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CHAPTER XXXVIIL

@ The offeuder’s sarrow lenda Lt weak relinf
‘To him who beara the stroug offence’s srosa. ™

Despite Fenwick’s generous intercession in
Kate's behalf, it is impoasible for Miss Brooke
to extend anything hke cordial forgiveness to
that culprit. i
person were she uble to do 8o, sinee a woman
cau much soover fargive a wrong done to her.
self than ahe can forgive another woman for re.
jeeting her son, or any man who takes the place
of son in her affection.  Apart from the natura
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resentment, Miss Brooke's disappointment is so
keen that she cannot be patient or reasousble
with Kate. She is w0 fond of the gir] that this
very fonidness turns to bitterness against her.
“ But for ber mad and seltish folly, we might be
so happy ! she thinks—and to surrender all
tha bright dreams of the future which she has
been weaving, costsher no slight pang.

This is very evident to Kate, and pains her
deeply. Tt ia nosuerifiee to put away wealth
and ease tor Tarleton’s sake, but it is very hard
to inflict disappointment on those to whom she
iz 80 much attached, and who have been so kind
snd generous to her.

‘1 cannot remain here--that is very certain,”
she says to herelf, after an interview with Miss
Brooke,which is eonstrained and painful on both
sides. ‘' | must go back to Fairflelds until-—
uutil Frank iz ready to take me.  What will
they all think, | wonder T What will uncle say 1
But, though they may blame me about this, |
know they will be glad to see e, and 10 how
glad { shall be to see thein "

The mere fancy of such a thing lights her faca
up brillinntly, and her month duples into ity
softest smile as she opens bier writing desk and
takes out Janet's last letter. *‘.Janet, at least,
will not be sorry,” she says, with a laugh—for
on one page of her epistle this a2 what Janet
BRYS

“1t is reported in Arlingford--you know how
such things get about on the wings of gossip -
that you are engaged to Mr. Fenwick. Of conrse
1 know that youare not engaged, or you would
have told us of 1t, but 1 can imagine exactly how
matters stand.  He is in love with you, you
like him very much, and Miss Brooke 15 strain-
ing every nerva to make it o mateh.  Well, if
you are certain evough of your own heart to
marry him, do so in Heaven's vawe, and nobody
in the world would be gladder to know that you
are happy thun 1 -but, if you are not certuin of
your heart, O Kate, take care! 1 cunnot help
giving thiy warning, though 1 know that the
right and proper thing to say under the ciream-
stances would be, * Put the past behind you aund

do the best you can with your lite, trusting that |
your heart will come ont all right after a while.’

Acting on this philosophy, multitudes of women
marry men for whom they care littlo or nothing,
aad, as far as ona can judgo, are happy enough.
But I should hate to see you make such » com-
romise. 1 daronot say anything moro—1 fear
bave said too much now. 1 bhope 1 have not
done any harm.
must marry the man who loves you the best "~
but I think that is poor advice.” .
Kate lnughs again, and kisses "the letter as if
it was Janet hersell. ¢ Yoy, 1t is pooradvice, my
doar,” she says. **Oue must marry the man
whom one loves the bost-—as 1 mean to do.”’

Indeed she would be a remarkable |

Madamae de Stael says: * You

It does not taka her long to decide that she
will write to Janet-~Janet, who will anderstandd
and svmpathize, und break the news to the rest
~-und she sits Jown, draws pen and ink toward
her, aud has written the date at the top of her
1age, when the door apens and Susan enters
with a eard.

- pasteboard bears, and her heart rises like mer-
cury exposed to the snn—only to aink, -like the
same substance when visited by a cold blast,
when she looks at it and reads: ‘‘Randsal Law-

{rence.”’

fane, and vovers e T with A blaude

** What can poasibly have brought him here?”
she thinks. ‘" Has he followed Miss Vaughn ?
—or has he come from Mr. Vanghn about that
duel 3" )

The last thought makes her rise to her feet
with alacrity. If that be so, and if there is any
appeal which can move Handal t¢ act as peace-
maker, she is prepared to make such an appeal.
She goes dowun-stairs quickly, enters the draw-
ing-room, and is shaking hands with the voung
j man, who advances to meet her, before she ob-
serve- how strangely haggard he looks. Then she
SAYS

*“ Have you been ill, Randal ! You are not
looking so well as whea I saw you last.”

