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"We have a very fine one, or ra
ther three of four, to be produced on 
alternate nights f6r the rest of the 
season."

"Which means, then, that you have 
o0 further need of my services."

"Precisely," said Manager Aubrey 
smilingly.

"Confound you!" thought Paul, as 
he left the office with his play un
der his arm to seek another mana
ger. "This is not likely to bè tfye 
end of the trouble. All these thea-

He hurried one day into ma- 
dame’s presence, and burst out with:

"He’s dying, that b’y is dying, an’ 
ye have only yourselves to blame for 
it."

"Do you mean Mr. Rossiter ?" said 
madame, terribly frightened.

"Don't get excited, ma'am. There’s 
no immediate harm, done, but be
tween you ye are killin’ the b’y."

"Oh!" said madame, "one of your 
freaks, I suppose."

"A woman of your years an’ ex
perience," said Peter, looking at her

Madame composedly ;

très will be affected by this change. wIth uneasy glances, "ought to be 
-What a fool I was not to have seen "
-it coming I"

He conjectured very fairly as to 
the condition of the dramatic mar
ket. The change was universal, and 
his play was not in demand. Dis
gusted, he sold it to a Bowery ma
nager for a trifle, and vowed that 
ihe would never write a drama again;
■but he returned home sick at heart 
and with a melancholy conviction 
that the managers had conspired 
against him. His one profitable 
source of revenue was effectually cut 
off, and he knew it would be a task 
to find such another. Still, there 
was no need of starving, as had been 
the case with him formerly. The 
newspapers were available, and Peter 
would stand his friend in case of 
need. And Peter did so to an 
traordizyiry degree, finding some 
hack-work that brought in an occa
sional dollar, and giving the thea
tres such a lashing of criticism on 
the new style of plays as cost them 
heavily to counteract. Peter inter
viewed them separately in his vi- 
-gorous cut-and*daflh manner, doing 
Paul more harm than good, but 
annoying managers considerably.
With these services he ceased to be
nefit Paul, and the poet, after some 
years of moderate prosperity, des- 
sended again into the depths from 
which a fortunate ehance had raised 
him. But for one circumstance no 
•one would have had reason to sus
pect the change of fortune. A num
ber of poor families in the city were 
his clients. He had assisted them 
generously in many ways to eke out 
a living. Some enterprising boys 
ihe had helped In getting an educa
tion; perpetual invalids were depend
ent on his kindness fo'r little neces
saries; large families looked to him 
to help keep their members decently 
clad and fed. They were not many, 
of course, but more than one indivi
dual with a moderate income is sup
posed to patronize. All these mu£t 
share in his misfortune. He had to 
tell them of the change, and was 
comforted by the tears and sympa
thy of the poor people, who thought 
more of his sufferings than of their

It worried him so much for their 
sake, and he worked so hard in sc 
many ways and endured so much per
sonal privation to make up to them 
what they had lost, that his phy
sical powers soon began to lag un
der the strain. He grew pale, 
worn and nervous, was seized with 
iits of despondency. He was not 
more than two weeks in his new po
sition when for some trivial reason 
he was discharged. Peter stormed,
■of course, and , got him another, 
which was as speedily lost in the 
same manner. Then Paul remained 
•quietly within doors and looked 
more for places. Some malignant 
devil seemed to be pursuing bin», 
his fancy threw about the face of 
Nicholas a tragic glow which added 
much to his nervousness. Peter’s 
anxiety and mutterings drew ma
de me’s attention to the matter. She 
took a kindly interest in the lonely 
Poet, and was. happy to be of ser
vice to him.

Madame called on Paul to assure 
him of her sympathy and to pro
mise him that she would use her in
fluence in getting him a position ;
*nd Frances came up often with Pe
ter and was very witty and quarrel
some for the purpose of raising his 
spirits. From these kindly visits 
Peter evolved a bright syllogism 
whose conclusion struck him with 
the force of a tornado.i Madame and 
her daughter were about to take ad
vantage of Paul’s weakness and ar
range the long deferred marriage of 
the young people. Paul’s noble 
rifices .in behalf of the poor,* hie pa-

come irresistible In the influence over 
the 8irl'« heart. Now was the time

better able to get at the bottom o 
tM»gs than ye are, instead o' leav
ing such work to be done by your 
boarders. There’s no use breaking 
your neck running oxer the city to 
find out the Cause of Paul’s Illness, 
when lt’e here in the house, as large 
as a young lady can be."

