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the younk man vhom he had  seen
in the hotel in ebnvemuon with
the lltl'tlls'ﬂ'

. “Count Vlunmh- . Behrenski—the
Hon. Florian Wallace."” I

The ' gentleman bowed low, and,
with a graceful lightness and pre-
sumption that took one’s heart by
storm, offered his hand and warm-
ly pressed Florian’s.

“Now  you are already friends,”
said Barbara, leaving ‘them, “‘and
you shall be rivals in my good
gracess’:

‘“Ther® are - so many,’” said the
count, ‘“Mr. Wallace, I have been
desiring to know you this long time,
gince it came to me that I saw in
you a wonderful resemblance to a
‘noble Russian family—a family of
royal connections, in truth, The
likeness is very clear and very
exact.””

‘““You surprise me,” said Florian,
who was not at all surprised. He
thought of saying, “You flatter
me,”” but he believed, with true re-
publican  sternness, that facts lay
the other way. ‘It would interest
the noble family, I am sure, to
know an American citizen honored
‘them by personal resemblance.’”’
‘““Your resemblance is so very close

-and exact to the Prince Loufs  of

Cracow,’”’ the count said meditative-
iy. “‘If there were Russians here
acquainted with him they would take
you for him, but that his hair 1is
4ight.”

* “I may be an offshoot, count. My
mother came from Ireland, and no
doubt Russians emigrated thither
:some time, We are descended from
;princes, I know.””

‘“Yes,, the Irish are a princely race,
7more 80 than ‘other Huropeans—the
island being small, I think, and the
word prince having a wide applica-
tidn. You were born in this coun-|
wtry, sir 2"

‘““Oh yes, and nursed and educated
finto Yankee notions,””

“‘They are very elastic, these Yan-

lkee notions,’’ said the count. ‘“Would

:you call the pretty hostess, ~ Mrs,
Merrion, a Yankee notion?”’

“The term is hardly used that
way,” Florian answered, hesitating-

ly, at this rather ridiculous applica-
tion. ‘“But you seem to think Mrs.
Merrion of an elastic disposition.’’
“She is a fine woman, delightful ;
Ybut it is hard for us to understand
Vher. We know two classes of wo-
unen in Burope—the very good, the

very bad. It is easy to tell at once
the class. Not so with your Ame-
rican ladies. Your code of manners
is elastic, It is a Yankee notion.”

‘‘Purely,”” said = Florian,. uneasy at
the drift of the count’s remarks. ‘It
'would hardly suit the Russian cli-
mate.”

The count ' shook his head and
laughed at the idea. :

“Yet it is very amusing at first.
There is a fine uncertainty about it,
and it sharpens the faculties won-
derfully.”*

“Of course you do not like Wash-
fington,” said Florian, “after a term
of yearf at Paris.” '

““There & opportunitieg for plea-
sure everym my._ dear sir. The
fewer' they m ﬁu mote we  make
of them.

s smiling
Mat;dpmpuuinx “You

that emnui  which

Mu“youwereminningwm‘

suffer from.’” W
L ¥’ cried\ the count; starting.
“That is the last /thing which will
reach this efervescing  soul  of mine.
It is the presence of grave greatness
like yours which throws.a shadow
fover me. I am always gay. Ah,
Mr. Wallace, living on ambition 'as
you do, it is not to you a real plea-
sure to be always gay. You areup
and down as the game goes. I am
always up.’”’

‘“How  about the little monitor
here ?”' said Florian, tapping his
breast. ‘Does  comscience  never
trouble you with the thought that
up-ness here means down-ness sorae-
where else 7'’

‘“Never. My  conscience is my
slave. It belongs to me. Shall it
dare speak without permission ? But
tell me, sir, will you accompany us
to-morrow to the services of Strong-
ford’s death? He was a Methodist,
but you are not so strict, so bigot-

ed, as te refuse so plain a favor,’
Will you not come 2"’
“It you wish it, count. T am not,

80 bigoted or so narrow—'’

He stopped, his face whitened and
his jaw fell. At the window near
which they stood appeared the cold
outlines of the haunfing face, its

cruelty  outlining itself so sharply
and suddenly on the pane as to
overwhelm him with terror. He re-
covered himself speedily, but did
not finish the sentence.

“What's the matter 2’ said  the
count, with much sympathy.

‘‘Oh'! a weakness of mine,”” said

Florian. “You will excuse me for a
time, count, = until I have recovered
myself.”’

