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The afternoon is at its highest tide of mellow
brightness, when the party of equestrinns ride
out of the gate of Fairfieldy, several hours later.
Kate, as usanl, is mounted ou Mignou, and Tar-
leton, as usual, rides by her wide; hut Mr.
I,iwrence in on the other side, and there is no
opportunity for private convemation, if either
wiro minded that way. In truth, however,
they are not. 1t isenough for them, at present,
to be together; enough to talk lightly and
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“ You'll only ke thisgaunpliasant.”

eayly of indifferent thiugs, to breathe the soft
air, to canter side by side over the smooth road,
which winds like & yellow ribbon by the banks
of the river.

Southdale is only six miles distant ; and six
wiles, with good harses, count for little, The way
hax seemed very short to Kate, wheu Tarleton

Curiosity, more than any ueed to rest, make
the girls accept thizinvitation. They enter the
room indieated, and look round. Since Tarle-
ton's boyhood, Southdale has been ronted —first
by his guardian, then by himself; consequently,
very little of the furnitare is by this time in a
condition to be used ; but all that the ravages of
carcless tenants have spared iz gathered hers. It
is_ quaintly old-fashioned. Mahogany tables
with eluborately-carved legs, straight-backed
chairs covered with faded red damask, a high
book .case, and a small piauo with the yellowest
of keys, which seems listening to itself with
amazement, as it gives forth a rattling waltz
nuder Janet's fingers,

“Dear me!” she says, pausing in this per-
formunce, *“I thought we were old-fashicned at
Fairfields ; but this looks fairly antediluvian.
These househiold belongings must surely date
back to Prank’s great-grandfather,”’

** Very likely they do,'" says Sophy ; “* but it
is respectable to be uld-fashioned. 1 wish
Frapk would marry an heiress, and fit up the
place mnicely. He would make a charming
neighbour,* ’

* He would have to go elsewhere to lnok for
the heiress,”” says Junet, returning to her jang-
ling musie.

““Ob, Janet, spare our ears!” cries Kate,
*“You are torturing us and breaking that old
riuuo’s heart with your new-fangled melodies.

wmn sure it has not Leard anvthing later than
‘Auld Robin Gray."”

** It is asthmatic enough to have been a con-
temporary of his,”’ says Janet, rising.

Then Kate sits down, and, touching gently
the keys over which fingers now dust have lin-
gersd, begins to siug.  The piano has probably
heard such tones hefore, for there i3 a strain of
hall-forgotten melody in its cracked notes, as
her sweet, sympathetic voice rises in some
tender old words ¢

* Haow Lrightly Yloomed the gav gren birk,

How !air the Lawthorn's blassomn,

As. undernesti: ite Gagrant abade,
I cinsped har to my bosom,

The golden Lours, og angel-wings.
Flew v'er me and my desiin;

For dear to me ns iight and iife
Was wy sweat Highland Mary.”

she i3 singing, when Tarleten returns and
{:nn.-urs in the door to listen. By a motion he
ids Sopby and Japst be silent; but Kate,

o

atoops from his saddle to open the gate which
leads into the grounds,

“1 don’t know whether you have been here
lately,” he saysto Mr. Lawrence. ** 1f not, you
will find the place much gone down. The last
tenant abused it shamefully."

Gone down and neglected though it may be,
Southdale is still au attractive place. The
hinase has no architectural pretensious, aud, in
fact, very little unity ot design ; for wings,
pazzns and bay-windows have been added to the
original edifice, until the whole spreads over a
considernhle apace ; but it is not unpicturesque,
and would evidently prove most comfortable.

“Too pleasaut a place to give up, Frank,”
says Mr. Lawrence, as they approach the front
of the buiiding.  * Sell the race-horses, by all
means, if by so doing yon can keep this.”

“] have quite made up my mind to that,”
Tarloton replics, ay, having dismounted, he
turns to lift Kate trom her saddle.

“ How familiar everything looks says
Sophy, why, tegether with Wilmer, comes up
al a canter. ‘*Ob, Frank, what a charming
pluce you could make it ngnin 1"’

* Yos, with plenty of money,” answors Tar-
loton.  Ho crosses the pinzze as ho spoaks, and
opens a pair of Venctinu blinds.  *“ This is the
only habitable room,” ke says. * Will you
ladios como in and rest, while we go down to
the stable and have the horsca brought out 1

He ebedicntly hoids up his hat.

glancing into a mirror, sers his face reflected,
and stops, with a laugh. ’

* There ' she says,
kuows that.”

1 think the piano

Tlhe expression of hix eyes mnkes her lashes droop

“1 am sure it knoews it,"" he says, coming
forward. ** It was one of my mother’s favourite
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sougs. | have not heard it sinco she sang it.”
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1 haven't seen a vicious trick in him.”

