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Why

is just what FlorianWallace gmounts
«1 would be sorry to
any one could say that of him with
the appearance even of truth.’
«Well, have patience and you will
see. When did the great luminary

«That I could not say,”” Ruth re-

mind; there are a hundred places to

cerning Florian, and the townspeople

“I suppose you are both. mo&

my

come of Frances Lynch?’’
i = “Thrown aside like a toy.
know that
norientity?”’ . And she laughed.
“I think—T fear you are a

at your

came

| hier heart was set, and, it she

What
did Florian want with her—a dainty

bad
Woman, Barbara,” said Ruth, with

the courage peculiar to her on such
occasions. “‘If he has wronged that
sweet girl it was because of you and

doings, perhaps you wouldn’'t mind

scorn, and the expression in her face

running down to New York af-
ter a, dandy little poet upon whom
had
him, would have proposed to
him and married him. That modest
! T'll make her modesty known

in all the colors of the rainbow. How
Will he like to know that the wo-
man he’s going to marry came up
to Clayburg and made a circus of
herself and him to everybody. run-
ning here and there with a story of
an engagement? O Barbery! you’re
a bad one, and I always knew it, in
spite of your dainty ways and your
perfumed trickery.”

rible. S here, Barbery, jes’ hear

. ""Then what do you propose to do,
squire ?” turning suddenly upon him
with: her tearful, imploring face.

“I propose to do nothig, say mo-
thing, think nothing, see and hear
nothing in your connection now and

> kind? And T'1l
very night, and iwait
girl until Florian comes
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ke a good
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| “I can do that, till or short.
t's the cause of it all ?'*
“A woman, old boy. She kissed
me and petted me, and I caved in,
A woman, and, I may add it, a
| widow.”

&

4 | Barbara transferred her effects and.

herself to the hotel in much distress
of mind, although forced to laugh
often over her supreme conquest of
the squire. She had gotten herself
into a difficulty, and saw no easy
Way of escape as long as she held
to her determination . to discover
Florlan. To it she was bound to
hold in spite of fate, confident that
her old luck would not desert her.
But matters had a gloomy look, and
,her orders to the landlord that she
be taken to the depot for the night
train was a sort of submission to
fate which might not come amiss
later, Sitting in the shabby hotel
parlor idly touching the keys of the
consumptive piano, to her entered
Paul Rossiter. He was not aware
of her presence, A wild, glad spar-
kle lit up her eyes at sight of him.
Here was a chance to attain her
object; here was an opportunity to
stab Ruth Pendleton to the heart.
She stood up shaking her finger at
him as Lady Teazle would at Sir
Peter, and the amazed poet, aston-
ished first at such behavior in

a
stranger, was next overcome with
sudden delight.

““Mr. Rossiter—O Mr. Rossiter! is
it really you ?’

“It is, Mrs. Merrion, and I am
delighted to meet you.”

““And where i8 Florian—Mr., Wal-
lace ? Why are you in the same

town and not together 2’

“I suppose he is loafing on his is-
land still,” said the thoughtless poet.
‘“He spends most of his time there
and rarely comes to the village. And
may I ask what fate has cast you
at this unhappy season on the shores
of the St. Lawrence 2’

“My native place receives me
any time.”

“Ah ! your native place ?"’

at

““You, I suppose, are soon to make
your home here 9’

“I return to New York in a week,
Mrs. Merrion.””

““Where you are hopelessly un-
known by this time, as people think
you have drowned yourself. And is
Ruth to go with you 2"

“Ruth!” stammered the poet.
‘“What has Ruth to do with me ? Do
you mean Miss Pendleton ? I have
not addressed her twice since I came
to the town. For a long time I
was not aware she had left the con-
vent.'’

‘““And yet she left the convent for
your sake.’’

He flushed a little, ignorant
he was of the motive of her
ness.

as
bold-
She had, as she thought, an
opportunity for belittling Ruth, and
if the poet could not suspect it he
could feel an uneasiness at her frank
communications.
“Do you remember a bit of bris-
tol-board,” she continued, ‘‘scribbled
upon by you in the convent-grounds
last year 2"’
He did remember something of the
sort.
“It was found and given to Ruth.
Romantic, wasn't it ? They could
no longer hold her in the convent.
‘She went by hill, she went by dale,’
until she came to me in the city,
showed me the card, and implored
me to aid her in finding you. When
you were not to be found she was
nearly frantic, and fled to the seclu-
sion ‘of Clayburg to hide her grief.
Worse than a convent, isn’t it ? And
I thought you had settled the mat-
ter,’ and would take Ruth with you
to the city! Well, therg’s bashfulnéss
for you! And so Flo—Mr. Wal-
lace is on the island. Which island,
I'd like to know 2"’
“Selitary Island I think they call
it,”” said Paul absently, his whole
body hot with mingled feelings of
shame and. delight.
‘Mr’. Rossiter,” she said, suddenly,
“you must do me a favor. I want
to see Florian,-I must see him to-
night.. The last train leaves at ten,
and I must be on that train. Will
you take me to Solitary Island?’’
“I have to go there myself,” said
the poet, somewhat surprised, ‘“‘and
you may come with me.”

bk you—thank you a hundred

nestly that Paul had
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in spite of her enemies, discovered
Florian, and, at the least, wounded
Ruth’s sterling modesty, if not al-
together destroyed its existence in
the mind of sensitive Paul Rossiter.
Paul went out into the open air in
& daze of happiness. Ruth loved
him; his fate was no longer uncer-
tain, but he was very sorry that her
tender secret had found a resting-
place in Barbara’s bosom. He could
not see the motives of the latter’s
coarse revelation of it to him. He
was