The count bowed, and Florian
went silently out into the garden
and strode along the bare walk, hot
from anger ' one moment, shivering
from terror the next. It was plain
the face was haunting him, and for
what purpose ? Why he more than
another, and why should he be com-
pelled to such a display of emotion
by the mere sight of a face seen a
dozen times in a few weeks? He
could not explain it, but he was de-
‘termined to put an end to it.

b Ak b
. CHAPTER XXIII.

The railroad depot at Clayburg
was the hot-house of the most
teresting news of the town, where
the Tale gossips and the. notable
men assembled before train-time to
discuss business and public maftters,
and catch the first sight off the very
few strangers whom destiny’s wave
threw upon the Clayburg shore. The
most inveterate loafers af the sta-
tion were Billy Wallace and Squire
Pendleton.  When threatening rheu-
matism did not interfere, or absence
from the town, the two veterans
might be seen, the one coming down
from the square house on the hill,
and the other turning the curve of
the bay, at precisely one-half hour
before the train was due, or to de-
part, both in their everyday clothes;
the ‘squire rolling pompously along,
as became a stout man of historical
fame, and Billy making up for his
diminutiveness ‘hy the erectness of
his body and the general majestic se-
verity of his ,  both
that when they walked forth in si-
lent power the whole towh walked
also, or at least looked on. So in-
variable was this custom that the
dwellers along the roufe, and par-

in-

ious

3 tlculn.rly those concerned with meal-

getting, mnever looked at the  clock,
but ‘“Maria, tea-time ! Billy = Wal-
lm is jm comin’ down the hill,*”
or ““Sally, you'd better wind the
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or was covered with mist. It was
not rare to see Pere Rougevin or
Mr. Buck or the Methodist minister

sauntering in and out among the
groups. Pere Rougevin was more
at home there than either of the

other clergymen, and his short figure
reserved smile, and right-handed ges-
ture were noticeable in every group
as he passed from one to another
and exchanged witticisms or the
newest stories with those inclined.
The pere had an inveterate fondness
for a story and a love of interesting
bits of gossip. He was fond of
striking people ‘and curious peopie
and people with a history, and, as
a consequence, of gratifying these
propensities, he was a most inter-
esting talker, a capital story-teller,
and never called your attention to a
person or thing without havihg a
queer incident to relate in its con-
nection. For instance:

‘““Do you observe, sir,’”” he would
say to the stranger, ‘“‘that stout,
florid, imposing old man yonder
whom you just heard called squire'?
You do, 'of course. Well, he was
concerned in the late Canadian re-
bellion, was hunted by the two gov-
ernments, and a reward offered for
his head,’”” etc., ete.

‘“That graceful shaft which you
see on the hill in the distance co-
vers the grave of a Very sweet girl
who died here some years ago. I
merely mention it because her bro-
ther is the famous New York politi-
cian, Hon. Florian Wallace, an old
pupil of mine.”” And then at your
desire you were treated to a faithful
and vivid description of the most in-
teresting points in Florian’s history.
Having a wide extent of mission, he
might be said to have the gossip of
four counties af his disposal; and
he was, when he allowed it, the cen-
ter of a group whose ears tingled
with delight as they heard the news
of the day, local and universal, serv-
ed out so delicately and so express-
ly, and with a flavor of ingenious
and witty comment to brighten the
dish. The sqr'uire was a source of
awe to all his little world, and ' his
ponderous voice, as he referred for
the one thousandth time to the
occasion when the two gov/ernments
were ‘‘after my head,”’ could be
heard over all sounds and brought
every ear in that direction. As a
sort of echo Billy sat beside him
with his eyes blinking and winking,
jerking out sharp, short notes ot
approval or confirmation. Billy was
the best moral support the squire
could find, for he swore to every-
thing which that bald sinner as-
serted.

“If it isn’t so,”’” the squire would
say with a series of expletives, ut-
tered in a low key when the clergy-
men were present, ‘“may I be eter-
nally married to every wndow in the
county.’’

“I'd swear to it,” Billy would cry,
“‘on me life.”’

“And two is  testimony, 'gentle-
men,”’ was the squire’s last invari-
able remark, which clinched the mat-
ter legally for all time.

On one particular evening in April
—it was very cold, too, but theé sun
was shining—the usual crowd were
st.nhdinx about. the station in  wait
for an evening'train. . As it gattled
into. ‘the depot_ the tonnnar: r-.ngod

| people would stand here, and what
|screaming ‘and hurraying, and hand-

un me are friends again, and I am as
Pastor :

we'll see him, if he stays
enough,'’ said the squire mus-
ly. ‘I was just thinking, as
) train came in, how you and I
uld look and feel if Florian was
n it.”

