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clothes began to 'bristle. At 'this in-
teresting ‘crisis the whistle of ' the
Pendleton

’to‘m this town Mn any

could do in & year. I won't say
why lorl'manxiouat.omﬂ he
atrikes you as he strikes .most peo-
ple. He's a Russian, didn’t you say,
Pere Rougevin ?'*

“I supposed ‘so0,” said the pere,
‘“from hig looks and his language.’’
. ““He’s pretty far out of his- way,

| then,” the hermit said, pulling down

his cap in readiness to start.
“Wait and have a look at him,"’
said the squire; -‘‘here he is.”’

The stranger appeared at this mo-
ment in the front  line of those
crowding around the dead body, and
stood in profile to the group,

un-
“Late,” he “jd, and blushed yes, i that the hermit’s  sha¥p
plushed like a school-boy; and, re-|eyes were upon him, Pendleton

gardless of appearances, he fled for
the depot with all speed, leaving the
stranger to stare in cold surprise af-
ter him.

There ‘were & number of enterpris-
ing citizens gathered on the dock
.at another time watching the ap-
proach of a sail-boat flying a white
pennant—a privilege allowed  only
4o those who had caught a mus-
kallonge on their fishing<trip. Pere

Rougevin was there, and Billy and
‘the -squire,
“Who’s ‘the lucky man?”’ said

the pere to the squire.

“I rather think it is the hermit,”
e replied, “but heldoesn’t usually
fly a rag in honor of his . victory
.over the big fish. I suppose he has
<caught more muskallonge than ‘any
.other man on the river, but I never
knew him to put up the flag. He’s
& queer fellow, but a good one.”

“He ought to take out the: divil
on = fishin’-trip,”” said Billy, with a
dry laugh. The pere looked at him
inquiringly, and the squire for a
time could not make out his mean-
ing.

“Oh! you mean the foreigner. Yes,
he ought to get a chance at a mus-
kallonge and have his fancy tickled
with the idea of a whale.””

“You are speaking of the Rus-
sian,”” said Pere Rougevin—the
man with the peculiar face and look,
'pale and red-haired ?’*

‘“‘Russian or Prussian or Hessian,
it doesn’t matfer; but I think him
& pretty hard bit of humanity, and
/e can have mno good object in movs
ing around. this place. If I catch
‘him tripping I'll arrange a few
months in jail for him."”

“And he’s a Russian!’’ said Billy,
repeating the word many times, as

if it surprised or pained him.
“‘Who'd think so to look at him?
A man might be a divil in this

«<country, and ye couldn’t tell
‘his face where he was born.”’
“He seems to have made a. stir
in the town,”” said the pere, “‘fright-
ening peopls; and yet Simmonds
tells me he is very well-behaved and
pays as he §. ' A'man is not to
blame for his face, I suppose.’”
“It's the hanlﬂt," llld Pendleton,
as the boat cpptouhod the  dock
and the red beard and sharp hlue
eyes came into view; ‘‘and yet the
boat isn't his. He's got his canoe
in toe, and there’s something cover-
ed with a blanket. Halloo, boys!
mumm;.qrm- sin-
mer.’’ R il
The crowd wished to cheer as ths
~sail-boat swung ‘into 'her landing,

from

'sary frankness, and had told

watched for the change he expected
to see in Scott’s race, but he
disappointed.
““Hard-lookin’ sinner,”” Scott said,
as he swung the canoe around and
paddled off,
All the letters which reached Flo-
rian from his native town during the
summer nearly brought him fo des-
pair by their terrific descriptions of
the mysterious stranger, and one
day there arrived a plain  note,
posted in a place unknown, warning
him to- be on his guard against the
man, for he meant him evil. It was
plain that this individual was mak-
ing himself familiar with Florian’s
affairs. A man does not meddie
without an object. Florian felt him-
self in possible danger. His first
impulse was to put the matter into
a detective’s hands, but after re-
flection he decided to take another
course. Recalling the incident of
Count Vladimir and the stranger in
conversation, he thought it probable
that they might be acquainted, or
even connected, since the stranger
appeared to be a Russian. Then it
occurred to him that he had opened
himself to the count with unneces-
himn
enough ahout his past life to make
the work of a.spy trivial and suc-
cessful. This idea plunged him into
a maze of speculation which threat-
ened to have no end, and he cut it
short by going to visit the count.
Vladimir and he had become very
good friends, and the young noble-
man had come to New York for the
sole purpose of seeing political life
under the guidance of his dis-
tinguished friend. He did not t10u-
ble himself much about ihe political
life when he had made the acquain-
tance of a few fast men of fhe city
and had found means to pass his
tln;e‘ pleasantly in his usual haunts.
Gambling and horse-racing, fine din-
ners and questionable company, had
irresistible attractions for this scion
of a noble house. Florian triad of-
ten to bring him into the paths of
virtue, but desisted on finding that
the count considered his adviee im:
pertinent and puritanical. It was
not difficult to acquire an, affection
for the young fellow, and Florian
deeply admired him. He was hand-
some, open-hearted, and engaging,
and sinned with such thoughtless-
ness and relish that the grave Con-
gressman often wished his own dis-
position had as little malice. In the
presence of so attractive a scamp
his” own correct noti looked ‘a

