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CHAPTER X X X V . 
| A lNOTHER week had otapsed. 
| ^ ^ The Yarmouth had been driv-
[hinrL en steadily northward and 
MBMBal by contrary winds prevented 
from making her course. She w a s in 
a precarious condition too. A-further 
examination had disclosed that some 
of her spars, especially the mainmast, 
had been so severely and seriously 
wounded, even more so than at first 
reported, as scarcely to» permit any 
sail at all to be set on them and not fit 
in any way to endure stress of weath
er. The damages had been made good, 
however, as far as possible, the rigging 
knotted and spliced, the spars fished 
and strengthened as well. The ship 
had been leaking slightly all the time, 
from injuries received in the fight m 
all probability, but a few hours at the 
pumps daily had hitherto kept her free, 
and, though the carpenter had been 
most assiduous in a search for the 
leaks and had stopped as many as he 
had been able to come at, some of 
them could not be found. The weather 
had steadily changed for the worse as 
they had reached higher latitudes, and 
it was now cold, rainy and very threat
ening. The captain and his officers 
were filled with anxiety and forebod
ing. Katharine kept sedulously in her 
cabin, devoured by grief and despair, 
and the once cheery colonel, full of 
deep sympathy for his unfortunate 
daughter, went about softly and sadly 
during the long days. 

The day broke gloomily on one, cer
tain unfortunate morning. They had 
not seen the sun for five days, nor did 
they see it then. No gladsome light 
flooded the heavens and awoke the sea. 
The sky was deeply overcast with 
cold, dull, leaden clouds that hung low 
and heavy over the mighty ship; a hor
ror of darkness enshrouded the ocean. 
Away off on the horizon to the north
east the sky was black with great 
masses of frightful looking clouds. 
Through the glass the watchful officers 
saw that rain was falling in torrents 
from them, while the vivid lightning 
played incessantly through them. 
Where the ship was it had fallen sud
denly calm, and she lay gently rolling 
and rocking in the moderate swell. 
But they could see the hurricane driv
ing down upon them, coming at light
ning speed, standing like a solid wall 
and flattening the waves by sheer 
weight. All hands had been called on 
deck at once at the first glimpse of the 
coming hurricane. 

Desborough had the trumpet. The 
alert and eager topmen were gent aloft 
to strip the ship of the little canvas 
th# heavy weather and weakened spars 
had permitted them to show. It was a 
rade between them and the coming 
storm The men worked desperately, 
madly. Some of them had not yet 
reached the deck when the rain and 

They clung there hclvlcss. 
the wind were upon them. By the 
captain's direction the colonel had 
brought Katharine from below, and 
she was standing on the quarter deck 
sheltered by the overhang of the poop 
above, listlessly watching. Desbor
ough had made no progress in his love 
affairs He had too much tact and del
icacy to press bis suit under the pres
ent untoward circumstances and In
deed t a d been too incessantly occupied 
with the pressing exigencies of the 
shattered ship and the duties of his 

\ responsible position thereon to have 
any time to spare for more than the 
common courtesies. 

The awful storm was at last upon 
them. A sudden change in its direc
tion caused the first fierce blow to fall 

fairly upon the starboard "side of the 
ship. I t pressed her down on her 
beam ends. Over and over she went, 
down, down. Would she ever right 
again? Ah, the spliced shrouds and 
stays on the weather side, which had 
been that attacked by the Randolph, 
finally gave way, the mainmast went 
by the board about half way below the 
top, the foremast at the cap and the 
mizzen topmast too. Relieved of this 
enormous mass of heavy top hamper, 
the ship slowly righted* herself. The 
Immense mass of wreckage beat and 
thundered against the port side. It 
was a fearful situation, but all was 
not yet lost. 