‘“‘Don’t speak of it,’”” said Billy.

“And what an almighty jam  of

shaking and speechmaking ! I de-

“lelare, Billy, I think it would throw

2 lyou and me into apoplexy,”’

‘“Wouldn’t want to be here at all,"”
said ' Billy. = ‘“‘Certainly—apoplexy.
Couldn’t stand it, ye divil--couldn't
stand it.”

And he poked the ticklish squire
and grew red in the face from laugh-
ing. The squire laughed, too.

“It just tickles me to think of
it,”’ continued he, ‘‘and I know him
since he was a child so high; and
he coming back a Congressman, and
a big gun in politics, with pros-
pects of better things before *him.
Why, I'd just go mad.”

In order to give proper vent to his
feelings, the squire swore consider-
ably—for there was no one in  the
immediate vicinity save habitues not
to  be scandalized—until a second
glance showed Pere Rougevin in the
dim mnearness. An eloquent jerk of

the thumb to Billy and a grimace
showed the little man the cause of
his sudden silence, and the pere,

coming over in a casual way, asked
if he were not to call onhim thatnight
to have a game of checkers, and
would he not leave now with him;
which was a polite way of prevent-
ing the scandal of further swearing,

‘“Jes’ as you say,”” humbly replied
the squire. He was stunned and
conscience-stricken, for the pere had
never before heard so much wicked-
ness issue at one burst from his
respectable mouth.

Left to himself, Billy began to pa-
rade the platformindeep meditation.
The lamp with its strong reflection
was shining at the door, and he pas-

sed and repassed the line of the light
stopping at times to blink at the
curious scientific phenomenon of a

thing you could not look at stead-
ily. Out on the water a few patchss
of twilight were still burning
like expiring lamps, and a few forms
walked and talked in the gathering
darkness, while trainmen and offi-
cials rolled in the freight and hurl-
ed bad language at the bad boys.
It was after a few turns up and
down the platform that.Billy became
aware of a gentleman’s *presence
a few feet distant whose outline im-
pressed with a sense of strangeness.
His face could not be seen, although
it was turned towards Billy, and he
was idly leaning against the build-
ing. With the boldness customary
to townspeople Billy walked up to
him, bade him good-evening, made
remarks on the weather, asked if he
was going to stay, and could he be
of any use to him; to some of which
the stranger did nof reply, at the
rest merely grunted—grunted
meanly and impolitely that only one
consideration prevented Billy from
knocking him down, which was the
fear of his being an acquaintance
playing a dodge on him. He resum-
ed his walking, and noticed that
the gentleman was observing him
closely, whereupon he turned abrupt-
ly and went home. He was half
way up the street when it occurred

BLOOD
HUMORS

PIMPLES = Moy an otborxics
BLOTCHES  sire faas is
UFI'IOIIS lotoh
FLESHWORMS .3 sod vari
HUMORS dos other Biood dis
Their s & saurce of embarrass.
_ment to s S well as pain and
ny & oheek brow—ocast in the

to
i e

80

Is the best value for all kinds of washing ; lasts longest ;
gives the finest results; is easiest on the clothes.
YOUR GROCER WILL SELL YOU

SURPRISE SOAP

to him that this might be the trav-
eller who had eluded them by step-
ping off at the rear end of the train;
and he turned back at once, deter-
mined to see his features and be
able to point him out to the squire
next morning. Billy was a rapid
walker, and has he had walked up
the hill in the heat of indignation,
so he rushed back again in the heat

of curiosity, and rushed upon the
stranger

standing unconcernedly
under a lamp-post, looking around
him. He turned his

gaze on Billy,
If may have been the unexpectedness
of meeting him that puzzled the old
gentleman’s facu\lties, for he stopped
in confusion, gasped out “Thedivil!?’
faintly, and fled with the idea that
the stranger was in pursuit.

Mrs, Winifred, sitting calmly in the
back parlor sewing, and weaving in
a tear with an occasional stitch as
she thought of the gay voices that
made the night pleasant years ago
heard the door open and shut vio-
lently, and saw Billy as in a vision
appear and throw himself in a chair
exhausted, with the sweat on his
brow and his face wrinkleless from
terror. Nothing alarming .in Billy’s
appearance ever provoked alarm in
Mrs. Winifred, and she continued her

sewing without comment or ques-
tion.
“Divil! divil!”” Billy kept mut-

tering until his breath came back to
him.

