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CHAPTER XXIV.—(Continued.)

“ One moment 1" His voice is a little hoarse
as lie stands before her.  *‘ Forgive me if 1 de-
tain you—I cannot let you go like this! Kate,
my Kate I''—he takes her hands in his passionate
clasp—** believe, if you like, the worst that can

crouching on thocold granite, weeping for a man
who hae ouly made a plaything of her heart.
Pride and courage are not quite dead within her,
Hearing the steps approaching for the second
time, she drags herseH' to her feet and mounts
tho terrace. ‘

Mr, Proctor, who is about to descend to the

Tatletun accuses Vaughn of swindling.

be said of me, in all save my love for you. But
my whole heart is ycurs—and yours only. That
1 swear. Can you forgive nothing for love's
sake ! Can you not for to-night—to-night only,
sweetheart-——let all this go like an idle tale, and
tell me once more that you love me 1"

* How dare you ask it *' she cries, indig-
nantly. ** Do yon think e so weak, so vain,
s to be satisfied by words like these 1 You ad-
mit everything ; you offer no explanation ; you
only talk of forgiveness for love's rake. Such
love is not worth considering. Lt me go !

But instead of letting her go, he catches her
to his beart and kisses her with a vehemence
that aliost takes awny her breath.

** Don’t be angry I"" he says, when he releases
her.  **1 shall never tako such & liberty again.
Whatever the future brings, remember that |
love you."

With these words he turns ; for one moment
she hears his quick tread crushing down the
gravel—then silence falls. .

She sinks down where he has left ber, and
leans her face on the cold, gmnite steps—feel-
ing as if her heart was dying away within her.
A grast wave of longing sweeps over her. Pride,
sclf-respect, what are these compared to hearing
his voico agein 1 Though that voice still sounds
in her ears, and his kiss is still burning on her
lips, a terriblo consciousness of loss {alls upon
her like an overwhelming weight. ‘¢ Whatever
the future may bring "—does that mean they are
not to meot again ! Has she indeed sent him
away for ever 1 Oh, bliud rashness ! Oh, bitter
mistake |  Already she feels and knows, to the
centre of her soul, that her heart has passed irre-
vocably imto his keeping, and that his idle fancy
is more to her than ahother man’s most ardent
devotion.

Presontly she hears the tramp of horses’ foot
on the avenue, the sound of voices on the piazza
of the hiouse, but sliec dees not stir. A sense of
recklessness has come over her.  Let them miss
her 1——let them wonder where she is I'—let them
come and find her if they like! What does it
raatter - What does nnything matter, when she
hias seen all that makes life worth possessing (so
tho pussionate heart says to itself) vanish from
her hopelessly and forever?

At tjm house, meanwhile, she is missed by
one person at least. * Where is Mias Kate "
asks Mr. Proctor, looking round; but no one
can tell him where she s,

**She was on the piuzza a little while ago,”
says Janet. * 1 don’t know what has become of
her,  Porhaps she may have wandered round
the terrace.”

“ I'll go and seo,” says Mr. Proctor, rising,
with a consciousness that here is his oppor-
tunity, 4

He walks slong the terrace without finding

hor, but Kate hears bis msy, and knows thatshe

must rouse herself. It will not do to be found

| back 1

garden, thinks that it is a ghost which suddenly
rises before him in the starry dimness. He re-
coils for an instant, then steps forward with a
laugh.

‘%So it is you I'' he says, eagerly. ‘“They told
me at the house that yon had probably wandered
round the terrace.”

“ It does not matter—!I can if you like,’” she
answers, indifferently. All her dread of being
alone with him has vanished. She feels
thoroughly careless. Let him say what he likes
—it does not matter. And anything is better
than showing her tear-stained face in the draw-.
ing-room.

hey walk along in silence for a minute. If
Mr. Proctor's thoughts were not so absorbed by
the task before him, he wounld probably wonder
that she shows no interest ir, or curiosity about,
the news from Arlingford. In fact, everything
connected with the subject has escaped her
mind. She only remembers that Tarleton has
come—and gone. Pacing the level path ab-
stractedly, her eyes fixed on the glittering stars,
with which, from horizon to horizon, the great
purple arch of heaven is ablaze, she almost for-
ts the presence of the man by her side, until
is voice makes her start.