“ 1 have not been ill,” he answers, **but wer-
ried and harassed—by Jove, Kate, yvou look
well 1"’

¢ So every one tells me,” savs Kate.

Then they sit down, and in the course of the
couversation during the next few minutes—con-
versation which follows the beaten tiack of in-
quiries answered and reciprocated— Kate becomes
aware of a change in Randal, at once more sub-
tle and more deep than the change in his appear-
ance.  What are the signs of it she can hardly
tell farther than that the air of self-assertion and
the condesceuding patronage against which she
! has often rebelled are conspicnously absent, and
! there ig an effort underlying his manner, a wan-
dering of his attentiou, both of which strike her
forcibly. What can it mean ! While she is usk-
ing herself this question, her cousin leaves the
commonplaces which they have been talking,
and says,” nbruptly :

“*You must be surprised to see me, Kate.
Don’t you wonder what has brought me here ¥’

1 was just wondering,” answered Kate, with
her nccustomed frankness, *‘for | know, of
course, that you did not come to see me.”

“ There you are mistaken,” he says. ** 1 came
for no other reason than to see you. I have not
seen any one else—1 shall not ses any one else.
If you cannot heip me, Kate, there is no help
for me on enrth.”

“* What do you want me to do for you I”” she
asks, startled and amazed.  ‘That Raundall, the
sublimely patronizing msn of’tlm world,'shonld
appeal to her for aid of any kind seems incred-
ible and absurd.  Again she thinks of Miss
Vaughn. It must be it can only be-—that he
wishes her to plead his cause with that hard-
| hoarted syren ; and yet how strangely unlike
. Randal is such a desire.

While she considers this, and reflests how she
. can best express hor conviction of the uselessness
! of anything of the kind, Randal rises and walks
to one of the windows, then turns and comes
back -—his face paler than it _has been, his eyes
full of nn expreasion which Kate has never seen
in them before. A sense that something terrible

|
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Kate has no doubt whose name that bit of
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love-trouble —comes over the yirl. She rises
quickly, und lays her hand on his arm.

“Tell ma what is the matter, ' she gays. ** |
will do anything that T can for you—surely you
know that.”

*“ But you don't know what it is that 1 have
come to ask of you!" he savs. ¢ You can't
imagine what | have to tell you. Kate, you
know how high we Luwrences have always held
our hieady, you know how proud my father ia of
hig stainless name. Well, it will not be stain-.
less much longer! Unless 1 can raise twalve
thousend doliars within three days, | am reined
and disgraced.”

‘“ Randal 1"

Kate can say no more—but her face adds
everything which is to be added, as the dilated
eyes gaze at him with incredulous horror.

““ Yes,"” her cousin gnes on recklessly, ““and
the disgrace will fall on those who sre innocent,
while the person who should suff:r is the woman
who threw my heart away as you might throw
away a worn-out glove. [ knew that she would
never marry any but a rich man, and | was de.
termined to win riches in order to win her, so |
have been speculating deeply with money which
! had no right to touch-—until this is the end.”

He sinks into a chair, and covers his face with
his hands, while Kate stands beside him as if
transfixed.  What can she say ! She can hardly
realize that she is not in a dreadful uightmare,
from which she will wake toery @ * Thank God,
it was a dream.” Bat it is nodream. Thesun-
light streams into the room, the motes dance up
and down in it, the clock ticks with painful dis-
tinctness, she feels her pulses beating with a
sickening rueh, she sees Randal lift his face—
and she kuows that it is true.