Behind her, but some distance to
her left, was a window looking out
into the garden, and opposite to the
window hung a mirror so placed
that, without seeing  herself in it,
Mrs. Winifred could see the window,
whose curtain was only half down.
In one casual glanceat the mirror she
saw outlined against the darkness
behind the window a white, peculiar
face. Mrs. Winifred was a queer
woman in some of her moods, as the
present instance will show. She
dropped her eyes immediately on her
work, in feaf that her senses
misleading her; and when she
certain of the place, the hour, the
work in her hands, and the very
stitches, she looked again. There
was the face still, ugly, pale and
cruel—the very face that had 80
disturbed Florian during the winter
in Washington. She could.’see no-
thing else but it. A feeling of
horror began to creep over her, a
nervous dread that the terrible sight
would direct its glances to her; but
she was so fascinated and terrified,
and doubtful of herself, that she
did not venture to move, only sat
there staring and fearing and wait-
ing like a criminal until it disap-
peared. &

Mrs. Winifred had a nervous time
of it for an hour or two when it
came to locking doors, closing shut-
ters, examining rooms, closets, and
those terrible spaces undér beds. She
saw nothing to cause her further
fright, however, and slept at least
two hours in fitful dozing.

It became known the next day that
a foreign gentleman was stopping at
the hotel known as the Fisherman's
Retreat; and this was the first piece
of information which was hurled at
Billy when he made his appearance
next morning ° to institute inquiries
as to the stranger with the mysteri-
ous ‘countenance. He could speak
but very little English, and- seemed
to be a sort of Dutchman, and to
all appearances impressed the people

were
was

Freeman after dinner, was moved to
look out the window by a pass-
ing shadow, and saw the stranger's
face the very first moment; thinking
it a very disagreeable one and not
willing to show it any courtesy. The
stranger was looking at the church—
a plain, homely affair not worth iu-
spection—but it pleased him so much
that he came in fo ask by signs for
permission to enter. The pere spoke
to him in French, German and Eng-
lish, but he shook his head, mutter-
ing very raw syllables.

‘“You are a Russian,’” said the
pere; and the man made a dubious
gesture which was translated as an
affirmative by the light that spread
into his stolid, unpleasant face. The
priest went out with him, and he
looked over the church solemnly, ex-
amining some parts curiously, and
with a bow withdrew when he was
satisfied, following the pere into the
house, with many signs expressing
his gratitude before he left.

“I think we had better look to our
valuables while he is in town,” said
the priest to his servant; ‘‘he would
not hesitate to.murder us, I fear,
for it is seldom one sees so ugly a
countenance.”’

And so Mrs. Buck thought when it
first fell under her sharp glances,
She had heard the reports in town
about the mysterlous stranger, and
was desirous of seeing him. Her de-
sire was gratified, one morning, as
she stood on the veranda coaxing
her young son for his airing. A
stranger came down the street, and
stopped pleasantly to smile on the
pretty boy defying his mamma 8o
bravely and so wickedly. Young
Florian received the advances with
great distrust, which, after one
glance at the stranger, she had no
wish to banish. Shallow as she was
the venom expressed in it pferced
her; and as she did not look again
at him, the man stood ostensibly
coaxing the child, with his eyes
greedily devouring every line of her ¢

fair face. When Florian junior be-
gan to yell his distrust to the air
the man retired, and Mrs. Buck was

furnished with matter for three days
of speculation as to who and what
he was,

Coming down the road one fair
morning in time to meet the train,
Squire Pendleton’s ponderous glances
rested sorrowfully on the marble
shaft which bore Linda's name, and
then brightened a little at sight of
a stranger examining the monument
and the grave. Who could this he?
The squire had heard of the new-
comer and the mystery that sur-
rounded him, and this he felt to be
the man. What was he doing theru?
Around that grave, too ! He came
downs the road as the squire passed,
and gave that gentleman an oppora
tunity toput on his most awe-inspir-
'ing, Mackenzie’s-rebellion look, and
to roll forth a sonorous good-morn-
ing, to which no answer was given,
nor did the great personage seera,
to inspire him with any respect.

““I said good-morning, sir,”” he re-
peated with restrained force; and
the stranger, beginning to under-
stand the drift of his remarks, bow=
ed and smiled effusively, but said .
nothing. N r

‘“Foreigner, T suppose;,” thought
the squire, with contempt. = “Licky
for you that you recognized . my
greeting, or it would have been
the worse for us two. I saw

very favorably. He came into the

probable antooodenu and at once
fixed his  eyes—g h leasant

. surveying that pretty mnum

bendlng, and flinging mtdly

ayes—onﬂwwﬂnklalf-u Itm

sorts of epithets at t
A‘rmbu lookg