“ You must know what I want to say,” he
begins, abruptly. “‘l have made no secret to
you or any one clse of the fact that I love you.
I've loved you now for a long time, and [ should
have spoken before, but you have never, until

the past few days, givem me any encouragement.

+« Can you forgive nothing for love’s sake ?*

“ Yes," answers Kate. ‘1 was reatlesa—too I But when you seemed so glad to see me the

restless to stay in-doors.

When did you got | other day, I felt there might be hope for me, and

1 determined to waste time no longer, but to

¢ A fow winutes ago. Are you tired1"—as  tell you at once that I love you and that I want

she turns toward the house—** woun't you iake
a turn here ! The night is—a—very pleasant.”

g'ou to marry me.

VWill you do it, Kate l—may
call you Kate 1"

““For Heuven's sake see if he is dying.””

He rtries to take ber hand as he spesks, but
she draws it awsy, and, to his surprise, bursts
into tears, The poor fellow is confounded—not
knowing that these tears were too near the sur-
face not torise again at the least provoeation;
that those sobs were only checked by a strong
efforta few minutes before. Kate hardly knows
herself why she weeps, except that ihis honest,
simple avowsal, from one to whom she has never
given a throb of regard, touches her with pity
and pain, and a fresh sense of her great desola-
tion, contrasted as itis with the fancy of the
man who so lightly won and lightly lost her.

““Oh, I am so sorrv ! she says, in the midst
of her sobs. ““T have been afraid that you cared
for me, and 1 tried not to encourage you, for it
is a terrible thing to love and—and not be loved
in veturn. 1 did nct mean 1o seem glad the
other day. It wa- very foolish of me. T like
you, but I do not love you; and I can never
think of marrying you. But [ would rather
kill myself than bring trouble on any one by my
fault—especially on any one who likes me a
great deal better than I deserve to beliked.”

¢ Nobody could like you better than you de-
serve to be liked,” says Mr. Proctor. ¢ There's
oo need for you to blame yourself. As I told
¥ou, you've never given me auny encouragement,
and as for your heing glad to see me the other
day—well, that did me good, even if you didn't
mean anything by it. But won’t you think of
marrying me ¥’ he goes on, in a persnasive tone.
* 1 love vou dearly, and | would try to make you
happy—"

*“1 am sure yon would be all that is kind,”
Ku«te interrupts, *“ but please dou't say anything
more aboutit. I can never think of it—never
possibly 17

This is spoken with so much decision that a
pang of jealousy stirs in Mr. Proctor’s breast.
He thinks of Vaughu—aof Tarleton. Une of them
is of necessity his rivai—since a rival must be in
the question when a woman, without apparent
cause, refuses such an offer as Ais.

*“1 know,” he says, “that | have not the ad-
vantages that some men have. [ can’t pay com-

shments and things of that kind which women
ike—at least people say they like—but I shounld
be glad and proud if vou would marry me to-
morrow, and that is more thau others. who like
so well to flirt, would probably say.”

Kate's tears diy at this, asif 4 tire had scorch-
ed them. 8o even bere it meets her—the hu-
miliating truth | Even this man's obtuse glance
has seen how lightly she has been held, how
carclessly trifled with ! There is but one step
from cowpassion to anger, and that step she
takes.

**Does a man slways prove his love by in-
sults 1" she asks, turuing to him. * But you
will never have an opportunity of saying any-
thing like that—anything so cruel and so un-
provoked~-to me again. | was sorry for you a
minute ago. Now | am not sorry at all. 1t has
been no fault of mine that you have chosen to
fall in love with me. 1 have shown you plainly
that 1 felt nothing more than friendly liking for
you. . But if I ever feel that again, 1 shall have
to forget what you have just said.”

¢ But I meant no harm !—Good Heavens, 1
meant no harm ! ke cries, as she turns to leave
him. ‘* Den't go 1—pray listen tome ! | only
meant—"

“ [t does not matter in the least what you
meant I" she says— pain, pride, and mortitication
mingled in her ususlly sweet voice. ' 1 have
heard enough. My answer can uever be differ-
ent. You had better try and forget me as soon
as possible—that is all I can say.” _

With this cold comfort, she turns and flies to.
ward the rear of the hous, where her entrance
can be made unobserved,




