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telling hor a tremendous rigmarole about Fair.
fields, and she is very snxious o visit it. |
only hope she way not b bored to denth after
sho gets there.  Tell the liirlu that they must
make svery m«par.stion to have things as gay as
pouiblﬁ, and 1 will let you know, as soon aa |
can, when to expect us. , i

At this point the reader’s voice ceases, and
she looks up with amazement and distmay on her
hﬁf’.\lim Vaughn I she nays,  ** In the name
of sl that is wonderful, what can be bringing
Miss Vaughn to Fairfields! Do you—do you
thipk that she can meun to marry Randal

o Ag unlikely as possible,” nays Will. ¢ Ran-
dal is & completely 1ufatuated fool, who lets her
anke o couvenience of him oneday, nnd a foot-
ball the next; and {or some inscrutable caprice
she is making u convenicnee of him now.”

o This in fairly overwhelming,'' says Kate
« What on earth are we to do with such a
fashionable and formidable beauty and belle 1

¢ You can study her,” says Will. It may
be as good as an education lar you poor creaturea
buried in the country.”

ot Kate is the only oue to whom such an edu-
cation would be of service,” says Janet ; * and
ahe knows quite enongh about flirting now."

» [ know about flirting, Junet ! savs Kate,
looking iujured. ““That is the unkindest
spesch you ever made to me"

“ Kate's flirtations ate of the mild, bread.and.
butter onrder--warranted to cause no serious
harw,’* says Will ; ** while Miss Vaughn, uniess
report greatly belies her, belougs to the class
‘man-eater - and, if one may judge by Ramlal,
she might as well devour her victima entirely,
since they are fit for nothing sfter she ix dune
with them.

1t must be very interesting to wateh the
procens of devouring, " observes Kate. “* Dany
vou think you can otfer yoursell av a vietim 1
T eeNotif 1 know mysc Y replies Will) with
mere force than elegance. I you are very
anxions to watch the process, bowever, there's
Proctor—-he might immolate himeelf o oblige
you'

** Perhaps he will immaolate himselfl without
any intention of obliging me.”

“ Then 1 knew who wonld be sorrv,” says
Japet, dryly - Will, if you are sutliciently
rested, et us go down to the river and have that
row."”

No lovelier ntream was cver sung by poets
than the bright river which win.s through the
fertile lowlands of the Fairfields plantation, It
i» not more than a hundred yands from the fuot
of the lawn to a plaiec where a boat Is always
moored, and thither Will and his compantons
take their way.

By the titae they are fairly aftost o the mid.
dle of the vurrent, the sun hae sunk helow the
green heights which rncompass the valley, and
elouds Tuminons with hLis dvwg glory begin to
fliing a reflection of theis tixte upon the glassy
bireast of the water,

““This ix the best time to be on the river,’
says Kute with a soft sigh. She has taken off
her hat and is sitting barcheaded, while the
evening breeze waves the light rings of hair
back from her brow. **Sunset and moanlight -
if 1 live to be a haudeed years old I am sure |
shall slways love thowe twao things."”

“ They are very good things in their way,”
says Will, *“ bt ther are some better things—
a rousing chawe at daylight, for instance. by-
the.by, didu't | tell vou that 1 brought some
news from Arlingford, besides the mail? You
have not hoand it yet,”

.

“ More pews €0 kays Janet. 1 sapposed
that tue startling  intelligence about Miss
Vanghan was what you meant.”’

O the econtraey, the news abont Miss

Vanchn will startle you less than what | have
inreserve. Who do you suppose 1 met in Ar-
Lingford to day

*You are insnfferable with vour connn-
drums {7 says Janet, impatiently. “ How can
i passibly tell, when there are o many people
whomn you might have meg t”

“ But this was somebody whem | bl uet
the least expectation of meeting —somebady un -
commonly pleasant, tha.  Come, givea guess,”’

“Was it an or woman

*Can vouak? I should not think of at-
tempting to enhist your interest in one of your
own sox. 1t wax s man.”

