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medicine cures you when sick; ifit makes
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CHAPTER XI.—CONTINUED.

COraven and Cecil found the village
of Villemur a very pretty place—its
houses, scattered among orchards and
small finlds, embowered in shade, aud
with an air of smiling peace and com-
fort. A bright stream ran through
the little hamlet, and turned a mill at
the end. The flashing wheel and the
red gables of the house made a charm-
ing picture, set in a frame of green.
The church stood at the end of the vil
lage nearest the chafeauw It was old
and not unpicturesque, but, like al-
most all parish churches in France,
bore marks of neglect and decay-—ad
mirable results of the care of a pater
nal Government,

When Craven and Cecil entered
they found a gray interior in which
there was very little light or color.
What there was flowed in through the
tall, narrow windows near the roof,
A number of figures were kneeling on
the stone floor ; for the Curé, just
vested, was about to begin Mass
Craven led his companion to one of the
wooden benches, expecting her to sit
down as a spectator of the scene ; and
not a little surprised when, in-
stead of this, she knelt. * The thing
must be certain !” he said to himsell
philosophically, as /e sat down, and,
while preserving something of a re

around her, but it was one of which
she was wholly unconscious. Itneeded
but a glance at her face to show that
no one of the worshippers near them
was more absorbed in what was taking
place at the altar than this girl, with

her noble profile, her clear, earnest
ywwe,  She watched every motion of the
priest, as if intently studying it, and
weking an answer to some question
soma need of her soul. The longer
raven ""*v'l‘\'l"l her the more h" !l'\'
tain t she had not come here
n mere curiosity, it from any
v v motiwve 15 he had at first
lited with, } rom a deep and
{ a de for ne ereat
| h y believed might t
|
rbed in thes ne
nd ti of her face he did
10t n ( the Mass an
nd, until ose and turned toward |
him. Then they went out, the bright
warmth of the outer day seeming to

meet them with a rusl

they emerged

from the gray old sa 1ary

ve interesting, " said
Craven ‘but, I confess, little
chilly and depressing to me. Thisis

pleasant, do you mnot think so?”
vis is delightful,” she re d;

[ liked that too. It was so pic-

more

old
Y. quite
There

churches affect me
apart from their
eems an atr

& noke as if thinking aloud rather

| han as if expecting an answer but
Craven said ‘Oae always feels in

these churches the reality of the faith

which made and fills them. DBut to

share it—that is another matter. Oae

might t to do so if one could,

y glad
but the power of the modern world is
too strong with most of us

‘1 forget the modern world entirely
when 1 enter such a place,”’ she said
“] cannot say, either, that I step
back into the Middle Ages, because I
simply feel as if time did not matter
there —as if it were for all time, as the
needs of human nature are for all
time

and the incentive to great deeds. DBut

I must learn more of its intellectual
side before [ could think of embracing
it [ am not very emotional; my

mind must lead my heart

He looked at her with a smile. *'In
all things?"” he asked.

““In most things, at least,” she an
swered ; ““and I am not sure that I
might not say in all.”

There was a minute's silence, as,
leaving the pretty village street be
hind them, they walked toward the
great gates ot the park. Then, nerv
ing himself, Craven said : ** Will you
forgive me if 1 venture to ask what
your mind says to your heart about be
« | coming Comtesse de \irac ?"

L] She regarded him with astonishment
for an instant, then a faint smile
appoearad around the corners of her
mouth

“ It strikes me that the best reply to
L your question is by another,” she said,
“*Why should my mind, or my heart
either, say anything to me about be
coming Comtesse de \érae?

Bacause vou certainly cannot be
what is evident to every
y—the devotion of the Comte de

|

1y | ona

tesse had fully explained to me the
position of her nephew—whom he was
to marry, and how and why. There-
foro | am able to appreciate the exact
value of his devotion to me."
w1t is a very sincere devotion, I
assure you,” said Craven. “You do
him injustice if you think otherwise.
Of course he is in a maunner bound by
the customs of his country and the
traditions of his class. But his feel-
ings have ignored these things entire-
ly. Ha is ardently in love with you.”
“ What then 7" she asked
¢ Well "—the diplomatist found him-
self hesitating a little—‘* he is natur-
ally anxious to find some way of re-
conciling his attachment with what he
conceives to be his duty to his family.
Yeu know he is not rich. It is neces-
sary, if he is to maintain his position,
that he shall improve his fortuue by
marrying. And so—"
‘¢ And so,” she said, with the same
composure, ‘‘he has made you his am-
bassador to discover if he could im-
prove his fortune by marrying me.”
“ Not exactly,” Craven answered.
“1 will be perfectly frank with you,
for I am sure you are too sensible to
misunderstand matters. This young
man is earnestly attached to you ; bur,
as you have said, you have been in
[rance long enough to learn some-
thing of the customs of the country,
and you know that in marriage much
is considered beside the sentiments of
the parties concerned. This is speci
ally the case with him, because he is
the head of his family, and, the estate
having been much impoverished, he is
naturally anxious to restore what has
been lost. Marriage offers him a re
cognized and approved mode of doing
this. Try to put yourself insympathy
with the position in order to compre
hend it."”
¢ [ think that 1 am in sympathy and
do comprehend it pertfectly, she gaid
** Have no fear of my misuuderstand
ing anything you wish to tell me.”
*“ Then what 1 wish to tell you is
that this young maun is—to use his own
expression—in despair ovel
iz inability to reconcile his attach
nent to you with his duty to his famly
and position.  He has pressed
freely to me, and I
il there were