Gallantly led by Desborough himself, 
who saw in one sweeping glance that 
Katharine w a s still safe, the men, 
with axes and knives, hacked through 
the rigging which held the wreck of 
the giant spars to the ship, and after a 
few moments of sickening suspense 
she drifted clear. A bit of storm can
vas was spread forward on the wreck 
of the foremast, and the ship got be
fore the wind and drove on, laboring 
and pitching in the heavy sea. 

The" decks were cleared, and indeed 
there was little left to clear, the waves 
having broken OA'er her several times 
when she lay in the trough of the sea, 
sweeping everything out with them, 
and the vessel was a total wreck, the 
spars gone, rails and bulwarks batter
ed in and smashed, boats lost, the bat
tle having destroyed those on the star
board side and the wreck and the sea 
the others. Stop I There was one boat 
left amidships, a launch capable of 
holding abort forty persons in a pinch, 
and still seaworthy, i t was, by the 
captain's oruer, promptly made as serv
iceable as possible in view of the prob
able emergency. 

About 4 o'clock in the afternoon the 
carpenter came aft with the sounding 
rod of the well in his hand. The strain 
had been too much for her; some of 
the weakened timbers had given away, 
or some of the seams had opened, or 
perhaps a butt had started, for the ship 
Was leaking badly. Still those daunt
less men did not despair. The crew 
were told off in gangs to work, and all 
night the clank, clank of the pumps 
was heard. Katharine dutifully laid 
down as she was bidden. But there 
was no sleep for her nor any one else 
on the ship that long night. The day 
broke again finally, but brought them 
no cheer Their labor had been un
availing; the leak had gained on them 
so rapidly that the ship lay low in the 
water, listless and inert, rolling in a 
sick, sluggish, helpless way in the 
trough of the sea. The wind had abat
ed somewhat, and a boat well handled 
might live in the water now. 

By Captain Vincent's direction the 
men were sent to their stations on the 
spar, or upper, deck. The boat's crew 
was chosen by selecting every fifteenth 
man in the long lines, the division of
ficers doing the counting. The boat 
was launched without tackles, by main 
strength, sliding on rollers over the 
side through the broken bulwarks. 
Katharine, listless and indifferent, still 
attended by Chloe, was put aboard. 
Captain Vincent looked about among 
his officers. Whom should he put in 
charge? They all looked deprecatingly 
and entreatingly at him. None desired 
to go; no one wished to be singled out 
to abandon the ship and his brother of
ficers. His glance fell on Desborough. 

"The duty is yours. You are the first 
officer of the ship." 

"Oh, Captain Vincent, do not send 
me, I beg you. My place surely is on 
the ship with you. Cannot some one 
else"— 

"No, you must go. My last command 
to you, my lord," he said, smiling faint
ly and extending his hand. Desbor
ough, seeing the futility of further ap
peal, grasped it warmly in both his 
own, bowed to the other officers and, 
with a wave of his hand, stepped on 
the rail and sprang into the tossing 
boat alongside. 

"Are there any others to go?" he said. 
The captain's eye fell upon the figure 

of the colonel standing among the offi
cers. 

"You are to go, sir. Nay, I will hear 
of no objections. You are my prisoner, 
and I am bound to see you delivered 
safely. Go, colonel. I mean it. I will 
have you put aboard by a file of ma
rines if you do not go at once." 

Katharine awoke from her apathy 
and stretched out her hands, with a 
piteous cry: 

"Father, father! Oh, I cannot lose 
you too!" 

"Prisoner or no prisoner, sir," said 
the colonel, "let me say that I am 
proud of my connection with you and 
your officers and your men. If I live 
to reach the shore the world shall hear 
of this noble ending. Goodby, captain. 
Goodby, gentlemen. I would fain stay 
with you." 

"No, no!" was the cry from this band 
of heroes, and then Hollins sprang for
ward and shouted: 

"Lads, three cheers for the colonel 
and for our shipmates in the launch! 
Let them tell at home that w e were 
glad to stay by the old ship." 

The hearty cheers came with a roar 
from 500 throats. 