“* Bertie Anderson 1

** No—Frank Tarleton.”

“Frank Taleton ' cries Janet,
vivid interes’ st once, 't Will,
eathest 1"

* Never more 3 in my life. It was Tarleton
himself-—uo reom for mistake.  You ought to
have seett ts meeting 3 hike those ancient fel
lown—what were their names l--wha were so
very tutimate,”’

“Frank Torletan!" repeats Janet.
tainly am wurprised § When  did
What has brought him back 1"

** He reached Arlingford to-day. 1 adid nomt
ask what Uas brought him; but I faney his
business aflairn have done so.”

“ By all accounts, it must be mther late to
be lm‘{ing after them,” gays Janet. “ Itis more
likely that bie has come because he had nowhere
else in partisular to go.  1s he as handsome as
ever 1"

“ Handwsower, if anything. 1 always said
Tarlrton wus too good looking to come to any
good end.  He has not—what ix the expression
women use alout each other t—goue off ut all,
and when you ger him you will rave aver him.”

1 shall do nothing of the kind,"” returos
Junet. ** He Ly helmvcﬁ too badly for anyhody

roused to
are vou in

.
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to think of raving over him, no matter how

hu?dmum he may be.”

bec':x:sy;?n‘ln”e ready to give np an old frisnd
¢ Lhe gossips have made themgelves busy

with " his name1 There's a world of charity,

:cr:;c:'u.eua, and good sense, in euch # proceed-

Janet flushes; Lut, aceording to her usual
custom, holds her own stoatly.

** Goswip in one thing," she says, “and fastis
another.  Everyhody knows how Frank Tatle-
ton hns acted.  As for hiis being an old friend,
I am sure wo have not seen him for nearly five
years.”

*And you have u statute of limitation for
your friendships ! ‘Turleton is one of the best
of fellows, if he és rather a black sheep ; and,
though he has certainly been a foo), the ma-
jority of us are not sages '

*“This is & very enny way to look at things,”
says Janet, “but | don’t think it is a good
way.". )

kau-, who had been listening to the conver-
sation thus far with great interest, now breaks
in:

" What has this poor Mr. Tarleton done 1
she asks, *“that Janet is so severe upon him 1"

*“He has been unluckly enough snd foolish
vnough to make ducks and drakes of his for-
tune,”’ anuwers Will, **and Janet agrees with
the waajurity of the world that to lose money is
the worst offense of which a man can be guilty.”

““That is very unjust, Will,"" said Janet.
“ I Frank Tarleton had fost his fortnne, it
would be a ditferent matter, hut he bas sjuan-
dered 1"

**And in squandering it he has hansed ham.
welf wore than any one else, hus he not 1" asks
Kate, whe is as Jax o woralist as Will, ** At
any rate, he is voung and handsome and plea-
sant, vou say '--so he will be an acquisition o
the neighbourbiood, with or without a for-
tune.”

Janet, whose wisdom i3 beyond her years,
Inaks at her volatile consin gravely.

“ 1 am not go sure of that,” she savs.

Rilence fullows for a minute—silence only
broken by the soft dip of the oars in the water
—and, us the loveliness deepens in the sky aud
carth, Kate juvoluntarily beging to sing.  She
has w charming voice full of power and sweet-
nesk thouph untrained, and on the stiliness of
the evening air it rises full und clear :

0 Fiow down, cold rivulet, to the sea,
Thy tribote wave deliver

Nutvre by ther my ateps shall be
Futever and torever,

“Flow, senftly fow, iy lawn and lea
A rivalet tben a niver;

Nuwbere by thes my steps shall i
Forever and futeces’ ¢

v eall that a very mournful ditty, Kate,™
interposes. Will, who i rowing iu time o the
measured cadence of the melody,  Give us some.
thing more cheerful.”

sut Kate only smiles anid goeson -

© o RBut hers win e - thine aidertree.
And hare thine ampen sLiver,
Aud here by thee will hum the bee
Fotever and forever.’"”