form of

his

ertain

, however :
not
t @ solu
r's own hand

Ltay
hing her breath with

Y0 you hav ard 1
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it some time ag
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lieve that any heir
splendor
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iether or not to be
gs would so conceal
[ am satisfied now.’
colored with vexation., **
did not know then,” she said. ‘' You
only suspected, and now you have
made me betray mysell Do you call
that fair: :
‘1 call it
plied

You

‘

hamefully
|

cheerfully But what does

my curiosi
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walked on at a quickened pace

[ know what you are thinking,
Yeou are
am meddling h
icern me, and that |
am very impertinent beside [ grant

t this wounld be so if I did not really
have your interest at heart. But
should I be your friend if I did not try
to serve you to the best of my ability ?
You know it is proverbial that lookers
on see most of the game, and 1 have
been a looker on who has observed a
good deal. Shall 1 tell you what 1
think I have seen?

AlreadyCecil's vexation waspassing
She looked at him with her frank smile,
and said: ‘‘Yes, you may tell me,
in order that 1 may see exactly how
rreat vour mistakes have been,

““Onpn, my mistakes! T have no
doubt made any amount of them,"” he
answered., ‘*Still, I think 1 have per
ceived some things which are facts—
for instance, 1 have psrceived on one
hand a lover held back from declaring
hig passion by the circumstances
which he stands, and a lady possessing
the power to make all things smooth,
but concealing this fact, and waiting

‘v“v'rwll Y >
)y yourself that I

does n

)t e

forgive me if I vex you again !—for a
romantic declaration, which under

thesa circumstances could not come
The bright blood sprang now in a
tide to Cecil’'s face. She threw her
head back haughtily. ‘I am glad,”
she cried, ‘*that you have proved how
little you really know about me. I
waiting for a declaration, romantic or
otherwise ! 1 could laugh at the
absurdity of such a mistake, if I were
not too angry."”
¢ T am glad that you confess to being
aungry,”’ he said, smiling. “* When
people are angry they are not always
the best jndges of things.  Bat, really,
what is there to be angry at? I am
only crediting you with a little ro
mance, and that is not a crime, al
though there are people in the world
who think it so

‘You are crediting me then with

somathing of which I have not a fra
ment Surely I had a right to be
silent about my fortune, which con

erns only myself. One need not be
romantic to desive to spave one's
Annoyance

and [ knew that if it were

self

had any fear of a serious declaration
from Mde Vérac. If I wished to marry
him, I would simply let the Vicomtesse
know the amount of my fortune, and
the affair would arrange itself.”
Then you do nof mean to carry him,"
gaid Craven, betrayed by his curiosity
and interest into a direct questioning
which astonished himself.
But instead of rebuking, Cecil looked
at him with a half-appealing glance.
[ have been asking myself that ques
tion,” she said. ‘* Will you help me
to answer it? 1 think the time has
come when I should like the benefit of
the knowledge which you put long
ago at my service. You cannot give
it to me now, for here we are at the
chateaw. But we will take the first
opportunity for a little quiet speech
together. Here comes M. de \irac.
Not another word !"

CHAPTER XII.

‘' { HAVE B
The grand salon at Villemur pre-
sented a ysne in the evening which
always delighted Cecil. Its splendid
proportions, its great carved chimney-
piece, its polished floor reflecting the
clustered waxlignts, its mirrors and
pictures, made a setting for the groups
of graceful figures which rendered the
whole picturesque iu the extreme.
The long windows opened on a terrace
without, which at this time was flooded
with moonlight, and below which lay
the gardens and park, a vision of fairy
like beauty.

It had never seemed more charming
to her than on the evening after her
morning walk and conversation with
Oraven. She realized now that the
time had come when she must put out
her hand and make all this her own,
or else renounce it wholly. She had
played with it, as it were—had felt a
pleasure in the sense that it might be
hers by a word or gesture. It was
like acting a part in a drama to fancy
herself transported into this life,
/i [ this noble place. But
now the hour had come when she was
bound to decide whether the part was
to become not ; and, if not, it

EN TEMPTED."

watelaine of

reat or

for the first time, an emotion almost of
anger against the depth of impression
which a stranger had made upon her.
“The mysterious always interests
one more than the known,” she said.