** Why don’t you say something ¥’ he asks,
sharply. *“ Don't von understand—I never meant
to do it. Have vou no pity for the most wretched
man on earth ¥

*1 am thinking of one who will be more
wretched when he hears this,” she says,
slowly.  ““ ) my uncle, my dear, dear uncle !

She lifts her arms, as if in appeal against
the bitterness of fate, then lays them on the
lew mantel, ansl buries her face upon them.

A minute passes in silence. It seems an age
to Randal, whor this silent reproach cuts more
keenly than any spoken wards could do, and at
last he rises and walks upto her.

1 don't ask anything of vou for my sake,
Kate,"" he says. **1 know vou have never cared

to care forme—hut for my father's sake will vou
helpme 77

She raises her face—almost as pale now as his
own-—and looks at him with steady, tesrless
eyes.

“ For his sake-—to spare him this terrible
blow, this great anguish—there is nothing under
heaven that | would not do,” she says: ‘“ but,
in all the wide world, who is there more power-
less to help you than 1! You say you must
have money, and | have not a dollar which is
not given to me.”

“ But there are those who would give if you
asked,” he says hosrsely. *‘ I have heard that
you were engaged to Fenwick. Sureiy he—-"

She stops him by a gesture, and her fuace grows

een counting.

* I am not eugaged to Mr. Fenwick,” she
says, ‘‘ and | never shall be. There is nobody
—nobedy in the world—of whom I fould net
sooner ask such a favor as this, than of him.”

Silence agrin—a silonce of blank, utter disap-
pointment on one side, of keenest sutlering on
the other.
with vivid distinctneas every featurs of a land-
scape, 80 Kate soes clearly the position in which
i she stands. On her-—on her alone—rests the
"hope of shielding those whom she loves most

waler still, for she sees now ou what hope he has |

{

i often of Mr.
for me—1 know you have never had any reason :

has bofallen himn—something far worse than any [ dearly from this dark cloud of ruin and disgrace.

If she had yesterday spoken the words which
would have made ber Fenwick’s promised wife,
she could now go te him with implicit confidence

! in his generosivy, and say, ** Do this for me "—

After Randul’s departure she goes to her room and
puts ¢n her hat.

but siuce she did not speak those words, since,
iostead, she is pledged to marry a man as pow-
erless as herselt to help others, what remains for
her to do?

“ Let me think,” she says, in s stifled voice.
“Let me think ! That of which you speak, is
impossible ; but if there is any way—any way
which is honarubls, no matter what saffering it
r;my cost—to serve you, and to spare them, I will
do 1t

*“ Whatever is done, must be done guickly to
be of service,” he says. *‘ Mr. Elliott has been
in the West Indies for some time, but he will
be back in three dave, and then—"

No peed to say what then. Kate has heard
Eiliott —the distant cousin who
took Randal into his business house—of how

. sternly just, how intlexibly upright, heis. To

1

As a flash of lightring brings out:

hase a single hope on him would be folly—this

' she koowy, even if Ruudal’s face did not express

as much. Everything is dark before ber, yet her
nerves are strung like steel with the realization
that all depends on her. She thinks of Fairfields,
of the simple, generous lives led therein—af her
uncle, of Will, of the girls—and she cries to
Heaven in the depths of her soul that she will
count no sacrifice, flinch from no suffering, to
spare them.

But where does the road to serve them lie ?
Ske turns and walks down the long, rich room,
with her hands clasped so tightly that the fingers
leave their prints on the soft, white flesh, while

© You have a right to make your own terms. ™

she asksagain, and yet again, ** How i3 it to be
done 1"’

Such agonized questions are often asked, to
whick no answer cormes—but an answer does
come here. Suddenly Kate stops, like one thrill.
ed by the shock of a suddeun thought, and gazes
at nothing more remarksble than a low, deep,
easy chair. But this ohair, though empty now,
is filled witha visiooary presence. Inimagina-
tion she sees Mr. Ashton in it, as she saw him
last night, and her heart almost stands still, as
she says to herself, ** 1 will go to him 1”

Randal, who remains motionless where she
luft him, is fairly startled by her face when she




