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will be until—well, well, how freely 
I am talking I You will think me 
bold, Mr. Hoseiter, and so I am. 
But you will forgive me. It la a 
fault of mine."

"A very sweet one," said the 
poet, turning a compliment. When 
hhe went away he was happy and 
began to dream dreams in his usual 
fashion, but the people who ‘ were
dying for an Introduction came 
trooping up under Mrs. Merrlon’s 
guidance and laid siege to his at
tention for a long time. His eyes 
constantly followed Ruth, and hers 
very often sought for him in the 
crowd of guests, and look pleased 
when his yellow hair and fair face
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“Good-morning," said Florian,

taw and disappointed, and Ruth all to himself. "What
with a feeling that. In spite of fame, have you to think so ? 
influence and wealth, and increased "Where are^your eyes ?" said Bar- 
beauty, Ruth was tarther ,rom Wm bara- "Did you not see the start

and stare of the poet when he wasthan ever.
Paul Rossiter went to the music 

party much against his will, for he 
was hard at work on a new play, 
and there were matters of another 
kind demanding his attention which!
Paul would not lay aside for an au
dience with .kings. Florian had 
brought him to see Mrs. Merrion, 
and the little lady had pressed him 
bo hard, and had made such extra
vagant promises with regard to the 
new beauty whom she was to intro
duce to society, that he consented 
at last. Ruth was not at home 
that day, and his surprise was to 
be reserved until the evening of 
the musicale. The two young men 
went off in the same cab after a 
cursory view of Peter standing in 
the hall in the full majesty of even
ing dress and looking unutterably 
respectable. That reminded Florian 
of the old fellow's invitation to the 
musicale.

“Would you like to share our
cab?” said he. "There is more 
room than either of us need."

“What 1" cried Paul, “art thou, 
old reveller, bound to the haunts of 
Terpsichore ? When didst thou leave 
underground bar-rooms and the
shade of the oyster-saloons to dance 
attendance on goddesses like hire.
Merrion ?”

Peter looked at both gentlemen 
with undisturbed countenance.

“Thank you," he said stiffly. "I 
have already engaged a carriage."

They replied with a shout of
laughtert and Peter withdrew into 
the next room with an air of dig
nity and without a word. But it 
occurred to him that a carriage 
would cost a dollar and his allow
ance was small. He ran out into the 
hall again with his hat and over
coat in his hands, shouting:

"All right, Paul, I’ll go, b'y." But 
the carriagè had rolled from the 
-door. “I guess I'll walk," said 
Peter then: "you needn’t mind wait
in'.” But his inward comment on 
himself was, "Vou are a great 
fool, Peter, an’ ye have only the con
solation o’ knowing that there are 
greater fools in the city than your
self.”

"I rather think,” said Paul when 
they were moving off, "that if we 
wkit a little Peter will come run
ning after us. It’s his way."

"Having a carriage of his own, its 
unlikely,” said Florian, and they 
went on their way in silence. Paul 
asked once if he knew who the de
butante of the evening was, and 
Florian stiffly believed it was a 
friend from his own native district 
who had never been in New York 
before, and partly because she was 
talented, and partly because her 
•country ways had a delicious fresh
ness and charm about them, Mrs 
Merrion was glad to bring her out 
and have the credit of introducing 
•to society a real wonder. Paul be
gan to think of the face that had so 
come and gone in his dreams and 
wound itself up in his thoughts like 
* fantastic repetition in frescoeing, 
and while he was dreaming they had 
arrived at their destination and 
were entering the great hall of the 
Merrion mansion, and a sound of a 
singing voice was echoing from the 
•rooms in a way that took Paul’s ear 
iat once,

rioriea seized his arm with un
necessary violence, he thought, and 

-detained him.
^"That’s the debutante," said he.
See what you think of the possessor 

•of such a voice."
Paul listened dreamily and wished 

to remain indifferent; but there was 
•something so new in that voice, 
something so natural in its very 
imperfections, that he -was com- 
îpellcd to show emotion.

She is from the country, evi- 
dcntly, said he, "but there is some 
strength of character in the singer.”

You will not reverse the Judg
ment When you see her," said Flo- 
rian, so earnestly that Paul began 

o think that he was about to meet

the hard po?lt,calcan When they entered and . had fluence ! 
Mid their respects to Mrs. Merrion, 
that lively lady detained Florian at
if 0T“ »ide. and, after introducing 
Paul to Ruth, sent them off to- 
sather «0 naturally th.t 

nothing. . ont 1
8TUoua in the matter 

"Ha. ;

incon-

introducod, or were you looking at 
me so intently that you could set 
nothing else ?"