was

/{him closely as he
; tures to see what impression they

tlnre cermnly wunveryltﬂking
% fjresemblance, and it extended in a

ghter degree to the portrait of

the princess. The count watched

household. It troubled him when he
thought what was his idea of a
politicign’s ~household and & politi-
cian's ‘wife: balls and pqru‘l .and

d the pic-
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able and has no mysteries. I could
have saved you some trouble if you
had come to me in the beginning
and stafed the matter candidly,
The count had just risen from
sleep and looked pale and hcavv
"The work T had to do,” said ,
‘‘required secrecy for two reasons.
that it might he more deftly done,
and might awake no unreasonable
hopes in the bosoms of American ci-
tizens whose birthright of freedo:n

they would not exchange for an
earldom.’’
“That,” said Florian, ‘‘is tolerat-

ed on the fourth of July only.”

‘“Well, * be it known, my friznd,
that I am commissioned by the
Prince Louis of Cracow, father of

that Prince Louis to whom you lear
so remarkable a rescmbiance, to
search for two or more of his re-
latives who came to this country
just thirty years ago. It is whis-
vered that the good prince, whose
character is not of the hest, was
ander the necessity of doing some
dirty work years ago that he might
get into his present lordly position.
He trumped up a charge agynst a
young and noble relative; said rela-
tive fled with his wife and tw: chil-
dren to this country; the prince en-
tered upon his relative’s possessiuns,
and the story ended.

“Now, in his old age, Prince Louis
fears for his wealth and standing,
He begins fo look for a Nemesis. To
avert it he commissions me 1o find
the exiled prince or his children, and
settle with them for a respectable
sum to remain here and leave him
in the enjoyment of his estates. Fle
gave me some portraits to help the
search, You so closely resembled
one of them that I took you for a
possible heir and set to inquire into
your antecedents. I shall now show
you the portraits. First, do you
hold me absolved from any crime
against your fame and honor 2"’

“By all .means,” said Florian.
‘““You have proceeded admirably, but
you are on the wrong scent, my
friend, though I must say I regret
it

‘“And why, if T may ask ?”’

“I would like to barter for the
mess of pattage with Princé Louis ;
money is more to me now than a
princeship or a Kkinship.’’

‘‘Money, money, money ! It is the
one cry that makes itself distinctly
heard amid the jargon I have . en-
dured since I came to this country.
I have never met a people with
noses so like miner’s tools, well fit-

little odd and silly, and he occasion-

ally dropped a few of them in order

to seem of a similar nature to this
butterfly; = so that in time he came
to like descriptions of doubtful cha-

ted for digging up gold. What a
tion you will be when gour ' chil-
dren are ‘educated into this no-
tion !’*
‘“The portraits, count,—the por-

traits,’”” said Florian impatiently.
Viadinvir brought them out from

racter in which the count was apt

an _inner room and plwed them for

e
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Florla.n noticed the rich cases be-
fore he opened them, and tried vain-
ly to make out the monogram, The
faces were done in oil and well exe-
cuted. 'The first was a young man
with reddish hair and nnooth de-
licate face, of too fin
dently to cope wit t,\e tro-g wick-
_his

made on him; but Florian felt only
dmappomtment and disgust.

“Has your Russian friend reported
to you yet ?”’ he asked. “For I
Buppose I have some right to

know."”
‘““He  has,”” the count answered
frankly; ‘“but he had nothing more

to say than that you did not re-
semble your father or mother, and
had not been baptized in Clayburg.’”