"Colonel, w e haven't a moment of 
time," whispered Desborough, who saw 
that the ship was sinking.' * •* -^ ^ 

"Shove off, ^fiienr - Pull h a W 
" A few moments of hardTowing in the 
heavy sea put them some little ^distance 
away, and the boat waited under just 
enough way to give them command of 
her. The men of the ship kept their 
stations; calm and peaceful they also 
waited. The ship settled lower and 
lower. A man stepped hurriedly aft, 
and a moment later the bold and bril
liant ensign of old England, which 
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never waved over braver men, fluttered and then Desborough cried it to his dv- f C f? d i a t h u n h e e d i n S » unrepining, 
out In the heavy breeze from the ine crew. Th» winrf R n™«„ „« „* +L 6 n k i n S d o w n to *** dark water with a out In the heavy breeze from the 
wrecked masthead, the vivid red of the 
proud flag making a lurid dash of color 
against the gray sky line. The ship 
was lower now. Now she plunged for
ward; the water rose; the captain rais
ed his hand; three hearty cheers rang 
out; the drums beat; the marines pre
sented arms. She was gone! The flag 
streamed out bravely on the surface of 
the water, and then it was drawn 
down. A confused mass of heads and 
waving arms was seen in the water, 
and they, too, in a moment were slowly 
drawn down into the vortex caused by 
the sinking ship. The woman again 
hid her face in her hands; the colonel 
laid his arm across the shoulder of his 
daughter; Desborough and the men in 
the boat stared horribly at the spot left 
vacant A deep groan broke from 
them; they rose on the crest of a wave, 
sank down again, rose once more and 
looked again—the little boat was alone 
on that mighty sea! 

Oh, the agony of those long and 
frightful days in that little boat! Nev
er a sail did they sight, as day after 
day they rowed or sailed to the west-
ward^eagerly scanning the horizon for 
a landfall. The waves washed over 
them, saturating their clothing; the 
chill winds of winter froze them. First 
their provisions gave out, though serv
ed with the most rigid economy by Des
borough himself; then the water, hus
banded as no precious jewel was ever 
hoarded, was exhausted to the last 
drop, and that drop, by common con
sent, Desborough forced between Kath
arine's reluctant lips, though she would 
fain have refused it, claiming no indul
gence beyond the others. The rare 
qualities of that young officer showed 
themselves brilliantly in this frightful 
peril. It was due to his skill and care
ful management that they were not 
swamped a dozen times. Tireless, un
selfish, cheerful, unsparing of himself, 
without him they would have died. 

The men bore their sufferings, when 
all food and water failed them, with 
the sturdy resolution of British sail
ors; Desborough his with the courage 
of the hero that he was, his fiercest 
pang being for the white faced girl who 
suffered in uncomplaining silence. The 
colonel exhibited the stoical indiffer
ence of a seasoned old soldier, as to 
his own personal condition, all his 
thoughts being centered upon Ms 
daughter, who passed through the 
dreadful experience with the calm 
resignation of a woman who had noth
ing left to live for, and, strange to 
say, seemed to feel it less acutely than 
the rest; even black Chloe, who had 
impartially shared with her mistress in 
all the favors accorded to her, being in 
a state of utter exhaustion amounting 
to collapse. 

When the pangs of hunger and thirst 
got hold of them, they refused—and 
were indeed entirely unable—to work 
longer with the oars, so that, unless 
the wind was fair and the sail set, 
they simply drifted on. 

One by one the sailors died. Wak
ing from a troubled sleep of short du 
ration, Katharine one day found 
Chloe's dead hand around her feet, hd-
cold lips pressed upon them. Some of 
the men grew mad before they died, 
and raved and babbled of green fields 

The ship settled lower and lower. 

and running brooks until the end came, 
and still the little boat drifted on. Few 
and short were the prayers the living 
said as day by day they cast the dead 
into the sea. Desborough, the resolute, 
with undying strength kept steadily 
at the helm. Once only did he speak 
to Katharine in words of love. As 
their situation grew more and more 
helpless, and even his resolute opti
mism began to fail him, he bent down 
and whispered in her ear: 

"I would not trouble you now, Kath
arine, but before w e die I must tell you 
once again that I love you. Will you 
believe it?" 

dully, giving him her hand. Oh, he 
thought in agony, as he bent over it 
and kissed it, how thin and white and, 
feeble it was! 