It required a good deal to throw 
Florian ^nto confusion, but between 
the announcement and the bold 
speech which followed it he 
quite bewildered. Then Mrs. 
rion’s eyes were fixed on him.

O. Mr. Wallace!" she said, 
you politicians so easily overthrown 
by woman’s wit ?”—for his confu
sion was evident.

"No," said he ungraciously, "it is 
not sharp enough. We are oftener 
overthrown by woman’s eyes.”

She pretended that he was serious 
in the compliment, and said : "I be
lieve you. The eyes are everything 
to a woman. See under what a 
spell my ox-eyed Juno has your 
poet. Don’t be afraid to look. They 
are so pleased (with each other that 
the company is forgotten.”

Florian did not look, for the flame 
in his heart would have surely leap
ed into his eyes to see how happy 
Paul and Ruth were. He laughed 
and asked for the next musical won
der of tfce ^evening.

"I heard Miss Pendleton saying— 
"Pardon me: Miss Pendleton?” said 

his tormentor. "You called her Ruth 
only yesterday. Have you given 
her to Mr. Rossiter so soon ?”

God !” muttered Florian, "this 
creature will drive me mad. I for
got that you are her relative,” he 
said, smiling. "You know yourself 
I could not call her Ruth to every' 
stranger.”

"What a match they would make!” 
said Barbara dreamily—"he like a 
tawny Apollo and she like an Arca
dian queen. I am something of a 
matchmaker, do you know, Mr. Wal
lace, and I have made some very 
successful ones.”

‘None more happy than that which 
you made for (Mr. Merrion,” said 
Florian.

‘How very true ! But then that is 
personal, and others are the best 
judges of my success in that in
stance."

Mrs. Merrion was unusually attrac
tive that evening, and had determ
ined on winning away Florian’s so
berness after she had pierced his 
heart through with the arrows of 
jealousy. The young man was easi
ly impressed by a woman. He liked 
Frances, he loved Ruth; but here 
was a woman to admire—a woman 
who shone like a diamond well cut 
and polished among her less favored 
kind. She sparkled in dress, look, 
and language, and men followed her 

tntiir eyes would follow a meteor, 
and forgot her as soon as she was 
out of ‘sight. Poor Florian was no 
exception. In five minutes he was 
totally oblivious of all mankind save 
that lovely being before him.

Paul was meanwhile passing 
through a simple but not less tu
multuous state of feeling. When 
Ruth was introduced to him he saw 
for the first time the face of his 
dreams in its living image, although 
its owner had laid aside the simple 
yachting dress for the voluminous 
evening costume of the period; and 
being unprepared, he had started, 
blustered, stammered, and not come 
to himself rightly until he was 
sitting somewhere and the voice of 
the lady was talking about Florian.

"And you are a friend of Flo
rian ? I am so very glad to know 
it, for I have never really heard who 
his friends were. Do you not think 
him a very nice gentleman ? And 
they tell me he has considerable po
litical influence for so young a

"Oh, he’s the best fellow in the 
world,” said Paul, wondering all the 
time if he were really talking with 
the original of the picture, "and his 
influence ia simply boundless in the 
city. He has been in the legisla
ture, he will go to Congress, then 
the governorship, and the presiden
cy. There is nothing beyond that.'

"So he Anally comes to nothing,” 
Ruth said, smiling. "What an end 
ing for so mech greatness and in- 

And is it really worth 
while struggling for all those things 
wheft they com# to so little at
gp ?"

"Little 
said Paul.

h,5e •fkea «1* bottles of Pastor Koe# 
thf ,has had no return of
desiraS'JKl*1 t5Inv ^«reœedy has had the 

1 cheerfully recommend it to 
* Meri xg fro™ tbit dreadful malady,

Spiiepsy, and may God aid you in your go64 
' John Chant.

FREE . , VtiUAbl, M m Nervous Mem
end a Sample bottle to any address. 
Peer patients also get the medicine 

was XOENm „}'?•,p£P*r"i „b>'®« Rev. Pamk 
Mw bwth. *yne' Ind ' •*”" 1876, andnow bythe

KOENIG MED. CO., CHICAGO, ILL.
«t 11.00 per bottle, 6 for 15.00. yfînteJ”_^an*<*e Lyman Bhos. & Co.,

pn r,I wNTO; Thb Wingate Chemical 
Co., Ltd., Montreal.

and he has yours, nohis ideas, 
doubt."

