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CHAPTER XL.

** Not my pain,

My puin waa nothing @ Oh, your poor, poor love,

Your broken love.”

The sun has set —that sun which, between a
single rising and setting, has mark-d the most
eventful hours of oll Kute's life ; which shone
joyously down npon her meeting with Tarleton ;
which rested over her as she stood with Fenwick
in the garden ; which streamed into the drawing-
roam while Raudal told his wmiserable story,
aud sent its last level rays into her eyes when
whe walked mechanically homoward after her
interview with Mr. Ashton. It has been gone
some time, now ; and as she stands at her
~hamber window, looking westward, she sees
enly a pale, yellow wlow remaining to mark
where the gloties of sunset lately burned ; while,
i the street below, loug lines of quivering
Gaups are gleaming threugh the purple dusk.

Sunply to look at her, oue would hardly
tiouk that o blow had fallen upon her which
Lanishes all brightness from her life as abwo.
jutelv ns the sun'’s rays are banished from the
warld.,  She is dsintily dressed—for is uot
Tarleton coming to night, and will she not fain
lock lovely fu his eyes for the last time t—and
shie has fastened at her throat, and in her hair,
the lowem which she remembers that he likes
best, ““One puts flowers on the dead,” she
thinks, while doing this, “‘so it is natural
enough that 1 should wear them, who am to die
te-night.””  Her hair iy carefully coiffed, and
she has even rubbed & faint eolor into her pale
chiceks, But her eyes! It is there one reads
the change which has befallen her, for no effort
of will ean summon back the radiant light
which has given place to inetluble sadness.
There nre no tears in them—the time for tears
has yet to come, when they will flow in most
shundant measure. At present she is like one
stunned iito quictude, yet retaining the keen.
vt consciousness of pain. ‘¢ H I coutd only die,
really die, when 1 have said good-bye to him
to-night 1" she thinks, with wistful gzase fast-
ened on the far sunset, which seems ever like n
winnpse of heaven eopening on this sorrowful
world,

But death comes not to these o whom his
arrow would be welcome, and she knows—she
feels to the depths of her spirit—that many suuns
will rise and set for her, but that, after to-
night, neither by day nor by night will she hear
again the voice amf the step which are like
music to her car.

1 could bear it bettor if I might only take all
the pain,’* she says to herself. ** But he will
be sorry—oh, my love, my dear love, | fear you
will be sorry !—and I can only pray God that
your sorrow may be of short durrtion, and that
you wmay forget me very, very soon. [ am
willing to remember till 1 die, if only you way
forget 1

Dinuer over—and to Kate it has been like a
dream, in which she sees the faces throngh a
mist of preoccupation, and hears the voices asif
they spoke trom afar off—the ladies go iuto the
drawing-room, and then the girl suys to Miss

jrooke :

‘I am expecting Mr. Tarleton presently, and,
if you have no ohjection, I will tell Oscar to show
him into the library.  You will excuse me to

any one who comes in, will you not ¥
“Certainly,” answers Miss Brooke, coldly.
She thinky, as she speaks, that this withdrawal

says not a word, nor does he utter any—but he
takes her into his arms and kisses her many
times.

#* Sweel hands, aweat hair, aweet chaeks,
Sweet eyes, awoet mouth,
Each singly wooed and won.”

‘“ My darling ! my darling?!”’ he saysat last.
“1t was worth going through any suffering for
this ! What can life give me beyoud the hap-
piness of holding you to my heart, and knowing
that you are mine !

“ Are you so fond of me, then 1” she asks,
with a quiver in her voice, as she throws back
her head to look into his face. ** O my dear,
men are fickle—very fickle, every one says—and
you have loved before, you know. Do you not
think you could forget me easily and—and per-
haps love some else again 7"

 Forget you !”' he echnes—surprised by the
question, even though reading it only as a desire
for an assurance of fidelity—*¢¢ It does not become
a man to be too confident. and [-—as you say, 1
have been in love before. But because of that,
1 know with the more certeinty that what I feel
for you is different from what I ever felt for auy

My Darling ! My Darling

So, with thoughts whick are half prayers, she
i still standing, watching the shining stars as
they bloom out one by one, over the wide plain
of the quiet sky, when the dinner bellrings, and
she roes down to meet Miss Brooke and Mr.
Fenwick.

