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demi which it la sad to rememiber. Most people
would think the two thinga incompatible ; but
yon-somahow I tbiuk yonu udrstaud."

Agalu the fair face is turnad up to hlm witb
an expression of trust. Somtbing stirs atà
Fenwick's heart. la it bis fate wb ch lias lu
the dark dapthri of those eyas t Wiil the baudà
uow rastiugso near bis heart hold that beart lu
its grssp for good or il] t The instinct arnbodied
lu these questions comas to hlma like sa Aah-yet
hae is sufficistly master of hime3lf to answer:
qietly :

16I1arn ver>' sure that I understaud. You1
lika pleasre-avery eue of yonr tamparamaut1
must 1k. lt-but your beart la noue the laus
true as steel."

Il Don't 1"esite asys, witb s littia gasp.
Evarytbing seama to stabliebr with a racolaection.1
It was Tariaton who uttared thosa words hast,
sud shle lad auswarad, I can lie as bard asà
steel, too, if au>' oua deceives me" Ha had1
dacived ber-deceived bier lu a mauner that
no womau cmn forgt or forgive-aud yet selle 
waak enougli to remambar sud ragtet hlm I Ai
wsve of self-contempt comas over baer. Fanwick1
le almoat startltd b>' the change in bier toue, as
sh. goes onu:

-I Pardon ma-but that was said last b>' a
person I wonld rather not ramember. Wby le
t that oe cannot forgat wben oua desires witb

aII on's heart to do 8n l" esle crias. Il It seama «
so waak, se wratchad, not to be ablla to coutroi
on's self."

etAre you nat iearining how difficult it la 1"i
ha askm. I"Vu one't know what s figlit yon
hava autered upon. As for forgetting-I lia-
liava I said not lon g ago that it la necesuar>' lu
life ; but I ma>' add that coostaucy' is ver>'i
beautiful sud noble, as WIlI as ver>' rare."

"lBut not constancy wbeu avar>' impulse of1
pride sud dut>' asys forget. Thuatle weakness,i
ta it not 1"1

III hardI>' think se. Victer>' doas not comae
lu s day to the braveat soldir." Thay bava
reachad MiessBrooke's door by this tima, sud asj
hae opeus it sud the>' enter the lightad bal, lha
pauses, sud takas. ber baud. "lCourage !" ha
smye, with a smile. "lIf you, ara fighting lu s
good cause, yon wili wiu forgetfulness after a
whila. Tbauk you for baviug spokan to me so
frey-and good-nigt."

CHAPTER XXXI.
"And- wbat arn 1 te you 1IÀÂ teadv hand

To hold, a tsadfaat heart to trust wthal;
MereIy a man who loves yon, sud vIii stand

B>' you, wbate'er befal."
Mies Brooke sees a dacided change ilulber

nephew sfter thia ight. Ha entera into sodiet>'
as ha lias not doua since bis wlf's daatb ; sud
instead of laaviug Rate almoat autirel>' to baer
numerens cavaliers, hae daims a fair-some of
tham thluk an untair-abara of baer time sud
attention. People ami', sud 8as>'te oua anothar
that the matrimonial plan nia>' li regarded as
an accounphlied fact. Ce-rtainl>' Miss Brooke
bas aver>' reason to lie w.ll pleased witb the
rasuit of lier achare-sud aba la visa enougli
net to diaturl i t. Sha makes9 no opportunities
te, tbrow Rateansd Fenwick toetbr-iudeed,
sncb manoeuvriug la unnnacesasry, aluce, living
lu thesa bouse, the>' ca sea as much of eacb
other as the>' like.

As the days go ou, thair intimscy -the frauk,
pleasant camaraderie betwean tbam-grows
steadil>'. This is net ramarkable, ince ne eue
conid lie tbrowu famfiari>' with Rate witbont
feeling ber charm-tlte cbarm of s buoyaut,
suno>', thoroughl>' unelfiali nature-sud Feu.
wick ia eue of the rare charactars that appear to
moat advantaga under their own roof, sud b>'
their ewn hesrtbatoue. Il If eva-r twe people
ware made- for escli other, thesa ara the twe t"
Miss Brooke thinka, watching thamwlthb le-
ulguant t iafatet ton.

The f-iid of thi., agreeable tate of affaira cornes
unexpectedi> tt, Rata. Strauge sa it ma>' appear,
elle la thtioîàl %-îwsonwho bas flot seauwhat 18
imminent; stitibere ila a tîtuet diguit>' about
baer whichbuba kept au youa from euightauiug
bier, The surprise, tileLfore, uiglit ai meat ie
dascribed as a sboik-sîîd it occurs in this man-
Der.