Madame sat provokingly quiet 
awaiting the point of his eloquence.

"Can’t you see that he’s in love 
with your daughter ?" said Peter 
angrily.

"No," said 
"is he ?"

"Nothing less than marrying will 
cure him; an’ it’s a shame to have 
her waiting for the good pleasure of 
the man without a heart, with 
real live poet wasting away in 
garret because of her. He’d write 
beautiful verses for her all her life, 
while from the Congressman divil a 
thing else she’ll hear but dry 
speeches an’ the like."

"Did Mr. Rossiter tell you he was 
in love with Frances, and commis
sion you to plead his cause dor 
him ?"

"Ay, that he did, ma’am; for no 
one ever stood his friend as well as 
Peter. When he was feeling bad over 
his own weakness who else would 
he choose ? ‘Never mind,’ says I, 
'I’ll let out the cause of It; an' he 
thanked me with two tears in his 
eyes. If there’s a heart in ye at all 
ye’ll see that he’s'rescued from the 
grave by giving him Frances. She s 
crazy after him, the poor girl."

Have you spoken of this to
others ?" said madame icily.

No; I think not. t might have, 
but—"

If you ever do,” said madame, "it 
will be your ruin. My interest in 
Mr. Rossiter ceases from this in
stant, and he must depart at once 
from this house. Such an insult to 
my daughter—such a poor, ungentle- 
manly return for all my kindness ! It 
is shameful !’’

Peter walked out stupid from hu
miliation. He could not see what 
there was in a proposal of marriage 
to raise the ire of any woman, and 
he could jrécount for the ill-success 
of his diplomacy only by the,strength 
of madame’s ambition to obtain a 
grand son-in-la%, What was he to 
say to Paul, and how was he to say 
it?—for the poet must know of the 
matter at once. He had drawn hea
vily on his imagination in supposing 
that Paul had ever said a word 
•about marrying Frances or any other 
girl. I Although he racked his brains 
carefully, he could not discover a peg 
on which to hang a defence of his 
own conduct. When some hours had 
been spent in the vain attempt 'he 
stole silently from the house and was 
neither, seen or heard in its precincts 
for a full week.

In the meantime the effects of his 
interference were direful. Madame 
and her daughter ceased to visit the 
attic, and Paul received the intima
tion that as soon convenient ma
dame would let the attic to a more 
desirable lodger. There was, of 
course, an instant demand for ex
planation. Paul, looking wofully 
pale and wretched, came down from 
his room and begged to kncJw if 
this was a piece with his other mis
fortunes. Madame explained in a 
distant way, which set Paul laugh
ing as he pictured to himself the 
manner in which Peter must have 
executed his self-imposed task. He 
declared earnestly that he had never 
spoken of such a thing even in jest, 
ftnd had no deeper regard for Fran
ces 'than he had for herself. It pain
ed him to see that, while madame 
accepted his declaration, she/kid not 
withdraw her note nor drop the 
unusual coldness of her manner, wliile 

request to apologize to Frances 
politely ignored. , 
returned to his room weighed 

down with Sadness, but outwardly 
One must carry his
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had tried vainly to sec Peter. On a 
chilly but clear night in early spring 
he went out into the streets of New 
York almost a beggar, as he had 
once entered the city, having no 
place to lay his head, entirely be
reft of friends save among the poor, 
*ad and downcast, but still full of 
the hope which had always been his 
chief capital. He had enough mo
ney to assist him in carrying out his 
designs. He needed change of scene 
and rest, and he had decided that a 
few months spent in the country dis
tricts, travelling as only the impecu
nious know how to travel, out in 
the open air, among the mountains 
and lakes of the north, would once 
more set him in trim for the battle 
of life. He was not altogether cast 
down, and had no fashionable suici
dal tendencies, nor even a very na
tural longing for death. There were 
many pleasant* incidents ahead of 
him which, with the bracing air of 
night, gave his blood a new energy 
of flow and his pulse a gentle acce
leration.

