario, readering it a pleasant resort
for tourists and travellers at all seasons.

. Terms for board $2.00 per day Special
arangements made with families' and parties
remaining one week or mors.

DESERVING OF PrAISE.—Too much cannot
be expressed in favour of that unsurpassed
remedy for coughs, colds, asthma, croup, sore
throat, and all lung complaints. If you suffer
from neglected colds, try Hagyard's Pectoral
Balsam. The cost is trifling, only 25 cents.