It hbbcaîne éfst ablîshed tliug that Feu-
wick sud herelf biîall rida ever>' day, sud at the
cloe of one of thosa Italisu-lika days, wbicli
coma ofteu lu a Seubherti wintar, tha>' drsw lu
their horsas9 fromn a canttr, on a point wbicb
commanda a viaw of the cit>', wrapiped lu glori-
fied mist, as the suni sets a it slin at sky be-
yond it. Rat'. cheaka are like roses, sud liar

IlArn Il How good of you to sa> so ! But"
-sbe shakos ber head -II you sre mistakan.
People lika me ; but wiuuing bearto is suothar
tbing. I conld count ou the flugu-ra of one baud
ail that I posseas."

IlCount tham, then," lie says, looking
amused.

IlWeli, tbere are the dear people at Fairfields
-but I suppose 1 ougbt not to count them.
The b ave knowu me so long, sud one is obliged

to eik people that one lsa sseociated with."
"la that ail you kuow of it? The reverse of

the proposition is oftener true than not. Count
the dear people al; Fairfielda b>' aIl measa.
Their testimon>' to your engaging qualities is
wortb tbst of man>' straugers. "

IlBut yon kuow tbem ahi, at least you bave
heard their names oftau enougli-ncle sud
Will sud Sopli>'and Janet sud the cbiidren,
sud I suppose Aunt Margaret. Then there 18
Mr. Proctor, sud Miss Brooke-that is al."

"lAre you sure it la ail 1"
He speaks an significantly that bier cbeek

seemasnddeuly to bave borrowed a crimison
fush fron thte sunset. Her thouglits fiy to
Tarleton. "lWbo aIse should there be V' she
ssks lu s low voice.

"4Myseif," be answers. "Do you not know
it 1"-a8 she -starta. I faucied you must. 1
bave not tried to bide it from you. Wby should
1, wheu tbe firat wisb I bave ou earth la to wiu
your beart 1"

" But I bave no heart to be won 1" she cries
lu disma>'. O Mr. Fenwick, bow could you
think of sncb a tbiug, wben you knew-wben
you muet bave kuown-"

"lTbat you are attached to anatber man," lie
says, as sba pauses. "Yes, I know-aud,
oddly enongli, it is that wbicb bas made mie
thiuk of you, bas interastad me iu you, sud led
nme to love you. If you bad not beau under
thia loud wben you first came, I sbhouid not
have regarded you. But yonr chearfualuesa in
snffarng, your resohute effort to baulali de-
spondency, your dasire to forget, sud your cou.
stane>' lu spite of that desire-these thinga
tauglit me to know you. And' -bis voice takas s
very tender cadence here-" conld su>' oua
kuow yon sud not love you, lionu>' Kate V"

"11Oh, pray, pra>' don't talk 8o t" cries Kata,
touched, overcome, melted, airnoat to the point
of tears. 1"«You maka me feel a wretch 1!" abe
says. "'How conld 1 possibly foresee-wbat
will Miss Brooke tbink of me 1"

41Dou't distreas yourself 1" says Feuwick.
"I bad no ides of startliug you. Let us dis-

cus it quietly, like a rair of reasouable frieuda,
for we are thxzt under ail circumatances. [n tbe
frat place, you must kuow that 1 heard of your
attactumeut as.soou as you came, sud, as 1 bave
already ssid, it waked my sympatby sud inter-
est for you. I bave aiso seau you struggia to
overcome it. Muet I understaud by wbat you
bave juat said that you have not succeaded in.
this?op

Thara lsa aminute'. silence-a minuta lu
whicb Rate looks in troublad sileuce before ber.
Than she sas abruptl>', "One must tell the
truth at an>' cot. You caunot despise me more
than I.desisewmyseîf, but-but I bave not suc-
ceeded. o bat I wil," she says, claspiug
ber bande together, I caunot forget. As you
bave sean, I have muade a fi ghlt, but wbat is tbe
use of itt If I fiud a faded fiower that bringa
back the past, I arn as mucli a fool as evar."

" Don't call yourself opprobrious narnes,"
sas Feuwick. " At least you are candor sud
loyalty parsouified. But if you sbould tbrow
away ail yuur faded flowers-wbatthen 1"

IlTheunI should bave memory ieft," abesasys
in s iow toue. Il But i don't eucoura,,e it, ln-
dead I do't t" aba cries earuestly, answering an
expression tîtat cornes into bis face. "lIf you
could know how 1 have triad-"

"I4 1kuow, " ha asys, gantly, as abe pausas.
4I 1 uderar.and thoronghiy ; sud 1 oui>' ask
this: will you not try a lttie harder, for my
sake?1 Can y.,u not forget the past of which
you speak, aufficienthy to endeavor to love me?
1 will giva you tinte -I1 wil spare uo effo t-
Rate, wiil you not try V'

IlOh, bow canti 1"sasys Rate. "lNo--I like
you too well to give you faise hope-it is impos-
sible. If you knew how weak, bow fooliali I
amn, you wouild uot-ask it."