¢ Therefore it is natural that a man
whom I kunew for & short time only
might interest me more than M. de
Viérae, whom I now know very well

There are no lopger any mysteries
about Nim to pique one's curiosity ;
but he satisties my taste—which is not
easily satisfied— and he is a man who
would not devote his life to ignoble
ends.”

 Believing these things of him,”
remarked Craven, who began to find
this young lady as much of a puzzle
as her family and friends had already
found her, ** why do you hesitate to
marry him?”

“ For many reasons,’' she answered.
T wonder it I can hope to make you
understand them.”

“]can venture to say for myself
that I am not, as a rule, very obtuse,”
Craven observed.

She did not reply at once, but stood
leaning against the massive balus

trade, herself a picture in her dress of
creamy lace, the folds of which seemed
of ethereal softness in the moonlight,
while her beautiful head rose above
them with statue like grace. She did
not look toward the brilliant salon, but
out over the silver-flooded gara~us, as
she said, slowly :

« A little, while ago I told you that
the things which M. de Virac offers-

or would offer it he knew the amount
of my fortune — tempted the worldly
side of my nature, for they ave all
things which I like extremely. I need
gearcely say that it is not the mere
splendor of Villemur which fascinates
me—I could build a more splendid
house myself if I wished to do so—but
the spell of the past, the associations
and traditions which throw a charm
over it I have always dreamed of

doing something great with the power

y right that she should re:
rerself out of the path of a man

she did not mean to marry The
1 made her sad
BVEr S } to attractive
hen seed i
18 thus sh felt : and yet nd
n Villemur was worth the pr
he would have to pay for it., She felt
lite sure of it now
[n this mood Craven found her when

) ined her r dinner near one of
1 win opening on the ter
race. Onone hand was the long, bril
iant salon . on the other, the silver,
silent night. *‘Isit not beautiful?” she
aid, indicating the last with a motion
of her fan. ** I am tempted to forget
[ am in France and to take a turn
Y hout
“(Come," said Craven, stepping out

T

and holding back the curtain
'ven in France we may be permitted

ag far as the end ot the ter-
It is a divinely-beautiful
llowed him after an instant’s

her they paced the

n, and togaet

ra almost in silence for several
ninutes Then Craven, glancing
from the stately balustraded terrace,
e wid rden and sleeping park, to

eat tront ol 1

lights, the
aled through the s
meditatively :
1 30 you are in doubt whether
you will accept Villemur together with
its lord. Do you know that if I were a
woman in such a position I think I
should be—tempted

“ Do you suppose I have not been
tempted 2" asked Cecil. ** More than
[ like to consider. Everything that
the worldly side of me likes best is
here—great position, high rank, pic
turesque splendor, and the opportun
ity to use my wealth in the most effect

the auw spark
brilliant

1lon win

and
aud

ive manner to augment all these
things Why, this very scene, with

all it suggests, is a fascination and a
temptation ! Then I like M de Virac
very well — as much, I suppose, as I
shall ever like any man—why do you
laugh ?" she asked suddenly and
rather haughtily of Craven.
“Did I langh?" he asked. *
don me, but [ was thinking how far
from flattering to M. de Virvace your
sntiments toward him were.”

Par-

St

“It you knew me better,” she re
plied, ** you would know that, on the
contrary, they are very flattering. He
is the only man of whom I have ever
said so much, or concerning whom I
have ever taken into consideration
what I have considered with regard to
him."

“Well," said Craven, ‘‘ the last fact
is certainly flattering to him ; but I am
very sure he would hope to inspire a
littlo more warmth of sentiment, How-
ever, forgive me if I am impertinent.
You think him, then, the most interest-
ing man you have ever known?"

“¢Np," said Cecil. The word came
from her distinct and clear-cut in its
denial before she even stopped to think.

It was a sudden, leaping memory
which rose before her like a vivid
picture. She saw the deck of a ship,

she looked at the long track of silver
foam stretching illimitable
water, and she heard a voite saying:
““Your kindness has made the voyage
like that track of foam across the ocean
—a pathway which I shall never find
again, but which will remain always
in my memory as lumincus and as en-
chanted as it looks now.” The baunt
ing melody of the voice which uttered
these words seemed sounding in her

across

which mmy mouney gives me.
an do that, I confess that it is
value to me and can buy lit
1 ; Now since I have
I

rac again one of y foremost in

6 ou would enable the
te to become 1.;'.&\:;“1_\‘

great but h g done
yvou would not feel as if you had

s served any very lofty end.”

