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"BONNY XK ATHR.,”

A TALE OF SOUTHERN LIFE.

BY

e CHRISTIAN REID.

CITAPTER XXVI1L

“ Ah, ma! why owy oot ove und }ls be onet
Why walk we thus alone, whan, Ly oar side,
fave, Uko & visible God, might be our guide?
How would the maris grow nobie! and the sireet,
Worn like & dungeon-floor by weury feet,
Seum then » golden court-way of the aunt”

When Kate leaves Arlingford, it is with the
firm determination to lecave behind the misery |
of longing, the bitterness of regret, which she is
well aware will sap away all the brightness of

They are soon piloted to where a handsome
carriage stands, and before Kate has time to re-
cover from the bewilderment into which the

i untravelled mind is likely to be planged, they
ure rattling over the paving-stones.

{ She sita silont, while Miss Brooke and her

{ nephew talk, guzing out absently on the lines

! of houses past which they roll, and fecling, to

the bottom of her homesick heart, how strange,

i how utterly strange, it allis! * Thus far the
miles are measured from thy friend” rings
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©" Kote, dear child, this i my nephew 7

her youth, if indalged.  Not ounly conmge but "through her mind like the sad refrain of a
pride comea to her aid in forming this resoln- ;| haunting air.  Far, indeed, are they measured
tion. To returf Miss Brooke's kindness by be- | --and, for her, when shall they be retraced ?

coming » tbvesick maiden on her hands, is un- | The house st which the carriage finally stops
endnrable to the girl's high apirit. Therefore—- . is 8 very stately onn—a large, double house,
though uo elfort of will can: bring buck the roses | with {mposing portico
to ber cheeks, or the starry lustre to Ler aves— ; onthe street,and piaczas
ghe coustrains herself to an appearance of cheer- : at the side, overlooking
|
!

fulness ; and in this, and in many other cases, | a garden.
tha etfort wecessary for the sppearance has a ‘““Hera we are, wmy
wholesome effuct in bringing a{mu: the reality. . dear,” says Miss Brooke. !
On one of the softest and loveliest autumn | 1 hope Herbert has
days, the train which bears Miss Brooke and | things cozy for nus, Fmi-
herself rushes into the city to which they are ! ly,are you sure you have
bound ; and while the maid is gathering shawls ! all the bundles 7’ i
and satohels together, a tall, dark gentleman Mr. Fenwick agsists
wakes his way to themn throngh the crowd, and ! them out, and as they
is greeted by Miss Brooke rappurously. enter a spacious hall,
““My dear Herbert, how delighted I am to ; where a trim honsemaid
see you ! Did you think 1 was never coming 1| meets them, and jeads
The train missed connection, or we shonld have | the way up the broaidl
been herr last night. 1 telegraphed to you from | stairease. ** What room
Arlingford just before we started. Did you get | have you prepared for
the telegram ! OL =1 nm forgdetting.  RKate, | Miss Lawrence I asks
dear child, here is my nephew.  Herbert, this | Miss Brooke. 1 will
is Miss Lawrence” look at it before going
Kate onks npr.  She takes little interest in | to wy own.”
thix nephew, whose praises Miss Brooke has |  So she procedes Kate
bewn siriging incessantly ; but she owns to her- | inte the pretty cham-
self that'it is a pleassnt face, and one well cal- | ber, which is a marvel
culated to win liking, which meets ber glance. { of luxurious cemfort,
Not a fiank, débonnaire face, like that which is | glances round eritioal.
shrined in hor heart, but one of o different char- { ly, and then turus and
aeter altogether—-older, graver, more intclloc- | kisses the young girl,
tunl, with clear eyes that regand her Kiundly. I hope you like it, and
“I think | mast beg to shake handg with | that you will be happy
Miss Lawrenee,” says Mr. Feuwick, extending | here,”” ahe says.  ** Re-
his hawd.  **§ have heurd so much of her that | member, you must do
1 coureely foel ux if this was our first meeting.” | exactly &8 you please,”
Misy Lawiener puts & gloved hund into his “ Dear Miss UBrooke,
with & mmile. 1 have heard a great deal of | how can T help likin
you, tan," she says, in her sweet voice. Un. | such aclhiarmivg room §
conscionsly to herself this voice hnse caught n [ says Kate. ‘1 should . .
thrill of fu\tlms ~inco the sorraw which has! bo very ungrateful if I could d‘?swe anything
l)(umud ovor her Like u wave—just as her fﬂcu, better, or—or il 1 ain not llﬂp‘l{.
though paler, has gaiued o fnssix charm, and her “ Well, lay off your things, but you veed not
soft vyes a dveper exprassion. change your dress, aud 1 will oall for you in a
“ Les mie rvﬂin-vo vinr of somo of these bun- | few minutes to go to dinner.” .
dler,” gaye Mr. PFenwick. ** How are you, | They find Mr. Fenwick awniting them in the
Emily 7" (1o the nmid.) * Come this way, dining-room when they go down. It is a hand.
aunt.” some room, with lofty ceiling, oak-toned walls,
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Mr Fenwick Dghte aovigar ane takes himee!f o,

and the two large windows overlovking the gar-
den. The dinner is excellent, bat Kate has no
appetite.  Despite her most valiawt cfforts,
homesickuess grows upon her. She almost
chakes as she thinke of the familiar seene at
Fairfields—knowing exaotly where they all are,
and what they are doing, and how they are say-
ing toone another that Kate hias by this time
reached her journey's end. So vivid is the
fancy, that sheis startied when Mr. Fenwick
{to whose conversation with his aunt she lias
not been paying any heed)suddenly says .