: sure, however, that malice
prompted both the coarsefiess and
the revelation, and he had a dim

suspicion that something might have
happened since Barbara’s arrival in
town to bring it to pass. Perhaps
Ruth knew and dreaded that Bar-
bara would do something of ~ the
kind. How would she ever look in
his face again, suspecting that Bar-
bara had so ruthlessly exposed her?
The more the poet looked at the
matter the stronger his suspicions
grew, and alongside of them grew
the determination to leave Clay-
burgh that night as quietly as he
had entered it months before. Ruth
would  then feel easier in the belief
that her shame had not beem made
public, or even whispered to him.
In time he could come himself to
press the suit in which he had al-
together despaired; and if it was
hard to forbear flying to her then
and soliciting a surrender of the se-
creat which rightrully belonged to
him, its compensation was that the
delicacy of his wife-to-be would not
be so cruelly injured. She loved
him and had sought for him and was
grieved at his absence. He did not
want more; but he walked near ‘the
house just after twilight, and saw
her sitting at one site of the parlor
table, with the squire at the other,
her calm, peaceful face as sweet
its repose as if the nun’s veil
about it.

in
hung
After all, revenge is not so sweet.

Barbara began
directly

to have misgivings
the first glow of triumph
faded. What if her behavior should
reach Florian’s ears ? And how
would he take her appearance on
the island ? She had confidence in
her ain‘lity to do many things, and
one of them was not to wind him
about her finger. She might wind
occasionally, but not always. One
thing was .ertain as death; that if
she made but one misstep the lost
point could never be recovered. Still,
she set her face againstall obstacles.
When seven o’clock came she stood
shivering, not from cold, on the ve-
randa. It was a sharp and gusty
November night, but the wind was
not strong and the bay was quiet.
‘‘One hour to go, one to come, one
to stay is the programme,’’ said
Paul, as, with her on his arm, he
madehis way to the wharf; ‘‘but that
allows no time for unforeseen de-
lays.”

She did not speak, and he was
glad she did not, for he had taken a
natural disgust to her. At the dock
the Juanita ‘was bobbing on the wa-

)}

ter, all steam up. A yacht was
stealing carefully in to her moor-
ings, at the stern of the steamer,
and drew Paul’s dttention for an
instant. %

““What are you waiting for ?'’ she
said impatiently.

stepping from it in a secret way, as
if he wished none to recognize him,

. "Here is a la y to see you, sir,”
said Paul, simply. - 3
Barbara

forever, as he now felt.
secret of his misfortunes in his grasp
and nevermore could Russian
g0 about whispering slanders
bribing the managers of theatres be-
cause of his likeness to the Prince of
Cracow. There was a fair field be-
fore him. He would haunt his
dens of misery where his poor lived,
without being compelled to live
them, and the aristocratic seclusion
of the famous boarding-house would
open to him again.
absence had banished the mists that
once hung
ger. was glad to have him back, and
another, and a third.
calls in the course of the day filled
the poet
and it was with a light head that
he entered a restaurant to have an
early supper.
cheap even for that time, but
eatables were good, with a country
sincerity in the bread and meat and
potatoes and butter.
quantity was served to each
tomer.

‘“Yes,” said Barbara feebly, and
strive as she would, she could not
speak.

"It_ you are going away,” sald
Paul then, ‘I have something con-
nected with the island which  you
might like to know.”

The great man waved his hand im-
patiently.

“Thank you. I ecan save you any
trouble. I know all T need to know,
and were I looking for information
I would scarcely appl# fo vou. Are

you going to the hotel, Mrs. Mer-
rion, or are you at Miss Pendle-
ton’s 2"’

Paul did not hear the mumbled re-
ply, having retired modestly out of

range of the great man'’s heavy.
guns.

Two villagers passing along  the
sidewalk some - distance off were

shouted at by the pilot for the Juan-
ita.

“I say, Sam, what are you in for
to-night 2"’

‘“Inquest,”” returned Sam lightly,
“over the murder of old Scott. It’s
goin’ to be at the hotel. Twelve of
us air goin’ to sit on the body.””

“Keep Squire Pen'l'ton off,”
plied the pilot, *

re-

or he’ll not leave

any corpse for the rest o' you to sit

on.

There was a laugh from both par-

ties, and Paul saw the two he had

just left stop suddenly and turn

away in the opposite direction.
“Warnings everywhere,’”” he said

aloud, ‘‘and all unheeded. God help

him, for man can’t.’”

All three took train a few hours
later for New York.
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CHAPTER XXXVIII.

In the whirlpool of city life again!

Paul realized it with a sense of de-
light as unexpected as it was plea~
sant; for he had never a great love
towards the metropolis, and
many sorrows there had embittered

hig

him against it forever. Not quite

He had the

spies
and

old

in

A few months’
round him. One mana~

In fact, a few

with inordinate vanity ;

It was a cheap place,
the

An immense
cus-
Paul was intoxicated enough

to have withstood a weightier meal

than was set before him, and
awlf-way through it when—
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“It’s his ghost! Lord be merciful

He led her to the wacht, and they ; to me that sees it!’" cried a stout, :
came face to face with Florian just' but shaking voice at a distant table; _
and, looking up, Paul saw the rubi=
cund, rotund Peter, red in'the face
from weakness and fright—even in
physicals Peter was contrary—star-

ng at him, fascinated ‘and groan-




