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CHAPTER XXXIX. Continued.

.■Always Florian." she Interrupted

"Cwt- position you would be 

^ his commands to you concern
ing my visits !

-Bat he will not open the door. 
d „ he would you would not be 

L,d here. The window, these cur
ias, your honor-what a number oil 
teppy circumstances I trust to I" 
Upshaw! what is the matter with 

e ? i have never allowed myself 
Z be led by a string so with any 
woman. And my hand holding the 
winning card! One word and Flo
rid would look on you with hor- 
ror What is the matter with me 
that I do not utter it ?"

-The matter with you, count," 
said she, looking at her watch to 
hide a faint apprehension, "is that 
vou have stayed too long. Now 
take yourself off while the door is 
open to you, or you may have to 
go by the window.”

“One word, one little word, said 
the count, half to himself, "and you 
are assured to me. I swear my be
lief that Florian would never wish 
to see your face again."

“If'you will not go," she said, ris
ing, with a trembling voice, "I must 
leave you. You have always treat
ed me with honor—"

“And I am bound so to treat 
you always," he exclaimed, jumping 
at once to his feet. "You shall not 
be compromised on my account, even 
to satisfy my hate for your lover. 
My time will come, and this hand 
which I now embrace—will you per
mit me—” He kissed her hand, 
while she stood laughing at his 
foolish devotion; and this was the 
tableau which greeted the cold, 
steady gaze of Florian entering at 
that moment by the softly-opening 
door. There was an awkward 
pause. Barbara grew pale to the 
last degree of pallor, and the count 
felt a thrill of delight leap along 
his veins. -The great man alone was 
equal to the occasion, for he strode 
into the room as if nothing had 
happened,and made his politest bow 
to the two guilty ones. The count 
took his hat and retired towards 
the door until Florian detained him.

‘‘You may leave here with a wrong 
impression of my relations to Mrs. 
Merrion,” he said as blandly as
was possible, "which I wish to cor
rect. I once presented her to you 
as my promised wife. It was a 
pleasantry which now merits ex
planation. The lady herself will
assure you that henceforth she is
less to me than to you or any 
other man."

The count bowed with a sardonic 
smile, but Barbara rushed to Flo
rian and threw both her arms about 
him amid a storm of sobs. In vain 
*e endeavored to loosen her hold.

"He threatened you, Florian!" she 
cried. “He said you were in his 
power. I did it for your sake. 
Oh, do not he cruel do not be hasty. 
A little time, my love—time, time, 
time!”

Florian was staggered out of his 
stoical calm by this plausible ex
planation, and looked at the count 
inquiringly.

It is true," said the latter proud
ly, “and II you will come with me 
1 can show you the truth of what 
madame is pleased to assert of me.'

wiil go," said Florian, in i 
voice which made her heart quake.

Remember, sir, that the truth 
head -ring a hcaTy POtotlty on your

'You must not go to-night. FIo- 
lan’ B^e sobbed—"oh! not to-night 
“I dearest. Wait until you are re- 
“ ected- Appearances are against 

and me, and this man is your 
®^orn enemy.

He flung her off almost rudely.
ou are under suspicion also,” 

e said in that same awful voice, the 
ot suppressed rage or fear, 

e silent until I come again. Not 
a Word!”

he tell back among her cushions
and ,1 °r close<l °” the two men 
aw footsteps died gradually

,But in an instant the sharp 
np 6 ° Ranger revived her fainting 

ses, and with all her strength 
gan to cast about for means 

prevent a catastrophe. They were
bahT t0 tlle counts residence, pro- 

y. and some one muet follow 
. “ *£d lntertere ln Florian’e be- 
„ , PauI Boselterl He was at 
douht”16 De Ronsonby's, without 
ri 1 and. thought hateful to Flo- 

’ “e very man, her Instinct told 
“ .to save her lov. 
and out with the carriage,
to y./' ,hor8ea at your beet sj 

the street where V

The servant, opening the door to 
a hasty and violent ring, is struck 
with terror at sight of the wild 
figure which silently rushes past her 
and up the broad stair; and Frances, 
tranquilly passing across the hall, 
comes face to face with the one wo
man in the world whom she has 
most cause to dislike.

