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CHAPTER XLITL.

CPirad out we are, my heart aad I,
Kuppoans the world brought dindems
Tutempt un, crusted with Invse gems

Of powers and plensares? Leolittry.
We scarcely oara to look at even
A pretty ohili, or (Jod's blue heaven,
Wa (vel so tired, my heartand 1."

It is decided that the Ashtons are to leave
Rome immedintely after
very sorry for the decision. She thinks with
a shudder of the glittering brilliancy of Paris,
of the stately magnificence of london, as she
waw it under the sun of an English June, and
even of the deop blue lukes and snowy peaks of
sSwitzerland ; but she loves the sombre and
sacred glory of Rome, as all sorrowful hearts do
Yove it. Over the threshold of almost every
chureh within its limits her feet have passed,
betore almost every shrine she has prayed for
peace and patience ; and in the dusky shadowe
of 1mnemorial arches, before altars where faith
has made 1ts horoe for centuries, she has gained
all that she asked.  In the struggle which hag
dratbed the blood away from her cheeks **to
geeaten the poor heart,” and wasted her to &
irail shadow of the joyous girl who was the sun-
shitne of Fairfields, mere natursl sweetuess of
character hus given place to the higher charm
and wore tender grace which are the fruits of
combat and the crown of victory.

Hoiy \Week has come, and, as usual, the num-
ber of strangers in Kome begins to iucrease,
Ka'e feeln little interest in this incresse—for
who, she thinks, can arrive that she cares to
see b—until one day she comes out of one of the
churches to find Mry. Ashion’s carriage waitiog
far her, and in the carriage, beside Mrs Ashton,
a familiar and deatly-loved face. For a mo-
went the girl stands incredulous, then she
springs forward, snd throws her arms around
Miss Brooke.

* (3h, iy it indeed you, my dear, dear friend 1”

she cries. ** How happy it makes me to see
you 1"
" And me tosee you, my Kate, my bonny
Kate,” says the elder Indy. ‘1 could not bear
to be inignorance about yvou any longer—1 felt
that I must come to aee you. Let me look at
vou! Why, wy child, my child, what has
come over youl! You told me”’ (to Mrs.
Anhton) *“ that she was changed, but 1 did not
think--*"

*“That 1 could be changed so much "' asks
Kate, a8 ghe pauses. ‘* Ahb, never mind about
that--what does a little Hesh more or less
matter! You are not changed, you are as lovely
asever: and am su glad, so glad, so glad to
see you !

gee

Faster, and Kate is -

very good, it is to have a fragment of her own
Id world with her ouee more.,
*“ You must come with me to my hotel, Kate,"
she says, after they have exhausted the common.
i places into which people naturally fall on meet-
ing after loug absence, “* 1 cannot let you out
of my hands. | must see you and tslk to you
“with u comfortable sense of possessing yoar so-
ciety without fear of interruption.”

1

1

“Do you think my heart is broken 1’ says
Kate. 1 do not, 1 only think it ia tired—
vety tired—and homesick, as I said. Doun’t
think that any one has been unkind to me. Mr.
and Mrs. Ashton have both done all they could
for my pleagure—and [ often feel that | am very
ungrateful not to be pleased. Indeed | have
tliile:l' to be ; but | am tired—just tired—that is
ali,

Her voice drops with a pathetic cadence
which goes straight to her listener’s heart—as,
indeed, Kate's tones had a trick of going to all ¢
hearta—and her head sinks on the knee beside
her,  *“ It isso pleasant to be with you again 1"
ghe repeats, with a long, soft sigh.

Miss Brooke cannot control her voice for
several minutes; but Kate is quite content with
the silence, quite content to sit notionless, with
# tender hand upon her head, and drink in rest
as one drinks wine. Presensly, however, the

; the hody.

elderly lady speaks.

bound to stay with Mr. Ashton unless he
chooses voluntarily to send me away.”

“You ary bound to stay with Mr. Ashton!”
repeats Miss Brooke. ‘“ Why are you bound ?
For heaven's sake, hus he bought you, body and
soul r'*

‘“ Something like it,” answers Kate, guietly.

. ““He has bought me—never mind how or why

—not in the soul, thank God, but certainly in
It is hut a poor shell to be csteemed

i worth buying, is it not "’ she says, holding up

one thin hand which the light shines through.
“But every one to his taste, and, as 1 said
before, | am beund to stay with him as loug as
he chooses to keep me. So, you see, I cau no
more think of going home than I can think of
gring to heaven.”

“But this cannot be!” says Miss Brooke,
passionately ; and then a sense of iliscretion
comes over her, and she stops. Why waste
words on Kate if it is true that the girl is in
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“Of zourse | will come with you,” says Kate.
*‘1n fact, I fear you will not he able to shake
me off when you wish to do so. 1 shall proba-
bly haunt you as long as ycu are in Reme—or
we are.”