Such a wail as rent the air when 
Peter ventured to return and learned 
the story of his friend’s departure 
was never before heard in the si
lence of the boarding-house. When the 
servànt had informed the ladies of 
Paul’s queer manner and mysterious 
departure they fell into an excessive 
trouble of mind. Suicides were not 
*are, and a young man weak from 
illness, bowed to the ground by a 
series of misfortunes, was apt to be 
unsettled in his mind and to find a 
dangerous fascination in the water. 
There was some hope in recalling 
Paul’s strength of character and re
ligious instincts, but still the ladies 
wept secretly over their unintention
al harshness. The effect on Peter of 
the poet’s departure was marvellous. 
He confessed to his own fictions, and 
thus established Paul’s innocence of 
even a thought derogatory to Fran
ces; he accused himself with tears of 
being the destroyer of his "b’y"; he 
swore that he would never rest until 
he had found him, dead or alive; 
and he added a secret oath that 
Florian Wallace would never claim 
Frances as his bride. Nothing less 
than a threat to cut down his al
lowance could put an end to his pub
lic lamentations. Thenceforward 
during all that spring and summer 
Peter was like a monomaniac in his 
search after the poet. He went 
about with that one idea uppermost 
in his mind. He made it a point to , 
call at stated times on those who 
had discharged Paul from their ser
vice, and on the managers who had 
treated him so managerially, and to 
abuse them. Nevertheless there was 
no trace of the young man, nor did 
Peter cease to inquire after him.

Paul took o' northward train, af
ter he had stepped into the Bowery 
theatre and spent an hour witness
ing a representation of his own re
jected play, and near morning was 
landed at1 q. pretty village half way 
up the Hudson. It was not a plea
sant hour for entering a town, the 
air being chilly and the sun ,still in 
bed along with the villagers! ^Officials 
were sleepy and impolite, and the si
lent) echoing streets, the ghostly 
spires qnd eminences, had a heavy 
influence on a .heavy heart. The bells 
of a distantx convent were ringing, 
and smiting softly on his ear, 
brought a flush to his pale check. 
He turned his steps towards the 
sound, knowing that by the time he 
had walked the two miles of dis- 
tanêe leisurely, Xhe morning Mass 
would be celebrating hnd he could 
enter the chapel unnoticed with other 
worshippers. His thoughts , went 
back to that happier time when 
Ruth’s face had first stirred 1n him 
those aspirations and „ fancies sostrike

for B.RR.

he was visiting the place he had not 
asked himself, but a vague longing 
to see her again and to learn some
thing definite of one who had un
consciously filled a large space in his 
life urged him on. He knew that 
she thought of him with gratitude. 
He had been the first to open her 
eyes to her real position, and she 
felt that whatever happiness her 
new life had given tyer was owing in 
fair measure to him.

He was very weak when he arriv
ed at the chapel. , The priest saying 
Mass was the only person visible in 
the sanctuary, on each side of which 
were deep recesses where the nuns 
sat unseen during the sacrifice, and 
only the voices of the singers told 
of their presence. Ho was sad as 
well as weak, and, as any man will 
do in God’s single presence when 
bowed down with sickness and afflic
tion, he wept a little. Life seemed 
so utterly cheerless at that moment, 
he was so lonely in the wide world, 
and one of its best and dearest and 
most desired was so near and yet so 
far from him !

It was a very interesting face 
which presented itself at the con
vent before noon and inquired for 
the mother superior; so the lay sis
ter thought as she ushered Paul into 
the parlor, his face was so pale, so 
sorrowful, so chastened. Mother-Su
perior was also impressed by it as 
her visitor, in a nervous but gentle
manly way, began to speak.

"Some years ago," he said, "a 
lady friend of mine came here to re
side. She was a Miss Pendleton, a 
Protestant, who had leanings to
ward the faith. I have heard so 
little of her since that time that I 
am anxious to know what has be
come of her." J

"Miss Pendleton," said the . mo
ther-superior, smiling] "is now tSis- 
ter St. Clare, a novice In our order. 
She has been a Catholic almost since 
her arrival, but until a year ago did 
not consider that she had a voca
tion for the religious life."

‘She is well, I trust, and hap
py ?"

"Very well indeed, and apparently 
content and cheerful."