“Mr. Rossi ter!" gasps Barbara.
"Quick—oh! quick, where is he?”

"Mr. Roesiter is not in," Frances 
replied, trembling like a leaf.

"I must find him," wringing her 
hands; "it is a matter of life and 
death. It concerns Mr. Wallace."

The pale face becomes paler, still, 
and a question forms itself on her 
lips, but her pride will not permit 
her to utter it. She writes the 
address of Mr. Peter Carter on a 
card and hands it to her.

If you do not find him there re
turn here and perhaps I can help 
you.”

Barbara is half way down the 
stairs before the last word is ut
tered, and in a moment the carriage 
is flying round to the next street 
at full speed, but not as fast as her 
mind travels to terrible consequences. 
Paul, seated on the bed in Mr. Car
ter’s warm room, hears the light 
step on the stairs in wonder, but 
relights Peter’s pipe and reclines 
lazily to enjoy the philosopher's 
small-talk' and gaze at him through 
half-closed eyes. Peter is in what 
he calls undress uniform, his shirt
sleeves rolled up, while his face 
glistens in the firelight and his hair 
stands up like an inverted broom.

It is just the time my lady ad
mirers call on me," Peter said, pla
cidly drawing long puffs from the 
pipe; "and, strangely enough, they 
are not disenchanted by this dis
habille.”

You do not look much worse 
than usual," says fun-loving Paul. 
And at that moment the steps out
side are close to the door; there is

knock, and close upon it enters 
Barbara, in her excitement more 
lovely to bewildered Peter than she 
has ever been. Both men jump to 
their feet, and Peter makes a des
perate dash for his best coat.

'It is of Florian!" Barbara cries 
out, exhausted. "He is going to 
fight a duel with Count Behrenski. 
You can stop it. You can save 
him, Mr. Rossiter. There is no time 
to be lost. There is the count’s ad
dress," pushing a card into his 
hand, "and no time to lose. For 
Florian's sake!"

Then she sinks down in utter help
lessness and begins to sob weakly, 
while the two men stand, in their 
first astonishment, looking blankly 
at the unexpected vision.

It was the first moment of pause 
since the scene between the count 
and Florian. Peter slowly grasped 
the meaning of her words, and, dis
gusted, laid down his coat, thought 
of Frances, and took it up again ; 
finally put it on with a vicious 
jerk, and glowered with determined 
indifference at the weeping beauty. 
The poet grasped the situation al
most before Barbara spoke, and he 
stood looking down at her without 
much pity, and with a half-formed 
resolution not to interfere. Better 
thoughts, and the recollection of 
Frances, and of the hermit, too, 
dismissed that unformed hard-heart
edness. He poured out a few drops 
of brandy into a glass and gave it

"Before I can do anything.” said 
he gently, "I must know in detail 
what has happened and what is ex
pected of me."

Barbara told her story without a

"I do not know what power the 
count may have over him," Barbara 
whimpered, "but I fear it’s some
thing dreadfully real."

"The power of a greater divil over 
a lesser," Peter said sourly. But 
neither noticed the words, and Paul 
went on to say that he thought he 
could understand it, and that per
haps a duel would be less fatal than 
the interview which the count pro-

"I shall take your .carriage," said 
he, "and go after them, doing what 
I can."

Paul had not a great sorrow for 
the mess into which Florian had 
got himself, but for Frances’ sake, 
and for the sake of $he dead prince, 
and partly out of pity for Florian 
himself, he felt anxious to prevent 
the revelations which the count 
might possibly make. He had a 
very strong suspicion as to what 
they might be; nothing certain, but 
even the possibility was dire enough 
to be avoided.

him a saint . or

A Result Of La Qrippe. 1
Riverside, N.B., Caw.