The ringing voice, together with the distinet.
Iy audible words of the soug, atiract the atten-
tion of # horseman who is nding along the road
which berders the river. He pausrs, listens,
then distmounty, fastens his horse to a tres near
by, and, approaching the baok, makes his way
ax silently as possible throngh the dense growth
of willow and alder whicit {ringes the stream,
until he reaches a point whenee, parting the
grven boughs, hie looks out over the stremn, )

It is a lovely picture which r wards him. The
emerald-tinted water is painted with gorgeous
hues : while far and fair, welting tnto purple
softness, spreads the level valley, hfwndvd by
rolling hills, on one of which the gabied roof of
Fairfirlds shows ¢ bosomed high in tufted
triere.”  Above these hills the fires of sunset
burn—flame-like scarlet, vivid crimson filing
into soft rose, gold and aquamarine meiting aud
throwing their radianee far and wide.  The
tiver, eatching this radiance, helds it impri-
soned in its hquid depths; and the baat seems
ttorting on an enchanted current :

0 A thonsand siins will stream on thee,
A thonsand moons will quiver’ —
so Kate is singing, and the eyes of the unscen
gazer, falling on et face, do not wander from
it until the boat passes beyond his sight, around
a Lend of the stream.  Even then the eud of the
verse 18 wafted back to him e
il not by thee my atepashall be
Forover and forever.”

* Who on carth van she be " he says to him-
self. “The wman is Will Lawrence, and the
other gir} one of his sisters, but who can this
gir! possibly be ¥ '

Sinee there is no one to answer the guestion,
he retraces his steps, remounts his horse, ana
rides away, humnnng, as he goes, the hauniing
refrain :

*** Nu more by thee my ateps shall be
Forever and torever'™

Meanwhile, Will issaying to his companions :
*“1 amn afraid we must be thinking of going
back. | heard the sound of a hora not long
ago, from which 1infor that the huntery have
returned,”

“ Yonder is the hunter’s moon,” says Kate,
puinting to a silver crescont, the fuint lines of
which are half lost amid the splendors of the
glowing west. R

“Yau are the fimt to ses it, Kate—and in &
clear sky,” says Junet. ** That is good-luck.”

w Queen uod huntress, chaste aud fair ' "

Will begins, and breaks down ‘at that point.
“111 had & horn | wonld give her a hunting

we? Well, here goes!’ Now, girls, since |
have to row aguinst the current, lighten my
labour with a song, and pray let it be cheerful— l
not like Kate’s last.”
The girls comply, and, with songs and gay |
talk and wmuch laughter, they-return to the !
landing, fasten the boat, and take their way ;

twilight enwrap all the outer word.

CHAPTER HI.

' (iood name in tnan and woman
Is the imnmediate jewel of thair souls.”

hour, are a~semblied on the front piazza, where

coloured cushions are scattered for the bsnefit of !

with u broad-shouldercd gentleman by her side,
who ix no other than the Mr. Wilmer whom
Kate prophesied would return with the hunting
party, and whom Janet regards with aversion as
u probable brother.in-law,

*Of course, he is there 1" says the latter, in o
tone of disgust.  **If | were Sophy, [ would
suggest to him to stay at home a little—just a
little."’

* If you were Sophy, you would do nothing
of the kind,"” laughs Kate ; ** you would be so
glad to see him thnt you would be disappointed
if he did not come every day. Wait ull Mr.
Jones, the widower of the future, appeurs, and
then vou, too, will sing— -

T hesr his foot fall’s musie,
I frel hin pretence near.” "

“Ifitis Proctsr that you mean, Kate,"” says
Witl, “1 don't know about his foot-fall's
musie, for he is sitting down ; but vou may cer-
tainly feel his presence, since | see him on the
piazza.”

The speaker winees the next instant, for Kite
give hisarm a sharp pinch, tmt, before she can
express her indignation in words, they reach
the strps, and Sophy addresses them :

* Where have vou girls been b 1 sent for you
an Lour agn, but you were not to be found.”

*We have been on the river,” said Janet.
“Why did you sensd for us

“Carrie. Norton was here and wonted to ask
¥ou to s croguel-party to-morrow afternoon. |
knew vou had no engagements, so 1 told Ler we
would all go.”

1 wish ven had exeusea me,”
T am tived of croquet.”

“1am not,’ cries Kate, 1 ke "

1 think von lke everything, Miz: Kate,”
says Mr. Wilmer.  “ I have never seen any one
jov life so thoroughly as vou do.”