No,” she said : ** for it would all
be more or less selfish, and would re
flect bac upon myself I should
share in it all, benefit from it all
And T fe that, except M. de Vir
scarcely any one else would be bene
fited b ve very indire Now
this is y sort of obj at [ have
always had view should
like t lo is someathi would

reat number—some
1d ‘6 no share
of knowing that I

all this seem to

very foolish ?

“ Np," Craven answered, 1eems
to me just the opposite of foolish. 1
wish all heiresses had such thought

But worldly prudence bids me warn
you that unless you are very cautious
they will lead you into quicksands of
philanthropy. It is possible to make
awful blunders, and do much harm,
too, in trying to benefit one’s fellow
creatures.

¢ 1 know that,’

he replied, ‘“‘and I
have been cautious, I do not think
that I am yet old enough or wise
enough to decide what it is best to do,
But [ don't want to put it out of my
power to do anything—1 don't want to
purden my soul with the life-long
regret of a lost opportunity. That, I
suppose, is why 1 have never thought
of marriage as other women think of it,
[ have felt that I wanted free hands
when 1 saw at last the opportunity
which I have been looking for. 1
claim no credit for these thoughts : my
father taught them to me, Ie never
meant to leave so much money to me ;
he meant himself to do some great
good with it. But he was cut off sud-
denly in the midst of a busy life, and
he had only time to remind me that he
left me a great responsibility as well
as a great fortune. ‘Use it nobly for
others, not selfishly for yourself,’ he
said ; and, God helping me, it is so
that I will use it.”

“Surely God will help you,” said
Craven, touched to unwonted rever-
ence. ‘‘You told me this morning
that I did not know you. I find now
that you were right. How small and
petty my idea of you seems beside the
reality you show me! Villemur is a
noble place, Miss Lorimer, but it is not
noble enough for you."”

‘‘1T have no such thought as that,”
she answered quietly : ““ but in saying
that Villemur tempted me, 1 think
that [ put the matter in the vight light.

always felt to be a duty, and so I must
put it behind me and go on, not look-

It was a temptation from what I have |

¢ I certainly comprehend, and I heps
that I sympathize with fyou,” he re
sponded. “More than that: 1 an
deeply interested in all that you ca:
to tell me of your feeling in this
matter.”

¢ Briefly, then, you kvow what
Catholics believe—that God Himself |
present upon their altars. Well,
my doubt, my uncertainty, I said t
myself : ‘Surely, if 1 go and addr
Him directly, there where so man
pious souls believe Him to dwell, 11
will enlighteu and directme.” I went
as you kunow, and while I was the
some strong influence secmed upon 1
—1I could not doubt : 1 could not say
myself as I say now to you, CIf this |
true.’ [ felt that it was true, And

I never have another such hour
taith again, it is something to hay
had it once — something to hay
realized that I was in the immediat
presence of God, that I could speak
Him with the certainity of bein;
heard. 1did speak with all the ener;
of my soul, and I believe that I ha.
had my answer. At least since the
my doubts are at an end. All this
she waved her hand toward the stat
chateaw and noble park—‘‘is but
brilliant temptation, which I must p
away and go.’

“+1 am sorry for M. de Virae,"” sa
Craven : ‘“but I believe that, wha
ever power has inspired your res
tion, you are right.”

‘1 have no doubt of it,” she sa
““ And now what I have to ask of yo1
kindness is that you will if p
sible spare M. de Virac the knowledg
of what he has lost—of course I al
tomy fortune. 1 hope that he wi
never hear of it. Aund, in sparing
him, you will also spare me one of ti
most painful things which can be la
on a woman—the necessity of reject

a man whom she really likes.

1 will hold your confidence sa
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aid Craven,
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is from the pen of Mr. H. T, Pe ai
oceurs in a criticism of Huysman

French novel, ** Eu Route,” a transla
tion of which has recently been pul
lished in l.ondon and New York
is as follows ““To those of us wh
are Protestants’ the book is full of deeg
instruction in revealing with startling
force the secret of the power of tha
wonderful  religious organizati
which has made provision for the ne
of every human soul, whether it rc
quires for its comlort active service
the mystical life of contemplatiol
We see how every want is understood
and how for every spiritual prob
an answer is provided ; how the ex
perience of twenty centuries has been
stored up and recorded, and how al
that man has ever known is known to
those who guide and perpetuate this
mighty systern. And in these days.
when doctors of divinity devote their
energies to nibbling away the founda
tions of historic faith, and when the
sharpest weapons of aguosticism aie
forged on theological anvils, there is
something reassuring in the contem
plation ot the one great Church that
does not change from age to age, that
stands unshaken on the rock of itscon
victions and that speaks to the wavel
ing and troubled soul in the serent
and lofty accents of divine authority
—DPhiladeiphia Standard and Times
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