About three years ago my mother had the 
^PP*. which left her body aad mind in a weak- 
ened condition. At first she complained of sleep- 
lassness. which developed into a state of melan
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free. Prepared by the Rev. Fa±hbr 
Koenig, of Fort Wayne, Ind., since 1876, and 
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Sold by Druggists at $1.00 per bottle. 6 for 95.0k 

Agents in Canada The Lyman Bros. & CtX, 
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Co., Ltd., Montreal.

drive him insane,” was the current 
of his thoughts, "unless he is made 
of material altogether inhuman"— 
words that had a curious resemb
lance to Florian's quotation while 
on the island: "That way madness

The poet was destined to be late 
in his charitable mission. The two 
rivals in the affections of Barbara 
had lost no time in reaching the 
luxurious quarters of the count, and 
about the time when Barbara reach
ed Peter’s garret a momentous con
versation had begun. Each raged 
with sincere hatred of the other, 
and each was sufficiently destitute 
of principle to use any means to 
compass the other’s destruction. The 
successful rival saw his success 
smirched and befouled by his jealous 
opponent. The count could not for
give the deception which had been 
practiced on him, and, thoroughly 
unscrupulous, had little pity for the 
deceiver. With courage and bitter
ness they sat down to their weighty 
conversation. The count, having 
the advantage, could afford to be 
slow and sarcastic.

"An odd change this,’’ he said, 
for us who were friends.’’

"Spare your sentiment,’’ Florian 
replied, "and come to the point. 
And let us understand each other. 
You said I was in your power, and 
you used this assertion to intrude 
yourself on my promised wife. I do 
do not think the first true, and the 
second merits a punishment which 
you shall certainly receive—on con
ditions."

"A capital phrase—on conditions,’’ 
sneered the count. "There arc many 
conditions, then, why I shall never 
receive the merited punishment. First 
of all, Madame Merrion is clever. I 
never made use of any threats to 
induce her to receive me. She has 
permitted my visits, secretly, of 
course, since you forbade her the 
pleasure of my company. At my 
instigation she urged you to make 
an attempt to regain the title you 
lately sold. She does not care for 
me as she does for you, I klnow. 
You out of the way, I foresee what 
would happen. Of course, I have 
left no means untried to put you 
out of the way. This interview is 
one of them. It is my trump card.”

He looked into Florian’s set face 
with the old, gay, devilish look that 
the great man had often admired. 
There was anything but admiration 
in his soul then. Even the count 
awed a little under the intense pur
pose expressed in his frowning face.

"Your father is dead," he said 
suddenly. ‘T know that, you see, 
and also who did it. Have you 
never suspected ?"

"Your spy,” said Florian, with a 
shudder and a groan.

"He sent the bullet," the count 
said, "obeying in that another’s will. 
But there were circumstances, re
mote and proximate, which led to 
the crime. I mean, have you never 
suspected them ?”

"Is that the secret of your pow
er ?" askéd Florian, shading his face 
for an instant to hide its contor
tions of pain and horror. His voice 
was very low and quavering, al
most pitiful. From that moment 
until the count had finished speak
ing he uttered not a word.

1 "Ah ! you do .suspect it," said the 
count wickedly, "and ydu see I do 

J not spare you. But you have not 
1 gone into the secret so deeply ns I. 

You and I, my Florian, are a dan
gerous and bad pair. The prayers of 
your father and my mother have 
only made us worse, and It is lucky 
that our faces and wills are set 
towards the—well, best not to men
tion it, perhaps."

Florian said nothing when he 
paused. He was listening like one 
in a terrible dream for the one |»oint 
of this discourse which concerned 
him.