O caurse | do,” replies the gis] tn het frank
vaice. 1 awm very sorry—oh, very sorry for
prople who do wot enjoy it. | suppose there is
some trouble and vexation io i, but 1 think that
far everybady there must be a yreat dead of plea-
5o, af he eply knews how to find 10"

“CThiut admits of 4 quesdon,”” he says<; < bat
1 think gew will always find 0.

“ 1 hope she will,” say-Sophy, ws Kate prasses
on. *“‘It would seem a cruel thing if lite should
use her as hardly as it does some people ; and
yet—"

She pauses, for a thought of wisdom comes to
her. And vet why should not ill as well as good
fall on this bright head, since both ill and gool
are gifts alike from the wmerciful hand of God?
Ab, true as truth is it that, could we order the
lives even of our dearest and best, our choice
would be but blindly made.  With esger hands
we would pour unclonded suushive over them,
forgetting that the heroism which ennobles and
the tenderuess which sweetens life are alike born
iu durkness and struggle.

Will panses ou the verands, where the en-
thusiastic huntsmen begin to deseribe for his
benefit the run of the day ; but Kate und Janet,
mindful ot the toilets unwade, euter the hall,
whither they ave follawed by one of the gronp, a
wll voung man, who rises and hurries after
them.

“1 wish—1 wished a hundred times to.day
that you had been with us, Miss Kte,” he says,
cagerly 3 ¢ we had the best chare of the season,
and vour namesake ied the pack.”

Wil says that she s the best hound in the
conntry,” replics Kate, pausing with a smile,
while Janet pursues hier way upstarrs. 1 am

says Janet.

1 glad that you had 2 goud chase,” she goes on ;

“but would it uot have been rather long for
me © And then the bachelor dinner-—1 should
have been dr\'udﬁlu,\' iy the way there”

“You could not be w the way anywhere—
not possibly,”’ says the ysung wian, quukly.
¢+t Speaking for myself, 1 am sure your presence
would have made the Jdinner quite auother
affair.”

*That is equiveeal,”” says Kate, with her gay
laugh. ¢ * Another affair’ might mean plea-
sautly-—or the reverse.  No, pray don’t explain
- a Havour of doubt gives zest to a compliment,
and | suppose you meant to be complimentary.”™

“f must be very stupid f I didn’t make that
clear,” he says, laughing in turn. 0 was
Incky enongh to tind the ferns you wanted,” he
proceeds, yugging at something in the broast.
pocket of his cont, and fiuadly diawing forth a
memorndum-book, which he opens. Between the
leaves are several foathery ferus of rare variety.
“ How lovely 1 cries Kate. ¢ And how goad
of you to vemember and bring them to me ! |

know how harnd it is for a fox-hunter to stop for
anything,"”

| before lung.
The inmates of Fairficlls, as usual at this ! better than Miss Janet does,

e — ~

“1'came near losing the hounds by stoppin g
says Mr. Proctor, who naturally wishes to make

salute,” hesays.  We must turn around, must | as much cupital as possible.of this heroic -act;

“ but, as soon as | saw the ferns, I was deter-
mined you shqald bave them."”

** | am 8o much obliged I she says. ** They

, are just what [ want for my splatter-work. 1

believe 1 promised my next piece to you,” she
adds, with an npward glance of the dark-fringed
eyes, ‘80 you see virtue will be ite own reward,

back to the house, reaching it as the shades of | Whenever you look at that work of art you can

proudly think, I should not possess this trea-
day.' "

‘I ghall certainly consider it a treasure,”
says Mr. Proctor, “ and 1 hope I shall receive it
1 am sure you will fulfill 2 promise
who has been

i
‘!sure if [ had not stopped for those ferns that
!
|

i promising me a tobaccu-bag for more thao a
comfortable wicker chairs are placed, and bright- l vear.,"”

** 1 always fulfill my promises,’’ says Kate.—

those who may prefer the lowliness of the steps. | ¢ But I shall not be ready for teu at this rate,’
On these steps Sophy Lawrence is seated, | she adds with a start, as the hall.clock clangs

forth seven. “‘1 must go at once, for see what
a state my dress is in from the grass and the
boat 1"

“ And you'll wear some of the ferns ian your
hair, won't you ¥’ says Mr. Proctor, following
her to the foot of the staircase.