He was longing to ask permission 
to see her, but knew that it was 
against the rules.

"Will you oblige me’’—handing her 
his card—"by giving Sister St. Clare 
my kind regards and best wishes, 
and asking her prayers for one who 
has great need of them. I it in glad 
to know she has found rest. Some 
day when she is professed 1 may be 
able to call on her."

He went away sadder but pleased 
at the good fortune which had c.*»me 
to a noble soul. All day long he 
haunted the grounds, sketchiug ihe 
bdildings and looking with moist 
«yes towards that part where ths 
novices spent their, leisure hours. In
sensibly his thoughtA-strayed away 
into dreamland,, açd he began to 
draw on a bit of bristo^-board the 
outlines of Ruth’s face as he had 
seen it last, very troubled, yet shin
ing With the light of a new-born 
grace. He looked at his finished 
work, grief-stricken yet patient. Was 
he never to whisper into her cars 
the secret of his heart ? Never. For 
Another more noble than he had 
claimed her, and he could but write 
around the chill outlines his name 
and hers intertwined, with the words 
"I love you," twisted about in every 
fashion. The sun rose hot and red 
in the noon-day sky. and hunger
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drove him to the village. He left 
vent grounds, nor did he miss it un- 
the bit of bristol-board in the con- 
til the next morning when he was 
many miles from the place. He 
would have returned for it on the in
stant but that he remembered the 
rain-storm of the preceding night. 
The sketch lying six hours in the 
rain would now be a mass of unsight
ly pulp!

What a dreary heart he carried 
away with him ! He had no fixed 
plans for his journey. He went wher
ever fancy and circumstances led 
him, and wandered for months by 
the Hudson, on the shores of Lake 
George and Lake Champlain, along 
the St. Lawrence, and among the 
Thousand Islands—places little fre
quented in those days. His arrival at 
Clayburg was pure accident, but 
once there he woke to sudden inter
est in Ruth's home. He had not im
proved much in his open-air trçmp- 
ings. Whether his heavy heart re
tarded recovery, neutralizing the ef
fect of change of scene, fresh air and 
exercise, or his carelessness led him 
into fresh disorders, the day at least 
which found him looking on Clay- 
burgh from the top of the island 
described in the opening chapter was 
a day of special physical misery to 
him. He was still pale and thin, 
and his movements slow and uncer
tain. and any emotion sent the tears 
to his eyes and the sobs to his throat 
like a child.

And this was the village where she 
had lived and grown to sweet wo
manhood ! How pretty its spires 
looked in the morning sun, and how 
fresh the wind blew from it to him! 
The thoughts which the scene arous
ed troubled him like pain. He sat 
under the shade of a stunted tree 
with his eyes fixed gloomily on the 
water, and wondered when his pre
sent self was to end. He was de
pressed enough to wish that it would 
find its conclusion here. She vjas 
lost to him forever, and he would 
rest among the scenes which she had

'Sick," said a voice beside him. 
Scott was standing there.

"No," he answered, "not sick in 
body."

The sigh- which followed the words | 
told the poet’s story very plainly, ‘ 
and Scott studied his pale face with 
attentive interest» He somewhat re
sembled Florian. Usually the her
mit left strangers to themselves as 
speedily as possible.

“I don’t think miafortin’ is always 
to blame," said he. "When sorrows 
begin to knock a man down it’s part 
of hh-i nature that he should knock 
down in turn. If he doesn’t he must 
expect a kickin’ as well. I dunno 
but he deserves it."

Paul looked up in surprise, and for 
the first time surveyed his compa
nion. He saw nothing, however, to 
astonish him, but the words of the 
hermit rang in his ears pleasantly.

“Easy to talk," said he, "but cle
verly said. It is like meeting a 
friend to hear such words; and I 
have no friends."

"None ?" said the other, distrust
fully. "A man must have done some 
pretty mean things‘to git like that."

"Perhaps the meanest thing I did 
was to run away from misfortune in
stead of facing it and letting It do 
its worst. The friends I had* God 
took from me for a good purpose 
which 1 have been slow to acknow
ledge. Never mind. I will go back 
to New York soon. \ I thought I 
dying; that mÿ 
taken qt the full.

a mistake. I shall return, no doubt.''1
"A man sometimes runs * too far," 

was dryly said, "to make gettin’ 
back safe or necessary. Find a good 
battle-ground here, an’ wait for your 
enemies."