Fortunately, she finds several guests—some
consins of her hosts, who have come to pay a visit,
and whose presence is probably sccepted as a
relief by every one of the trio, who, until te-day,
have stood so little in need of outsiders to atford
cntertainment, or prevent embarrassment,

“ You will not be sorry to have given me <his farewell.”

is in exceedingly bad taste on Kate's part : but
she is 100 proud to remonstrate, and Kate, wha
knows what she is thinking—1s, fer once, indif-
fereut ts her opinion.  What does auything in
the world matter compared to securiug for the
lust time, the very last time, & meeting with
Tarleton undisturbed ?

So she goes, speaks to Oscar, and takes her
way to the library. It is, perhaps, the pretiiest,
and certsinly the pleasantest, room iu all the
luxurions honse, andit

-l

other woman. [ hardly think 1 could have for-
gotten you, even if you had thrown e overand
married Fenwick. | fear I should, all the same,
have carried in my heart to my dying day these
eyes in which | found my fate the first time they
ever looked at me.”

Tbe eyes of which he speaks look at him now
with infinite pain and sorrow—yet, despite this
pain and sorrow, there is a thrill of gladness in
the heart beating so close to hisowan. The grace-
ful head goes down on his shoulder again—she
gives a little gasp.

“1 am sure you think so,’’ she says, “but
you may be mistaken—people are often mistaken
about their own constancy. But you love ws
now !— to-night you love me! Thereis nodoubt
of that.”

““No more doubt than that I shall love you
to-morrow, and all to-morrows beyond,” he an-
swers. *‘ My bonny sweetheart, who does not
love you! Bat I love you best of all—and 1
shall love you ull 1 die, and, God willing, be-
yvond death.”

She shivers a little even in the close warmth
of his emnbrace, for do not these tender words
make still more hard the bitterness before her
“If hearts can ever break, mine will break
now,” she thinks—and then she draws away
from him, and sinks again into the chair from
which she rose at his entrance. He makes no
demur—why should he, when all the future is
before him, to till with the caresses which are
love's language t—but lety her go, and drawing
a chair in front of her only takes into his own

the slender hands which Yie in her lap.

41t is kind of Miss Brooke~-kinder than I
fancied she would be—to let me see you like
this,” he says. * Have you tcld her —have you
given Fenwick the coup de grace ¢

“*Yes, I have told both of them,” she an-
gwers. ‘' Miss Brooke is so Jdisappointed that
she cannot be guite just to wme, and 1 love her
so dearly, and am so sorry to grieve her, that 1
cannot resent anything she does. [ think 1
should be grateful, even if she turned me out of
the homse. As for Mr. Fenwick, he was every-
thing that is kind and generous. He has the
soul of a prinre—no one could be more noble.”

* He has ot only the soul of s prince, but

has vever lookedprettier
or more pieasant than
now, with fire-light flick-
ering over the book-
lived walls and inviting
chairs, while in the
midst of the table, piled
with the latest papers
and magazines, standsa
bronze Minerva, bearing
aloft a light with soft.
ly-tinted shade. Kate
sighs as she sinks into a
large, low chair by the
glowing grate, and looks
uround,  What a haven
of peace it seems '—aml
what # theatre of dis-
quietitiato be! Brave
she is, her heart sinks,
as her spirit quails, from
that which lies before
her.  How can she look
in Tarleton’s eyes and
tell him that she bas
Itledged herself to give
vim up ! Will not her
resolution fail ¥ Will
she not, despite herself,
embrace the happiness
which is offered to hor-—
the happiness for which
her whole nature yearns
——and let chaos come,
if it will, to all the rest
of the world ¢

It is the last struggle in which these questions
are asked. “No, ?nm not so weak .as that,”
the higher part of her soul makes answer. “God
has put this sscrifize before me as a duty, and if
1 fuig to make it, I shall be a coward and a
traitor to my life's end.”

Thus she girds up her armor—none too soon.
A minute later, a peal of the door-bell echoes
through the house, there is a step in the nail
which she would know amid tho tread of an
army, Oscar opens the library door, and Tarle-
ton enters,

She rises at his approach, and surely never did

more tender eyes give greeting to a fover.  She

Is there anything I can do fur you?

the wealth of a prince, besides,”” says Tarlelon.
‘“How happy and how brilliant such a man
could make your life, while I-—do you know I
have felt to-day likea dastard, to come between
you and all that he could give 1"

‘“Ah, how you wrong me by such a thing 1
she says, in a tone of keen pain. ** 1f all that
he could give were multiplied ten times, a huun-
dred times, a million times, it would weigh with
me as loss than nothing against your love. O
remember, pray remember that {*

‘““How can I ever forget it!" hLe answers,
quickly. *‘ What should I deserve if I could for-
got it ¥ DBut this day of oxcitement has been