““ Was it one of your mother's songs '’ asks

Kate. ‘‘[It seems strange that it should have
oceurred to me; but 1 am very fond of old
ballads.”

“Then go on and finish that.”

She shakes her head. * I think itis best to
leave the lovers with the golden hours under
the hawthorn’s blossom. The last verses al-
ways maeke me want to cry. Why is it that
some words have such power to touch one's
heart 7

“ Because the heart from which they came was
touched, | suppose. Ahl, welll to none of us do
such golden honrs come often. But | have had
some of them lately.”

Lawrence. ““I've been with him six months,
and I haven't seen a vicious trick in him.”

“ Thoroughbreds are rarely vicious.” says
that gentleman.—*¢ Well, Frapk, he is magni.
ficent.”’

** And his performances are magnificent, too,”
says Tarleton.

‘¢ Since you think of selling him, what do you
ask for him 1" inquires Wilmer.

““ Ten thousand dollars.”

““Jt seems an immense sum for one horse,”
says Sophy, in ar awe-struck tone.

“ Not for a horse like this,” says Will, walk-
ing around and about, and regarding him from
every voint of view.

“ Hers is Milton, who will take charge of thew.”

He looks at her 2s he speaks, and the expros.
sion of his eyes makes her lashes droop, and the
colour flicker more brightly into her cheeks—
checks that never huny out suech a flag under all
the enamored Mr, Proctor's gazes. There is
an instant’s pause. Sophy and Janet have
stepped ta the plazza outside ; the soft sunshine
elauts into the room, touches the yellow keys of
the piano, and gleams on the surfaze of the old-
fashioued wirror, which hangs against the wall
in & tarnished frame of black and gold. Mauy
such scenes bas the old mirror held in its depths
and smiled over, but never one which surpassed
in meaning that which is here.  Their pulses
are beating to one accord ; the moment, as it
passes, is fraught with the cuimination of all
that they have been feeling for many days ; but
uo iustinct warns them that it is one of the cri.
tical opportunities of which life is full.  Should
Tarleton speak rnoir, the tuture may be all in
his vwn hand ; but he does not speak. Scarce
ten puces distant, half 8 dozen people are talk-
ing eagerly : any instant au interruption wmay
oceur : so, the minute, with ail its possibilities,
slips from his grasp. Some ove calls.  Kate,
with a start, takes her gloves from the piane,
aul, saying simply, ‘*We have eertainly had
some very pleasant hours,” moves away.

He follows her to the piazza, where the rest of
the party are assembled.

On the turf in front, several horses, held by
their resvective grooms, are undergoing inspec-
tion. Thoy all have the clean limbs, the fine
skins, the beautiful heads, of racers; but on
one, in os]wcix\l. the attention of the group is
centred.  This is Cavalier, famous for his vic-
tories on many fields. It is impossible to look
at him without recalling those telling lines of
Whyte Melvil'e’s which Janet has just quoted :

** A head like o anake, and a skin 1ike n mouse,

At eye like a woman, bright, geutle and dbrown,

With loins and a back that could carry a house,
And quarters to lift him right over s town.”

How shall one by no means deeply versed in
equine knowledge, speak of his points! Yet,
even to the inexperienced eye, his great powers
are ovident. In colour he is a rich, dark chest-
nut, and the oblique shoulders and depth of
girth, together with the breadth and wmuscular
development of his loins and quarters, indicate
both speed and ondurance ; while nothing ecan
surpass in’ beauty the gracefol veck and deer-
shaped head.

The greom who holds him is answering
various questions.

 Yes, sir; gontle as can be,” he says to Mr.

* Meanwhile, you must not forget my pet,
says Tarleton, walking up to another animal—a
beautiful dark-brewn filly, shaded almost to
black. *“She has her reputation yet to make,
but I have the highest hopes of her. Her trainer
says that he has never known a horse put forth
greatr power on her trials.”’

¢} have been observing her,” says Will
“ She is a splendid creaturv-—and pretty as a
picture.  What do you call ner 1”7

Tarleton stroked the §lly’s neck caressingly,
as e answers:

‘| intended to eall her Psyche, bur I have
decided to name her Bonny Kute”

* There can be no possible drawbuek to my
candour with regard to Mr, Ashton.”

There was a general laugh,

“ You cught to counsider yourself highly com-
plimented, Kate,” says Will, addressing his
cousin,

*QF course 1 sm complimented,”” she an-
swers, readily, though blushing like & rose--
"th'x:t is. if Mr. Tarleton reaily names her after
me.

** 1 should have asked vour permission before
bestowing the nawe, should 1 not 1"’ Tarleton
says. looking at her. ¢ But { fancied you
would not abject to such a namesake.”