Paul looked at him a long time in 
silent thought, and then at the scene 
around him. x

"What do you do for a living ?" 
"Fish, hunt, plough for myself an' 

no other. I live alone among these 
islands, an’ when I’ve done prayin' 
for myself I give some time to think- 
in’ of my brothers in the world. I 
never tolerate company. It doesn’t 
pay ; it brings misfortun’.'-'

He had seen a purpose in Paul's 
eye and question, and thus attempt
ed to destroy it, starting down the 
steps to his canoe; but the ,poet 
caught him and held him, looking 
into his face with a fixed, earnest 
look not without a suspicion of,wild
ness. ft,

"I must go with you," he said, 
"for I know you now. Florian of
ten spoke of you. In old times those 
sick of the world came to men like
you for help and consolation. am
sick of it. You must take me with
you. You will bear half my 
bles."

trou-

"You’re a little crazy," said Scott.
"I have nothing to do with your
kind." And he laughed at the 
feeble grip.

man’s

"Nothing ?" repeated Paul, follow
ing him to the canoe. "You have no-
thing, to do with such as I ? Why.
it was just such a sorrow as mine.
perhaps, which drove you to this
solitude. Let me be your disciple.
We are like in many ways."

The hermit looked at him 
sharply.

•
again

"Are you in earnest ?" lie said
coldly. "If so, come. Put in prac-
tice the first rule of this place—si-
lencc."

Wordless the poet entered the ca-
noe, and the prow was turned 
wards Eel Bay.

to-

(To be Continued. )
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WHAT WOMEN SUFFER.
At All Agee They Need the Rich, 

Red Blood That Dr. Williams' 
Pink PUe Actually Make.

A woman needs medicine more than 
a man. Her organism is more com
plex, her system more delicate. Her 
health is disturbed regularly In the 
course of nature. If anything hap
pens to interfere with that natural 
course she goes through unspeakable 
suffering. In fact the health of 
every function and the health of 
every moment in a woman’s life de
pend upon the richness and regulari
ty of her blood supply. That is the 
simple scientific reason why Dr. 
Williams’ Pink Pills are worth their 
weight in gold to women of all ages 
from early girlhood up—they actual
ly make the rich red blood all wo
men need.

Mrs. Edwin Ward, Brookdale, Ont., 
says: "For years I suffered from 
those ailments thak make the lives 
of so many of my skv miserable. I 
would take weak spoils and, become 
so nervous that I /ould not go 
about. My stomacli was out of or
der, and I frequently vomited the 
food I took. Headaches and back
aches afflicted me nearly all the time. 
Then I took a severe cold which set
tled on my lungs, and I went to an 
hospital for treatment. I had the 
best of care, but the doctors gave me 
little hope of recovery. My face and 
limbs became swollen and my sys
tem racked with a harsh dry cough. 
As the doctors did not look hope
fully upon my case I decided to try 
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills. By the time 
I had taken half a dozen boxes there 
was a great change for the better. I 
still continued to take the pills until 
I had used thirteen bgxes. and I am 
now enjoying perfect health. I hay© 
no hesitation in saying that I believe 
Dr. Williams' Pink Pills saved my 
life.’;

Dr. Williams' Pink Pills cured Mrs. 
Ward by actually making the new 
blood lier system needed, y hat is
all Dr. Williams' Pink Pillr to. but 
they do it well. They don’t act on 
the bowels. They don’t bother with 
mere symptoms. They go straight to 
the root of the trouble in the blood. 
That is why they cure all blood and 
nerve troubles like anaemia, female 
irregularities, indigestion, rheumat
ism, headaches and backaches, scia
tica, nervous prostration and St. 
Vitus dance. Substitutes’ and imita
tions won’t cure,^ purging medicines 
only make you worse, therefore you 
must get the genuine pills wityi the 
full name "Dr. Williams' Pink Pill» 
for Pale People” on the wrapper 
around every box. Sold by all medi
cine dealers or by mail- at 50 
a box or six boxes for $2.50 
The Dp. Williams’ Medicine

■