¢ By.the.by, | see in the papers that quite a
sensational event oceurred near Atlingford not
long age. Frank Tarlefon wasshint down by a
man--& traiver, or groom, of something of the
kind—swhom he had tkrashed about a racing
matter. | suppose, of course, yon xuww all
about it ¥

“Yes,” savs Miss Brooke—she tonecbes his
foot under the table as she speaks—**it waz an
unfortunate aflair, but when we lefr Falrfields
it was thought that Mr. Tarletou would cortain-
1y recover.”

“1 am glad te hear it,” aays Mr, Fenwick,

He is uncertain what the warning teneh may
signify ; so, jndging it most discreet te ask no

more questions, he tures and addresses Kaio :

o e

*Good worning, Miss Lawrence, thix ts an unexpected pleasure.”’

““1 am sorry to perceive that you bave no ap-
prtite, Miss Lawrence.  You must let me pre.
seribe for you—I am something of a physician
in an amateur way.”

A very smatenr way,” says Miss Brooke.
** The best preseription you can make for Kate
will be & ride as soon as she feels equal 1o it
She lived on horseback at Fairtields.”

“1 have an excellent saddle-horse which i
shiell be happr to place at your service,” say:
Fenwick te Kate.

* Thanks,”” she answers, smiling faintly--it
is bard 20 do other than swmile faintly whesn
one’s heart is sore and sick—‘‘bat | da ne
know—1I am unot sure that [ care to ride foo)
Then, as they rise from table, she tiius, : ~d
says to Miss Brooke, ** May I go inte the gar-
den® It looks very pleasant there.”

“Of course vou may,” answers that lady,
“apd [ will join you in a littie while. Hor-
bar:, light veur cigar—I insist upon it.”

““If you insist, | must obhey,” says Fenwick,
producing Mis cigar-case with no graat relus
tance, ** Do vou mean to speil me as badl
* It isa pleasant process, whatever

ever *
meral erfect may be.”

“ ! mean to wmake myseli camiortable,’
replics, “‘aud ! could not be thatif 1 knew
were anging for me to be goue, in arder
sinoks What are vou smiling about? 1 b
not weact o he amusing.”

“ Propic are often amusing when they Lo »
meaR to be so. 1 was only smiling becaus.
1w mond nature with regard o the eigar is 3o
very transparent,  You will pui me in U
amiable frame of mind of @ wan who is enjoyi:
a good Habana after dinper-—and then you
artfully ask 1e- a quastion.

“Avont what 17 inguiras Miss Broole, emil-
tng and colering o titile,
< About tie youny lady who las juzt
out. My dear aunt, o yeu take ne 0
' oEeer stoce I met vowon the train {1y,
seen in your eves, and known that tovering o
vour iips were the worls, My dear Heviert,
what do vaw think of her 7

CWell, why sheuld T not ask winat you think
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of Ler i Thers is no harm in the question.”

*“ Not the least ; aad to show what an excel-
lent etfeet the cigar has, 1 will answer it with-
ut your asking. [ think she is very pretty-—
rerrarkably pretty, in fact-—with the sweetest
voive 1 have heard inan age; but she reminds
we of the opeutny lines of the old song,

“ Why so sad and pale, young lover:
Prithee, why so palet ”
“tis all very well for you to j2s5,” says Miss
Brooke, a tritle vexed. **But iiie has been
very ill—I wrote you that—and iu great troubile
besides. It is no wonder that she inaks a little
sad and pale, 1 think she bears herself with
great cheorfulness—considering all thiugs.”

“Very likely—-evervthing is comparstive.
But one cain't judge of the propurtion ot effvect
to canse, when one does vot know what the
cause may be."’

There is a minute’s panse, while Miss Brooke's
glance follows Kate's graceful figure as it moves
along the garden paths. She is in doubt how
much to tosll her nephew, and how much to leave
nntold. That gentleman, meanwhile, leans back
in his chair and watches her with a gleam of
amusement in his eyes.

““Pray understand that 1 am not curions
about Miss Lawrence’s affairs,” he says, break-
ing the silence with his pleasant voive. ]
will take it for granted that sho bas a very good
reason for lookimyg pale and sad; but may T be
sllowed w ask why the Tarleton atlair is inter-
dicted as a topic of conversation. The papers
hinted sewething ahgat an impending duel beo-