One morning, after hope w a s dead, hei 
was listlessly scanning the line of the! 
horizon as the rising sun threw it intoj 
relief, more from habit than expect-1 
ancy, when his heart almost stopped its 

feeble beating, fc* land w a s tnere t>e-
fore him if his strained eyes did not L « 7 . 7 , ™ 
deceive him: Doubtin* th«Vrtrtn*. 3 ^ ^ Captain Vincent, deceive himr Doubting the evidence of 
his weakened senses and fearing the 
delusions of a disordered imagination, 
he refrained from communicating his 
impressions to any'of the others until 
the light of day determined the accu
racy of his vision.' Then he whispered 
the news to Katharine, the apathetic-
woman told it to the sinking colonel, 

ing crew. The wind sprang up at the 
moment, too, and in a few hours they 
beached the boat upon a low sandy 
shore, with the waves breaking gently 
over it in long easy rollers. 

Desborough, as the strongest of the 
party, started inland, finding by and by 
a little stream of fresh water, and far
ther on, on higher ground, seeing a 
house, the smoke curling from its chim
neys showing that it was inhabited. To 
the bubbling spring he half led, half 
dragged, his shipwrecked party. They 
drank sparingly by his direction and 
were refreshed, for with the cool water 
life and hope came back to them once r Z u I T , ,1 a l I o w e d a n y o n e t o 

more. Then he left them again^n ?he ^ ^ » ^ t Jn I t i t o her .etiiiii, to 
shore of V i r g i n „„* « , / " °7 ™S s p i t e o f m u c h entreaty. It was this shore of Virginia, and the people of 
the house welcomed and cared for the 
poor castaways, sharing with them 
their humble store with the kindly hos
pitality for which the land was famous. 
Their long voyage was at an end; their 
troubles were over. The colonel and 
Katharine would be free again; they 
might go home once more, and Des
borough would be a prisoner. 

CHAPTER XXXVI . 
T was springtime again in 

Virginia. The sky, its blue 
depths accentuated by the 
shifting clouds, was never 

more clear, wherever it appeared in 
the intervals of sunshine, nor the air 
more fresh and pure, even in that land 
famed for its bright skies and its mild 
climate, than it was this April day, 
which, with its sunshine and show
ers in unregulated alternation, seemed 
symbolical of life—that life of which 
every tender blade of grass, every ven
turesome flower thrusting its head 
above the sod, seemed to speak. The."e 
were health and strength in the gentle 
breeze which wantonly played with 
the budding leaves of the great trees, 
already putting forth little evangels of 
that splendid foliage with which they 
decked themselves in the full glory of 
summer. That merry wind which 
swept through the open boathouse at 
the end of the wharf laid a bold hand 
upon the curls which fell about the 
neck of the young girl sitting there by 
the door near the water on one of the 
benches, gazing out over the broad 
reaches of the quiet, ever beautiful 
Potomac, rippled gently by the wind 
under the late afternoon sun. The gal
lant little breeze, fragrant with balm 
and perfume of the trees and flowers, 
kissed a faint color into her pale cheek 
and seemed to whisper to her despond
ent heart in murmuring sounds that 
framed themselves into the immortal 
words "hope, hope." 

The young girl had but yesterday en
tered upon her twentieth spring. Four 
months ago there had not been a mer
rier, lighter hearted, gayer, more co
quettish young maiden in tidewater 
Virginia, and today she thought as 
she looked down at her thin hand out
lined so clearly upon the vivid cardinal 
cloak she wore, which had dropped un
heeded on the seat by her side—today 
she was like that man in the play of 
whom her father read—a grave man; 
no, not a man at all. 