"11Leave tbat to me. I do ask it, lu spite of
aIl that >'ou caun as of yoursalf. And, wbat la
more, I will not take an answer uow. You
must wait-as 1 arn williug to do-sud consi.
der. Trust me, forgetfuluess will coma to youl
after a whi."
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her bat, an 1 marvels that there are no lines of
care upon ber face. I make trouble every.
where 1 go! Mr. Fenwick said 1'wait,' but, aho
me, what is the good of waiting l"1

It is witb considerable perturbation that thev
self-convicted culprit takes lier way down-stairs.a
"lMiss Brooke ought to send mue back to Fair-.
fields to-morrow," she says to hierseif, " andi
probably she will?'I

No such intention is legible on Miss Brooke's
face when she glan ces up with a smile, on Kate'sa
entrance into the drawing-room. An elderly,1
bald.headed gentleman who wins Miss L'iw.
rence's gratitude by bis opportune appearance,s
il; talking to bier. He is introducenî as Il myd
old friend, Mr. Thorne," and while lie looks at1
the young girl, Miss Brooke speaks in ber1
usual manner:,

" Herbert teils me that von have had au
cbarming ride, banny Kate. It bas been a de-4
lightful afternoon. I hope yon did not zo so far
that you tired yourself for to-uiglit ? You know
you have an engagement for the theatre." i

I had forgotten it entirely,'' says Kate,1
"but 1 an not tired at al."

She does not add that she feels thorougbly1
indifferent to the dramatie entertajuiment, but
after dinner makes ber toilet ani goes. Fenwicks
does flot accompany them-since another escorts
dlaims Kate-and when they return, lielias nott
yet corne in.1

"Go to bed," says MissaBrooke, toucbuig thec
girl's cbeek caressingly. "'Yoti look a trifie1
pale, I tbink. Good-nigbt."

IlGood-uignt, dear Miss Brooke !" says Kate,1
kissiug lher with a foudness that bas iii it at
great deal of self reproach. " But wilI you nets
corne also 1"1

dNo, I aiî not sleepy. I will it liere andr
read, aud wait for Herbert. He will be in pîre-t
sently."i

Kate quakes to hear this-but what can sher
ssy 1 Miss Brooke bas a riglit to wait for Mr.à
Fenwick, and Mr. Fenwick bas a tight to con-
fide tbe story of lis declaration i o MAss Irookei
-if lie likes to do so. She can prevent neither ;i
s0 sbe goes dejecî.edly to her raoni diimissesi
ber maid as soon as possible, hears Fenivick1
corne in, but does not hear MisW Brooke corne
up.stairQ, and while stili listening for titis1
sound, fails bsppily asleep in the midst of lieri
perplexity.1

-WeIl, it will be ail the same a hundred(
years hence!t

This is the philosophical refiection with1
wbicb Kate fortifies ber soul when the break fast-i
bell rings the next morning, and she prepares
to go down. There will be no Mr. Thorne-de-
lightful in spite of balduess, solemnity sud
generai prosiness-to stand as a friendly sbieldt
between berself and-she does not clearly knowi
what. But tbe unknown is always invested1
witb a peculiar terror, and tbe very fact of hmrt
not knowing adds greatly to ber uneasines.i
Her beart is beating with unusual quickness1
wheu she entera tbe cheerful breakfast-room,%
where Fenwick la rea(lingr items of news fron]1
tbe morniug paper, and Miss Brooke-not at al
alarming ini appearance-is pouring out tbei
coffee, and looking very bandsorne with a be-(
comiug morning cap crowuîng tbe soft puf1's ofi
ber gray hair. She a.niles and nods wben Katei
entera, sud Fenwick lowers bis newspsper to say
goodmorning and hope tbat she feels ijuile1
welI.

She snswers in the affirmative while she slipi
into the chair that Oscar draws back for ber.e
After ail, there la notbing terrible to fe.ir.
How could she fancy that there would be 1 Wiîh
people like the se, the wbeels of life are so well
ouled by courtesy, that no.jar ia to be dreaded.
She applica berself to bier breakfast, and pre.
seutly, when the uewspaper is laid aside, joinsi
in the conversation with a sense of ease and re-
lief.i

Breakfast over, Mr. Fenwick takes bis de-i
parture, but before doing so lie asks Kaite if shei
feels iuciined to ride lu the afteruoon, as bas1
been of late their custom. IlDon't besitate to1
say so, if you don't feel inclined," he adds,1
standing in the door, bat in baud.

He speaksa and look.a in sucb a kindly, not
lover-like fashion, that ail the unconifoýrtable
tbougbts witb wbicb she bas been tormentiug
herseif vanish like magic.

"0Of courso 1 feel inclined," abe answers
quickly. IlIt is sucli a lovely day, too lovely
for anytbing but riding."