““True, and I could not say where
I really was baptized. But if you
wish' it we shall go together to
Clayburg and interview my parents |
and friends. It is a queer time of
day to bring up question of my pa-

ternity. We shall have to proceed
cautiously for two reasons. My
mother is nervous and my father

hot-tempered, and inquiries among
the townspeople, if too open might
act unpleasantly upon good
name.”’

“Oh ! T assure you the whole mat-
ter will be conducted most honor-
ably and delicately. Allow me to
thank you for your kind offer. I ac-
cept at once, and, having done with
vou I shall proceed to persecute some
other individual. But have I your
pardon, Florian, for my want of
candor ? I was so fearful of—'’

‘“Not a word, count, I only wish
you had succeeded in proving me g
prince. It would have been a great
help in my political life. Let me
advise you. Get rid of your trouble-
some friend, and do not use him as
a—an agent. His face is against
him."”’

‘““He is a helpful fellow and a good
fellow. But his face is against him,
although I do not pay attention to
it now. He disturbed you, it seems.
He impressed you as—""

‘““An assassin,” said Florian, with

my

an outburst of long-restrained dis-
gust and horror.
““Ah !” was all the count said,

and Florian could not tell why the
simple exclamation set him wonder-
ing as he went away.

™ A b
CHAPTER XXIV,

Madame L.ynch and Frances Were
spending the summer among the
mountains, and the big house, with
its wide halls and staircases, was
uncommonly_ dull. Florian = found
it so whenever he came in worn out
with the ‘day’s labor and the jagged-
ness of life in general. He missed
Frances exceedingly, for in the pri-
vate reception-room she usually sat
at the twilight hour, and her music
was the first thing he heard on en-
tering the house, her form in its
light drapery gleaming through the
darkness the first he saw, and he
found it pleasant and restful to sit
listening to the sweet melodies. He
admired Frances for her gentle, lady-
like ways and her good breeding, for
her small hands, her cleverness, and
her beauty, and diq, not think it a
fault, although it might have been
dispensed with, that she was deep-
ly religious. He admired Mrs. Mer-
rion from a different standpoint—
from what standpoint he could hard-
ly define; only he would not wish to
have one the other, for the reason that
Barbara’s walys would not very well
suit a Catholic lady,-and if chic
was to be admired it suited very
well where it was.

Unconsciously, almost, Frances had
grown into his life since Ruth was
lost to him. Those evenings by the
piano had left their impression on
him. It would be very sweet to
have her waiting in the twilight for
him in his own house; and she was
so very good and beautiful, not very
brilliant as Barbara was, n8t  so
full of character as the strong-soul-
ed Ruth, but unique and perfect in
her way, and made to reign over a
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P to be given:-and attended,
at which she was often. to complete
by her charms what he had begun' in
the busy world. It did not promise
much of real home enjoyment, but
it would not last always. With her
religious feelings so well cultivated,
Fran might some time prove an
intractable ~wife in matters which
could not grate upon without injur-
ing conscience. 'The political world
had great moral knaves, and yet it
would be an absolute necessity to re-
ceive them hospitably, to feast and
entertain and cajole them. It was
humiliating, but when one prepares
to fly high he must stoop a little at
first. Barbara was a brilliant wo-
man, and, though fond of home-lifa,
admirably suited to such & position.
If there were such another! But it
was idle to think of if.

It might be venturesome to
Frances the position his wife was
expected to fill. He did not wish to
do vViolence to so gentle a spirit,
but when it came to a question of
his life-interests he felt that ha
could be hard and unyielding as
iron. * It would never do to make
the mistake of marrying a scrupii-
ous and therefore obstinate woman,
He had no wish to attempt the
breaking of any ‘woman’s will or 1o
add domestic infelicity to his polifi-
cal troubles. With such a woman as

give

Barbara Merrion to be asked in mar-
riage, his work was done. Surely
there were more like her, but in his