Once, in her enthusiasm, she had 
fondly imagined that she had possessed 
all those daring qualities of energy and 
action, those manly virtues which 
might have been hers by inheritance 
could the accident of sex have been re
versed. But now she knew she was 
but a woman after all—so weak, so 
feeble, so listless. What had she left to 
live for? Once it was her father, then 
it was her country, then it was her 
lover. Now? Nothing! Her father, at 
the request of congress, would soon re
sume his interrupted^ duties in France, 
now become more important than ever. 
He was a man of the world and a sol
dier, a diplomat. 

The hard experiences of the past few 
months were for him episodes, exciting 
truly, but only part of a lifetime spent 
in large adventure, soon forgotten in 
some other strenuous part demanded 
by some other strenuous exigency. But 
she! No, she was not a man at all, but 
a woman, unused to such scenes and 
happenings as fate had lately made 
her a participant in. Her father might 
have his country. He had not lost his 
love; his heart was not buried out in 
the depths of the cruel sea. What had 
become of that Roman patriotism upon 
which she prided herself in times past? 
Her country! What had changed her 
so? There were many answers. 

There was Blodgett's grave at the 
foot of the hill. She had played in 
childhood With that faithful old sol
dier. Many a tale had he told her of 
her gallant father when, as a young 
man, he gayly rode away to the wars, 
leaving her lady mother in tears be
hind. She could sympathize with wait
ing women now and understand. 

There, too, far away in another state, 
lay the lover of her girlhood's happy 
day—the bright eyed, eager, gallant, 
joyous lad. What good comrades they 
had been! How they had laughed and 
played and ridden and rowed and 
hunted and danced and flirted through 
the morning of life! How pleasant had 
been that life indeed! He was quiet 

She could no longer join in his 

was stilled. They might never play to-
'I will believe it," she answered) gether again Was there any play at 

all in life? That was another answer. 
There was the white haired mother, 

the stately little royalist, Madam Tal
bot, who slept in peace on the hill at 
Fairview Hall, her ambitions, her hopes 
and her loyalty buried with her, leav 

her" " There V e r e the* officers of the 
_, Beau-

Champ, Hollins and all the other of
ficers and men with whom she had 
come in contact on that-frightful cruise-
There were the heroic men who had 
stayed by their ship, who had seen the 
favored few go away in the only boat 
that was left seaworthy,, without a 
murmur at being left behind, who had 
faced death unheeding, unreplnlnj 

cheer upon their lips. There was the 
old sailor, too, with his unquenchable 
patriotism, her friend because the 
friend of her lover; and Philip, her 
brother; and there was Seymour him
self. Ah, what were all the rest to 
him! Gone, and how she loved him! 

She leaned her head upon her hand 
and thought of him. Here in this boat-
house he had first spoken to her of his 
love; here she had first felt his lips 
touch her cheek. There, rocked gently 
by the light breeze, upon the water at 
her feet was the familiar little pleasure 
boat She had not allowed any one to 

. . . . * ~, I , . . 1 |»i'«wuer—>uur prisoner. 1 nave luuiieu 
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very cloak she wore that day, nearly 
the very hour. The place was redolent 
with sweet memories of happy days, 
though to think of them now broke her 
heart. 

I t all came back to her as it had 
come again and again. She briefly re
viewed that acquaintance, short though 
it was, which had changed the whole 
course of her life. She saw him again 
as he struck prompt to defend her 
honor in the hall, resenting a ruffian's 
soiling hand stretched out to her. She 
saw him lying wounded and senseless 
there at her feet. She saw him stretch
ed prone on that shattered deck on that 
ruined ship, pale, blood stained, sense
less again, again unheeding her bitter 
cry. She would have called once more 
upon him save that she knew humanity 
has no voice which reaches out into the 
darkness by which it may call back 
those who are once gone to live beyond. 
She did not weep; that were a small 
thing, a trifle. She sat and brooded. 