"lAt three o'clock, then, the borses will be at
the door. Au revoir."

«IWby do you look so sad V' asks Miss
Brooke, wlien they are seated opposite escb
other. "There is nothing to worry abont.
Herbert told me last niglit wbat be said sud
wbat you answered. I expected both. Men
are so impetuous. If he bad waited a little,
your answer miAh ave been différent. But as
it is, 1 arn satisfied. Now that you know how
much lie loves you, my Kate, will you flot try
to love hlm? Not tbat Ithiuk," she sdds witb
au air of pride, "that any one need try to, love
Herbert. "

"He is thouaand ti mes too good for me,"
says Kate, "and that is wbat makes me feel so
dreadfully! I admire sud like bim with ail my
heart, but-but I don't love bimi O dear Miss
Brooke"-sbe siuks dowu on the carpet and
puts ber bead in Miss Brooke's lap-" don't you
understsnd? It is weak and foolisb of me, I
-know, but 1 can't, I cczs't forget-"

She does not say whomn or what, but her com-
panion understauds her mesuiobg. There is au
instant's pause. Then Miss Brooke says grave-
ly :

-"It can't be possible, Kate, that you still
bave any entanglement witb Frank Tarleton r'

" How can yi3u ask me sucb a thing r' an-
swers Kate. " No-I have noue at ail. I
sbould despise myself if I had. If lie were bere
this minute, I sbould tell him to go away ; but
witb ail this 1 have not beeu able to put him
ont of my beart, and so I was obliged to, tell
Mr. Fenwick that there was no hope for hlm."

" Now listen to me, my dear," says Miss
Brooke. "This is nonsense, and I don't inteud
to let you make yourself miserable, flot to
speak of making Herbert miserable also, for a
bundred Frank Tarletons. Lookiug at the
matter ini every point of view, it is your duty
to forget bim. He is ruiued, to begin witb ; he
la wild. and reckless to a degree that would
make it madnesa in any woman to msrry him,
a gambler, a duelist-"

" I don't tbink ha is quite as bad as al! that,"
interposes Kate ; >1 but I bave no ides of mar-
rying bim-uot the lest. How could 1 have,
wben it is flot me that hie was in love witb, bat
Florida Vauglin 1"

"«Then show your pride sud your courage by
putting out of your mind sud beart a mai who
was neyer worthy to bave entered aither 1"ays
Miss Brooka resolutely. " Kste, you are not
one of the girls who think it necessary to set
thernselves obstinately againat the wisbes of
their friends. You would like to make those
wbo love you-your uncle sud myself, for in-
stanca-happy, would you not 1"

"'Ah, would I not !" cries Kate.
" Then be guided by me in this matter-by

the counsel of oua who miglit le your motber,
my child; and wbo couid bardly love you bet-
ter, if sha was. You may imagine, perbaps,
that 1 amn tbinking of H{erbert altogrether. But
it la not an, I arn not aveu tbinking of him
principally. It is of you that I thiuk-you,
with your youth, your besuty, your impulsive
heart. You ueetl a borne of your owu, s posi-
tion sncb as you would adorn, some oua to rely-
upon who woiuld.be brave snd honest sud teu-.
der -aud these thiugs are not easy to fiud. I
really do not knnw a single man to, wbom I
would williigly trust you, except Herbert."

"He ia everytbiug that a mn need ie, " says.
Kate, "'aid I like hlm, oh 1 very mucli, but-

"«But you fancy you do not love him. My
dear, dIo uot be impatient. You will love bim.
after a whule. If lie is content with- wbat youw
give him now-knowing that it will giîow
greitter as tirne advances-wby t.bould not yoma
bý-? If you have put the past bebind you, what
shoulti you fear ? Da you mean to wreck your
life hy clinglng to the iles of a man yon cs'mnot.
rnsrry tI

Kate looks uap again with haif.atartled, baîf-,
i*wi lered eyes. What caitabesasy ? Wby,.
in led, should she beaitate 1 The puat is loft
irrev'ocably b -hind -if Frauk Tarieton had:
dfed, he could imot be in every sense more dead'
to ber i haun be ii u.,w-wbîlê. she has not oniy-
ber owmt future- to couisider, but also, lier kind,,
ovterbturdenied unele, andtih~e generouq friand
wit, is pleading -ber ua-phiew's cause with so
mut-h tact ttuîd deiicacy.

" You are very, very good," she ssys, witbt
teara in ber ayea. "I shouid he ver>' ungrate-
fui nt; to do a.aeyt1inýj for you-

- Ve wou't talk of gratitude, if you plesse..
AIl 1 ask la that you will be patient with your--
self, that you witt give yourseli tinta to forget,,
sud that yon wviil not refuse Herbert deided>'
if lie shQuld speak to yon agtin. Wili youi

- ------- --