"I will do you the honor of be
lieving that had you foreseen the

circumstances arising from your 
manner of life for years past you 
would have changed it. I would 
not, I fear. You might not, for 
your ambition has always been 
strong enough to blind you to truth 
and right. Pardon me for moraliz
ing, but I wish you to understand 
me fully. You are a man I have 
never trusted since I knew you, and 
never could trust. Had you not 
dropped your faith"—Florian start
ed as if struck—"to become,a politi
cian it would have been different. 
With a man who has once been a 
firm Catholic it is dangerous to 
deal. You went looking for ycur 
father; so did we. You were afraid 
to find him; we were also, or at 
least I was, for I foresaw his tak
ing-off. You were afraid his appear
ance would lose to you the title- 
sale money. The motives of each 
of us compare to the son’s disadvan
tage, do they not ?”

It was of little use for Vladimir 
to fix his mocking eyes on the avert
ed face. The great man, face to 
face with the spectre which Mad so 
long stood at his side, had only its 
horrid features in his gaze.

"Well, you begin to comprehend, 
my Florian; you begin to recognize 
your own soul in this mirror of 
mine. You were false to a son's in
stincts because

0HAT about that “Just- 
as-tfood” soap ? it la hut 

a» good as "Surprise” Soap as 
I long as it stays right on the dealer’s 
shelf. When you get it into the 
water end begin work with It— 
It’s different.

"SURPRISE Soap Is the pure, hard 
soap that does the most of the beat work 
ln the least time with the smallest effort.

It is the highest grade laundry soap, 
but sells at the price of common soap.

_ yj The red and yellow wrappers and the
w | mnnirr* name “Surprise" on the soap
dvUPC v III OIL Itself will keep you from making

“hard* Soap “mlstake-

poet said in his simple, truthful 
way, “or had the slightest claim 
upon him, I would feel happy in 
the right to punish you for what 
you have done.”

“Mr. Rossiter,” replied the Rus
sian courteously, "I would be sorry 
if you had a claim. He deserves no 
pity. It will do him good, the
knowledge which he has of himself, 

of your ambition ; | You will excuse me." 
you were efalsc to a lover’s in- I He offered his hand, which the 
stincts because of your unprincipled i poet did not take, and the look
passion. What folly it was to ex- 1 which he cast at that shapely mem-
pcet that you would be faithful to ber, as if he saw its bloody stain, 
a friend when he stood in your way. | brought. an instant’s flush to the 
You fooled us all very cunningly— ! brazen cheek. Paul went out to his
alas! only in the end to shame carriage, and as he entered it he
yourself. You left your princely fa- ! heard the gay voice of Vladimir 
ther exposed to the bullet of the humming a joyous tune, 
assassin when a little honesty and 
patience would have saved him. How 
could you suppose I, the libertine, 
the unprincipled one, would have 
borne your insults in quiet? We con
tinued to look for the father you 
deserted, and we found him. Your 
ambition left him exposed to our 
fury. But I was merciful. I harl 
no taste for blood, for the blood of 
an unfortunate, a countryman, a co
religionist, my friend’s father. I | to-night. The gentlemen were 
would have saved him but for you." cited but courteous, as far as 

Again the great man started, and j could discover. Florian went 
his face, hidden from the count, | and I saw no more of him." 
was twisted shapeless from that in
ward agony. The Russian’s face j 
had assumed a stern, malignant ex- | 
pression as he bent his fierce eyes i 
on his foe and sometime friend. The i

CHAPTER XL.

Small consolation Paul had for 
Barbara when he returned to Peter’s 
attic. Every thought flew from her 
mind but one when he entered in a 
thoughtful yet satisfied mood.

"I think you can go home," he 
said, "and give yourself no uneasi
ness. There will bo no duel, at least

countenance fell.
"Is it all so very well?" she asked 

dolefully. "Your words are doubt
ful."