Four short months had changed It 
all. How young she had been! Would 
she ever be young again? How full of 
the joy of life! Its currents swept by 
her unheeded now. Why had not God 
been merciful to her that she could 
have died there upon the sea? she 
thought. Ah, poor humanity never 
learns his mercy! Perhaps it is be
cause we have no measure by which to 
fathom its mighty depths. She saw 
herself old and lonely, forgotten, but 
not forgetting. But even then lacked 
she not opportunity. Womanlike, in 
spite of her constancy, she took a mel
ancholy pleasure in the thought that 
there was one still who hungered for 
the shattered remnants of her broken 
heart, who lived for the sound of her 
voice and the glance of her eyes and 
the light of her face._ One there was, 
handsome, brave, distinguished, gentle, 
of ancient name, assured station, am
ple fortune, who" longed to lay all he 
was or had at her feet. 

But what were these things? Noth
ing to her—nothing! There was but 
one. As she had said on the ship to 
Desborough: "I love a sailor. You are 
not he." And yet her soul was filled 
with pity for the gallant gentleman, 
and she thought of him tenderly, with 
deep affection. 

Presently she heard quick footsteps 
on the floor of the boathouse, and, turn
ing her head, she saw him. He held a 
letter, an official packet, with the seal 
broken, open in his hand. 

"Oh, Miss Wilton, you here?" he said. 
"I have looked everywhere for you. 
Do you not think the evening air grows 
chill? Is it not too cold for you out 
here in the boathouse? Allow me." 
And then, with that gentle solicitude 
which women prize, he lifted the neg
lected cloak and tenderly wrapped it 
about her shoulders. 

"Thank you," she said gratefully, 
faintly smiling up at him, "but I hardly 
need it. I do not feel at all cold. The air 
is so pleasant, and the sun is not yet 
s e t you see. Did you wish to see me 
about anything special, Lord Desbor
ough?" 

"No—yes—that is— Oh, Mistress 
Katharine, the one special want of my 
life is to see you always and every
where. You know that. Nay, never 
lift your hand. I remember. I will 
try not to trespass upon your orders 
again. I came to tell you that—I am 
going away." 

"Going away," she repeated sadly. 
"Has your exchange been made?" 

"Yes; a courier came to the Hall a 
short time ago, and here it is. My or
ders, you see. I must leave at once." 

"I am sorry—indeed sorry—that you 
must go." 

He started suddenly as if to speak, a 
little flash of hope flickering in his de
spondent face, but she continued quick
ly: 

"It has been very pleasant for us to 
have you here, except that you have 
been a prisoner. But now you will be 
free, and for that, of course, I rejoice. 
But I have so few friends left," she 
went on mournfully, "I am loath to see 
one depart, even though he be an en
emy." 

"Oh, do not call me an enemy, I en
treat you, Katharine! Oh, let me speak 
just once again," he interrupted with 
his usual impetuosity, "and talk not to 
me of freedom! While the earth holds 
you I am not free; aye, even should 
heaven claim you I still am bound. 
All the days of my captivity here I 
have been a most willing and happy 
prisoner—your prisoner. I have looked 

day when I might be exchanged and 
have to go away. Here would I have 
been content to pass my life, by your 
side. Oh, once again let me plead! My 
duty, my honor, call me now to the 
service of my king I no longer have 
excuse for delay, but you have almost 
made me forget there was a king. Now — - - uiauc iuc luiget mere was « a-iug, «uw 