experience he had never met them.
and now it was too late to hegin
the search. He might be exaggarat-
ing the defects of Frances. Love and
association do a great deal towards
making a husband’s will the will of
his wife. She was very gentle, and
so unsophisticated that it would be
quite easy to bring her to a
agreeable work by plausibly hiding
its bad side and bringing out into
prominence its best parts. When
he sought for instances in the girl’s
character to support this inference
he was surprised not to find any.
She was inclined to yield to per-
suasion, but her yielding was ever
of the right kind, towards good, and
he recalled an incident to which she
had politely ignored rude persua-
sion. He felt amused "at the habit
which he had long ago acquired of
taking for granted the success of any
enterprise he undertook. It was a
fashion ‘of successful men. He was
not at all certain of winning Fran-
ces, but if the attempt was to be
made he was determined to do his
best, as he always did. It occuried
fo him to consult Mrs. Merrion. Wo-
men know one another thoroughly,
and she was a sharp-minded female,
generous and over-willing in giving
advice, and would be happy to help
one of her warmest admirers. She
was residing for the summer in a
villa on the Jersey coast, whither
the count and himself often journey-
ed to dine, as it was but an hour's
ride from New York., It had sur-
prised the gentlemen that she should
choose so quiet a spot instead of
following the fashionable crowd.

“Well, T am in a mood,”’” said Mrs.
Merrion, ‘‘a serious mood, and I am
going there to read, to think, to
listen to the sea roaring, and to
enjoy the moonlight nights alone.”

“She musf have some exquisite
plot hatching,”” was the count’s com-~
ment; but Florian, who thought he
understood her better, saw no rea-
son to doubt the plain meaning of
her words. |

There was' time to catch the noon
boat and return late the same even-

dis-

ing, and he hurried away at once
1o the dock. In the bhall he mot
Paul coming in from a walk up-
town. The poet looked pale and

dragged, and his step had lost its
springiness. .
‘““Halloo !'" said Florian, with e

coldness which his assumed offhand-
ness could not hide. ‘“How is the
drama getting 6on ?”’

“S8o0, s0,” answered Paul, with a
weary smile, as he climbed the stairs
to the attic chamber. A coolness
{had come between them since Ruth's
departure. They avoided one . .an-
other as much as possible because of
the strain which it cost to keep, up
gemblance of the old familiarity.

Pﬁ\ult'u.realpdn for he
cause :

row to the winds an’
the dogs, an’ take a good glass of
whiskey, a good sleep—hut I  see
it’s Frances your mourniag after
I noticed ye began to look pale
from the day she went to the moun-

dull care to

tains. ; But she’ll be Lack agan,
sure.””;
“With a husband, I think,”” said

Paul, cheerfully.
“No, b'y, no!”’ cried Peter, jump-
ing from the bed with unusual ener=

gy. “If I thought that I'd go to
the mountains at once. !'d fghta
duel with every mother’s son o*
them. I'd shoot her husbana,

She’ll never marry nloss she takes
the man I lay out for her.'

“And whom have you iaid out?*
said Paul.
“Yourself,
mind who,”’ he replied,
laugh, ““but it’s not the Inwyer,"*
Paul began to write rclactantly,
for he was not in the huwor,
“Throw away the things,”” said
Peter in digust; ‘‘better for ye to
be doing somethin’ to save your soul
instead of writing milk-and-water
dramas. I'm always sick after [ re-
view one o’ them for the journal.”
“No' sicker than I for writing
them,” said Paul, giving way to de-
pression and throwing aside the
papers. ‘“This is a poor way of
making a living, and very paintul, T
feel as if I were pulling my bra‘ng
out piece by piece and putting them
on paper.

“It is a butterfly sort of work,
which flutters through this season,
dies, and next season flutters again,
I have no extra pay for it, although
T am one of the most popular writ-
ers. The manager will not let me
out of a certain groove. I shall
stay in it till I die.”

With an eflort he resumed his writ~
ing: His face in the afternoon light
looked doubly pale and wan: The
garret was cool and the waters of
the river were shining pleasantly far
away, with steamers and sails dot-
ting their surface. Paul’s thoughts
would rise occasionally from the pa-
per to float off into the realms of
the might-have-been with unusual
persistency. He was beginning 1o
be haunted again by the face of
Ruth. Some words that a stranger
had uttered about Miss Pendleton's
conversion and her present mode  of
life had waked what, after all, was
but a sleeping image when he had
thought it dead and buried. He did
tnot care to indulge the feeling, but
the face which bad haunted him for
years before he saw its substance
was not to be so easily loosed from
fancy’s h S0 he dr d and
suffered in patience. ]

of course. Vell, never

with a
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Meanwhile Florian had gone
his way to Seagirt, and, arri