They should not be," he replied, 
last words he uttered as one would j "for the affair between them passed 
thrust the knîTe into a man’s heart, j off in rather dull style. I can as- 

T would have saved him but for j sure you there will be no duel. If 
you. You left the honored woman i you see Mr. Wallace to-morrow no 
whom you had solemnly promised 1 doubt ho can explain everything to
to marry, to deprive me of the 
woman of my life—a woman far 
below your standard, hypocritical 
but charming; a woman to further 
your ambitions, but not to be the 
mother of Catholic children. As your j 
desire for money exposed your father | 
to danger, so your desire for this I 
woman destroyed him. You remem
ber that day which revealed to me 
your love for Barbara Merrion—a 
selfish, cruel love, doing no honor 
even to her. How you triumphed 
over me ? You sent me home mad !
I shall never forget that day on 
which I sealed my own damnation, 
if there be damnation, because of 
you! The spy had found your fa
ther! What shall I do with him? 
he asked; and I said, Kill him!"

There was still no need to look 
at Florian, now plunged into the 
depths of shame and agony. He 
uttered no moan, even! Outside 
there was a roll of carriage wheels, 
and presently the servant was knock
ing at the door with Paul’s card. 
The count read It, and upon se
cond thought declined to see the 
gentleman, but the poet was already 
in the room making his apologies. 
One look' at Florian convinced him 
that he had come too late.

"There is no need for me to say 
anything, count,” he explained, 
"since I see you have done the mis
chief I wished to prevent."

The Russian smiled, although he 
too was pale from emotion—and tri
umph. He rejoiced in his success, 
in the humiliation of his rival, in 
the joy of once more possessing Bar
bara, even if it had been accomplish
ed through a dreadful crime. Low 
as Florian was, he was yet a degree 
lower. He whispered his last ac
cusing words in the' great man’s ear 
with something like a laugh.

"The bullet of Nicholas slew your 
father, and I permitted it; but you
you—" He broke off abruptly and 
turned to Paul, his hateful feelings 
almost bursting from his worn, evil 
face, his finger pointed at Florian.

"Behold the murderer of his fa
ther !" he cried.

Florian rose and his face came 
into the light. A dumb animal 
would have pitied its woe, and the 
poet gave a cry of anger and sorrow 
which the politician did not hear. 
He bowed mechanically to the two 
and walked out gravely and steadily 
as a man proudly going to execu
tion.

"If I were his friend, sir," the

one . your satisfaction."
I must be satisfied," shaking her 

j head sadly, while the tears began to 
| fall. "Oh ! what a wretched wo
man I am, and to know that my 
folly has caused it all.’’

The two gentlemen were silent and 
perhaps unsympathetic. Her empire 
was gone in more than one quarter. 
She gave Paul her hand and asked 
to be led to her carriage. Peter 
held the lamp as they descended the 
stairs, standing in stolid dullness 
like a podgy Fate, while his butter
fly passed out of the circle of light 
into the lower darkness—passed out 
of his life altogether, and out of 
the life of everyone with whom she 
had been connected in these pages, 
and that, too, without a single sa
lute from the gallant Bohemian 
whom she had so often deceived.

" ‘Fare thee well! and if forever, 
still forever, fare thee well,’ ’’ hum
med Peter, in mingled sorrow and 
disdain. '‘ Yç.’re^hèNast woman I'll 
ever bother my old head over. The 
world is no longer Arcadia or Para
dise. Eve is still the betrayer of 
Adam. Oh! the groans these beau
ties have drawn from my aching 
heart. It's not aching much now, 
though, considering. Is she gone, 
Paul, b’y ! Has the fairy taken 
flight ? I’m bowed down with 
grief entirely this evening."

"She’s gone," said Paul thought
fully as he took his old place on 
the bed, while Peter resumed his un
dress uniform.

"Gone ! O mournful word! Gone 
out of my life for evermore, b’y. I

copper knuckles, I could swear. Poor 
little treacherous Barbara ! no more 
a Catholic than the man with a 
gizzard. Yet a sweet soul, if she 
wan’t so deceivin’. O Peter, old 
b’y!—-no, not Peter, but Parker—ye 
arc forever done with females now 
until ye meet the sympathetic heart 
ye have always looked for. God 
help ye, my fine old gentleman! it’s 
hard lines have come to ye at last."

