
300 IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS

" You are too good to mc," said the young man
with genuine feeling, " and I don't deserve it ; but I

may remind you of your promise—to-morrow."
" See that you do," she answered. " Good-night."

Yates waited at the gate, placing the loaf on the

post, where he forgot it, much to the astonishment of

the donor in the morning. He did not have to wait

long, for Kitty came around the house somewhat

shrinkingly, as one who was doing the most wicked

thing that had been done since the world began.

Yates hastened to meet her, clasping one of her un-

resisting hands in his.

" I must be off to-morrow," he began.
•' I am very sorry," answered Kitty in a whisper.
** Ah, Kitty, you are not half so sorry as I am,

But I intend to come back, if you will let me. Kitty,

you remember that talk we had in the kitchen, when

we—when there was an interruption, and when I had

to go away with our friend Stoliker ?
"

Kitty indicated that she remembered it.

" Well, of course you know what I wanted to say

to you. Of course you know what I want to say to

you now.''

It seemed, however, that in this he was mistaken,

for Kitty had not the slightest idea, and wanted to

go into the house, for it was late, and her mother

would miss her.

" Kitty, you darling little humbug, you know that

I love you. You must know that I have loved you

ever since the first day I saw you, when you laughed

at me. Kitty, I want you to marry me and make