She nods and flits away, leaving him standing
below, looking after her as one might look after
some lovely, bright-plumaged bird that has
spread its wings for flight. Then he heaves a
sigh—from the region of his boots, upparently—
and returns to the piazza where the chase is
still proceeding.

Kate. meunwhile, takes ber way to her cham-

r, smiling as she goes. Mr. Proctor’s devotion
annoys her sometiines, but more often amuses
her, since, to a girl perfectly heart-whole and
fancy-free, sentimental troubles seem only fit
matter for mirth. We can realize a finger-ache
even if our own fingers are exempt from pain ;
but, to realize a heart-ache when we have never
known such a thing, is altogether beyond the
average capability of light-hearted eighteen.
** Poor fellow—hew absurd he is " Kate says to
herself; and this is the amount of sympathy
which the sighing gentleman obtains.

“If vou had stait to talk to Mr. Proctor
wuch longer, Kate,” says Janet, when she enters
the room where that voung lady is, *‘ you might
have spared yourself- the trouble of changing
your dress for tea. As it is, you will be very
late.”

““ It does not matter,” says Kate, cheerfully.
‘1 can slip on my white muslin in a minute.
See what lovely ferns {—will vou have some for
vour hair?”

“ No, thanks. Mr. Proctor would be no
mare pleased 1o ree me Wearing his otferings than
I should be pleaseid to wear them. What asimn-
pirton he is”

‘“ He is not very brilliant,” Kate admits,
** but | don't think it is fair to call him exactly
w simpleton-—as Irast | suppose he has seuse
abhout somr things.”

‘Y, 1 suppose he knows when to plant cot-
ton and when to sow wheat,* says Janer, witha
careless shrug ; but he does not know better
than to make a great fool of hims:If about vou.
I sappose he can’t help it, however. Shake~peare
CAVS cuat fto fe wise and Inve exceeds man's
strength,” ung, it it exceeds man’s strength in
general, it is not surprising that it should ex-
ceed Mr. Proctor's strength i varticular.—
There is the tea-bell, asx 1 expected !—make
haste aud come down.”’

She goes as she speaks, and ten minutes luter
Kate follows. When the latter enters the room
where tea is in progress, she finds that a pame
she has heard before is under discussion,

“ [ don't b -lieve Tarleton is half as black as
he is psinted,” Will is saying. “ Reckless?
ves, all the Tarletons are that—but recklessness
is not a crime.”

‘“ I+ unfortuuately leads to crime verv often,”
Mr. lLawrenee savs: “*1like Frank Tarleton,
also—-not only for his own sake but for that of
his father, whe was one of the best friends |
ever had—and 1 shall be sorry 10 believe any.
thing worse of him than that he bas been sow.
ing a very pleptiful crop of wild.oats.”

< It is w pity that sowing wild.cats is such an
expensive business that mo-t men by the time
they have finished it have no capital left tor any
other crop,” ssys Wilmer's pleasant voice.

“ Tarleton’s atluirs must be in & pretry bad
comdition,” observes Proctor. “ 1 heard not
long ago that Southdale will soon be in the
matket.”

“1 Dbelieve it is heavily mortiaged,” says
Will, ““and Tarl-ton may be foreed to part with
it, but 1 am sure he will never do so willingly.”

“Is the Torleton of whom you are talking,”
puts in General Marray--a white-moustached
veteran who travels a hundred miles every Au-
tumn for a fortnight's hanting at Faiifields—
1 ¢ the young tellow who has lately been conspi-
feuons in turf-matters, and who owns the race-
horse Cavalier 1

“ The same,’ replies Will, **Yon know
him, general ¢
‘1 have met him once or twice. My most

vivid recollection ot him-isin asteeple-chase for
geutleman-riders, when 1 expected to -ve him
break his neck.  Had he doue so, it might have
been some consolation to hope

*That Hewven would yet have more merey tugn man,
Qu sich & bold rider’s soul.” ™

“ Unfortunataly, bold riding does not greatly
commend one to the mercy of Heaven,” suys
Janet. -

* Bold ridiug, woreover, is not the ouly ac-
complishment of this young gentlema = says
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