To this melancholy strain Peter 
mumbled himself asleep, and the 
poet, leaving him to struggle with 
a ponderous snore, stole quietly 
back" to the attic on the opposite 
street. It was after midnight, and 
yet she was waiting for him with 
her heart in her eyes and every beat 
of it sounding Florian's name. She 
did not need to ask him for his in
formation.

“T am troubled for his sake as 
well as yours,” he said, and the 
kindly words brought a smile to 
her lips. "He has heard what I 
threatened to tell him. from no very 
gentle lips, and he looked when ho 
left us as if his heart had been 
cruelly wrung. T do not know , if 
the truth will make him ill or bring 
him to his senses. It is better that 
.vou should not know it yet. I shall 
watch him and keep guard over him 
for your sake and his father’s until 
any possible danger is passed.”

She thanked him gently and went 
to her own room. The poet climb
ed to his attic, sadly haunted by 
Florian’s despairing face.

"That time truth struck home,” 
said he to himself, "and pretty 
sharply. If it does not drive him to 
any extreme it may have a healthy 
effect on him. But his eyes looked 
bad."

He did not like to utter the 
thought which troubled turn. Flo
rian s mental balance was remark
able, but the events of a few months 
past were of a kind to shake the 
reason of strong souls.

Neither Florian nor Barbara were 
to be seen the next day, or the day 
after, nor the third day. The papers 
had a surious rumor then of a sud
den departure for Europe of the ac
complished Barbara and a well- 
known attache of the Russian em
bassy, bùt Paul would not believe it 
until a perfumed note in Barbara’s 
handwriting reached him. Every one 
seemed to make him their confidant.

Dear Mr. Rossiter:

Try to believe everything people 
say of me in the next two weeks. 
My word for it, it is all true. 1 was 
married to Count Behrenski this 
morning. He convinced me it ' was 
all over between mo and Florian; 
and if it almost broke my heart to 
know that, it did not cloud my 
senses to my own advantages. I am 
a Russian, at all events. I wish you 
luck in your love-affair. Au revoir 1

BARBARA, Countess Behrenski.

The news of Mrs. Merrion’s de
parture in the role of countess, af
ter exciting the usual wonder of the 
town, settled out of sight. It did 
not reflect on Florian, whose broken 
engagement to the widow was not

.. . . ... . . j known; and still it would have mav-did adore that woman in a Platonic . . ..... . .. ..... , tered little to him, under presentway; her smiles alone were divini- „iTV,ilt„0*QriMC, ,, ,. . .. 1
tin. p„h h,„. »... Jc,rcumfltanMS' “ that R'Sgrace bad

been flung upon him. He was not 
to be found in his office nor in his

ties, and her eyes—it would have 
been better for me had they squint
ed instead of being the loveliest je
wels in a woman’s head. Poor thing, 
if she had a heart, and I had met 
her before Maria charmed me with 
her dignified ways, who knows what 
might have happened. Who 
knows ?"

Peter went off into a reverie while I 
speculating on the might-have-been, j 
and Paul, diverted! from annoying • 
thoughts by the picture which he j

sketching the poky garret and its 
odd central figure wrapped in a cloud

boarding-house, but, with his usual 
careful foresight, he had left writ
ten instructions for his clerk, with
out hinting at any date of return. 
Paul grew more and more uneasy 
when a week had passed and .there 
was no news of him. Frances, with 
her wistful eyes and a dread In her 
face which he alone understood, 
came to him daily for information.

I That he could no-t give ft frightened 
j both, and vainly the poet cudgelled 
' his brains to discover some clue to 
I Florian’s motives for suddenly d>'s-of smoke.

"Who knows," mumbled Peter—
"who knows? X was a handsome . .. . . „ „ , „ „, „ w , , in the early days of March? If befellow once before my nose was flat- . . „i nrore ronantohl__’ '
tened in an American duel—with fists
d'ye see ! But the fellow wore’ (To be continued.)

appearing. Had he gone to the is
land ? What could bring him there 

arly days 
were repentant—"

am