*““You are thinking of leaving Rome soon,
then 1" says Miss Brooke to Mrs. Ashton.

““ Next week,'’ the latter auswers.

“ You will return to America ¥’

“(Oh, uo' (with a slight shrug).
Mr. Ashton nor myself have any desire to return
to America.  Wego to Paris.”

Janet meete

Nodaubt of the gladuess, for her fac: is sal-
most transfigured by it, her eyes shine, her lips
smile, into her pale cheeks a faint color rises.
Mra. Aghton regards her with surprise, and says
10 hereell, ** If Miss Brooke thinks hor changed
now, what will she think when she sees her look
As she does usually 7”°

Mias Brooke, meanwhile, is recognizing more
and more the alterations in the face nnd figure
before her, and they fill her with s consterna-
tion which she finds it hard to disssmble. Can
this be Kate, the Kate she fouud at Fairfields,
the Kate who left her to go away with the Ash.
tons? She cap hardly credit such a transfor-
mation ; and she foels like turning fiercely to
the woman beside her, and saying, * What
have you done to her? How wretched have
ylou made her life that she should look like
this 1"

That such @ charge would be unjust, we
know ; but Miss Brooke doos nol know it, and
her heart burns within hor as she gazes at the
girl, whn 10uks ut her and feels how good, how

the post bay

No more is said on the subject, and soon after
Mrs. Ashton sets Miss Brooke and Kate down
at the hotel of the former, promises to send the
carringe at ten o'clock, bows, smiles and rolls
AWAY.

" Oh, how like old times this is!” Kate says,

when she finds herself in the ni»artmant.s of her
friend, when her hat has been laid nside, when
she has placed hersell on s low seat by Miss
Brooke's chair, and when she feels the familiar
touch of that lady's hand, as it passes carossing-
ly over her hair. ‘Do you mind il I ery s
littlo v she goes on, with & quivering voice.
“1{is pot because 1 am sad, or sorry, or--or
anything except that 1 am like a homesick
.child, and it is so good to Dbe with you once
more ! .

“My darling, wmy poor darling, my. bonny
Kate," says Miss Brooke, with a seb which she
doos uot attempt to restrain, ‘it breaks my
henrt to look at you! What have they done to
you -y child, what have thoy done to you to
break your heart like thist”

Neither :

©« Do you want to hear what ir was ¥

“ Kate,” che says, ‘‘ this life is killing you—
do you know that?! Itis simply killing vou,
and, unless you wish to die, you must end it.
I do not understand-—1 have never understood
why you cast your life with the Ashtons; but I
think that you must recognize now that the
the experiment has been an unfortunate one. 1
have never in my life been so shocked by any
one’s uppearance as by yours. You are shadowy
as & spirit, and Mrs. Ashron tells me that both
her husband and herself are seriously alarmed
by your want of strength. What must the state
be which even they perceive! 1 spaak to you
plainly, because you must understand that this
is no matter for tritling. Your malady is plainly
more of the mind than of the body ; but mal.
adies of the mind can kill, and 1 do neot believe
that you will recover unless you come to meand
let us together sail next week for home."

The girl looks up with a smile as sad as it i3
grateful. ‘“Time makes no change in you,”
she says, ‘‘ You areas kind as you ever have

been, and 1 like, oh, I like very much to hear
you say such things, because they prove that

you love me still ; but, dear friend, it cannot:|
be. If1 die, 1 die—that does not matter at all.

But it matters to keop one's faith, and I am -

some manner hound 1o abide hy Mr, Ashton's
decision ¥ Miss Brooke fecls within herself the
courage necessary to heard that lion in his den,
and she determines that she will do so, while
deciding to say no more to Kate about the mat-
ter. So silence falls again, and it is Kate who
breaks it next.

“1am ashamed to think that 1 have not yet
asked about Mr. Fenwick,’ she says. ¢ | hope
he is well. s he not with you 7

*“No,” answers Miss Prooke, with some re-
luctance. **He could not come with me—at
least not conveniently, He is~-he is engaged
to be married.”

“Indeed ! says Kate. She starts; and, if
the words s1ab her, it is not in any manner
that Miss Breocke can understand.  Through

her mind there tlashes like lightning the
thought: **If he, why vot another?” Bat,

after ap instant's pause, she goes on quietly:
““That is certainly news, and if he is happy, 1
am very glad. Is ke engaged to any one whom

1 know ?—and are vou pleased, dear Miss
Brooke °

’* My Kate! iy Kate! will you come to me now ?'°

“I am as pleased as I' could expectvto be
uu_der th_e circumstances,"” replies Miss Brooke,
enigmatically. ¢ No; he 1s not engaged to