ing the place untenanted save by wist- t n a t t m u s t g o w h y s h o u l d l g o a l o n e ? „ 
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Yon do not hate me; you even l ike me . 
You regret my going. Perhaps as days 
go by you will regret It more. We a r e . , 
at least friends; let me take care of y o u g f 
in future. Oh, it kills me to see you so^J 
white and indifferent to life and &l\f^ 
that it has or should have for youF-J-
You are only a girl yet. I cannot beaif ^ 
to see all the color gone out of youEf ^ 
sweet face, the light out of your eyes£ 
The sight of that thin hand breaks my 
heart. Won't you l ive for me to l o v e -
live and let me love you? Your father 
goes tomorrow, so he says, and you will 
be left alone here. Why should it be? 
Go with me. Give me a right to do 
what my heart aches to do for you— 
to coax the roses back into your cheek, 
to woo the laugh to your lips, to win 
happiness back to your heart, to devote 
my life to you, darling. Have pity on 
me, have pity on my love—have pity!" 

His voice dropped Into a passionate 
whisper. As he pleaded with her he 
sank down upon one knee by her side, 
beseeching by word and gesture and 
look that she should #Iiow him that 
pity he could see in ' er eyes, that he 

m 
fr. 
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"Oft, Miss Wilton, you here?" 

knew was in her heart, and to which he 
made his last appeal, and then, lifting 
the hem of her dress to his lips with 
an unconscious movement of passion
ate reverence, he waited. 

She looked at him in silence a mo
ment So young, so handsome, so ap
pealing, her heart filled with sorrow 
and sympathy for him. There was 
hope in his eyes which she had not 
seen fox many days. How* could she 
drive it away and crush his heart! It 
might be cruel, but she had no answer, 
no other answer, no new word, to tell 
him. Her eyes filled with tears. She 
could not trust herself to speak; she 
only shook her head. 

"Ah," he said, rising to his feet and 
throwing up his hands with a gesture 
of despair, "I knew it. Well, the dream 
is over at l a s t This is the end I 
sought life, and found death; that, at 
least, if it shall come I shall welcome. 
Would God I had gone down with the 
ship! You have no pity; you let a dead 
image—an idea—stand between you 
and a living love. Will you never for
get?" 

"Never," she said softly. "Love 
knows no death. He is alive—here. 
But do not grieve so for me; I am not 
worth it. You will go away and for
g e t and"— 

"No! you have said it, 'love knows 
no death.' I, too, cannot forget. As 
long as I live I shall love—and re
member. How if I waited and waited? 
Katharine, I would wait forever for 
you," he said, suddenly catching at the 
trifle. 

"No, it would be no use. My friend, 
w e both must suffer, it cannot be 
otherwise. I esteem you, respect you, 
admire you. You have protected me, 
honored me; my gratitude"— She went 
on brokenly, "You might ask anything 
of me but my heart, and that is given 
away." 

"Let me take you without it, then. I 
want but you " 

"No, Lord Desborough, it cannot be. 
Do not ask me again. No; I cannot 
say I wish it otherwise." 

His flickering hope died away in si
lence "Katharine, will you promise 
me, if there ever comes a time"— 

"I promise," she said; "but the time 
will never come." 

He looked at her as dying men look 
to the light; there was a long silence, 
and then he said: 

"I must go now, Katharine. I sup
pose I must bid you goodby now?" 

"Yes, I think it would be bes t" 
"I shall pass this way again on my 

journey to Alexandria in half an hour; 
may I not speak once more to you 
then?" 

"No," she said finally, after a long 
pause. "I think it best that w e should 
end it now. It can do no good at all. 
Goodby, and may God bless you." 

He bent and kissed her hand and 
then stopped a moment and looked at 
her, saying never a word. 

"Goodby, again," she said. 
On the instant he turned and left 

her. 

_ ^ ^ CHAPTER X X X V I I . 

Tl w O weary horsemen on tired 
I horses were slowly riding up 

3 3 S 3 the river road just where it 
E S s S f entered the Wilton planta

tion. One w a s young, a mere boy in 
years; but a certain habit of command, 
with t h e responsibility accompanying, 
had given him a more manly appear
ance than his age warranted. The 
other, to a casual glance, seemed much 
older than his companion, though 
closer inspection would show that he 
w a s still a young man and that those 
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