I have his, no doubt,” said Paul, 
"but if he has mine they must be 
very useless, being mostly fancies 
about dreams. How easily you 
recognize his sayings. Miss Pendle
ton ! You must have known him 
very welL"*

"We lived in the same town and 
went to the same school for years; 
and then we were friends. Oh ! I 
know Florian as if he were my bro
ther. His sister"—her voice falter
ed—"was a dear friend of mine; and 
if you know him you must like 
him.”

And I do, and I shall like him 
the more if his friendship will place 
me higher in your favor.”

He trembled at his boldness, but 
she received it as a matter of 
course.

It will indeed. Florian’s friends 
must all be worth knowing, for they 
were ever of the choicest."

Paul thought dubiously of his po
litical friends, but speedily put the 
thought aside as unworthy of a 
friend. They were only familiars, 
and not familiars in the sense that 
Ruth meant. They talked on verj 
pleasantly for half an hour, and 
then others came to disturb the de
lightful tete-a-tete and made him 
and her miserable; for Ruth had 
formed a sudden and strong liking 
for this warm-hearted and warm- 
featured child of genius which fell 
little short of the admiration he felt 
for her beauty.

If he knew just what relations ex
isted between her and Florian, he 
thought, as his eyes followed her 
about the room, he could let his 
fancy run riot dreaming of the pos
sible, and the evening would be a 
real pleasure to him. Perhaps it 
was.-better to take it for granted 
that she was already betrothed to 
Florian, for his name was so often 
on her lips, and she seemed to think 
that he was the standard by which 
all men were to be judged. While 
hei^ptdod in the shadow of the win
dow moodily thinking Mrs. Merrion 
came along to chide him for his re
tiring ways.

'Why, do you know,” said dhe, 
"that there are twenty people' here 
dying to make the acquaintance 
the author of Forlorn ? You 
almost as great a star on this side 
of the river as Ruth—Miss Pendleton. 
And now, Mr. Rossiter, please do 
be agreeable, and give all these peo
ple the pleasure of talking to you 
and inviting you to their musi
cales, won’t you ?”

I would grant more than that at 
your bidding," said he, charmed by 
the sparkling manner. "And yet 
leave me like Prometheus bound, 
with twenty tortures instead of one, 
and heaven in view—you would not 
be so cruel."

'That’s poetry, I suppose," said 
she. "But people must attend 
the demands of society, you know. 
Now, what do you 
sin ? Ÿou were 
She is very 
the papers; 
ing ways ?"

"And then if I tell 
think," said he, "you will 
every word I say to-morr*'vr, nnd 
put me down as a conquest to lier 
beauty. I have heard o* jou 2a-

‘"Evidently,” said she; "and aren't 
you a conquest ?”

"A willing one., but not in ear
nest, you know. It is not safe *•» 
intrude where prior claims exist."

"I do not know of any claims on 
Miss Pendleton that would piyxent 
her giving her heart

É

crowd of guests, 
when his yellow hair 
greeted them.

Florian had vainly tried, when 
once freed from the conversational 
charms of Barbara, to secure for 
himself the long-desired confidential 
talk with Ruth. Fate, In the per
son of the guests or of Mrs. Mor- 
rion, was against him. When one 
or the other did not engage him they 
surrounded Ruth like a city’s wails 
for the fair girl was become a gene
ral favorite that evening and was 
much sought after. She was a lit
tle tired of so continuous an adula
tion, and kept wishing that Paul 
would make his appearance again, 
and wondering why Florian did not 
join those sitting about her. Find
ing an opportunity to slip unobserv
ed into a recess of some kind, she 
threw herself on a sofa, relieved to 
be free for a moment from the glare 
and heat and noise. When her eyes 
became accustomed to the dim light 
of the place she perceived that Flo
rian was sitting opposite her.

"Is it you, Florian ?” said she. 
'Oh ! how I have tried to see yod 

and speak to you this evening."
"It is impossible on a first night," 

ho said quietly. "There are so many 
present’, and your face is new to 
most of them It’s not much like a 
musicale in Clayburg.”

T think ours was much more plea
sant, don't you ?”

“Well, I should hardly feel obliged 
to enjoy them as I used,” he said, 
with the worn air of a man who had 
exhausted the pleasure contained in 
such entertainments. "It is so long 
since I have been there that I have 
quite forgotten them.”

T can believe you," she said, 
with the gentlest reproach in her 
voice. "You seem to have forgotten 
everything connected with the poor 
little town- aifd its glorious river.”

’Not everything, Ruth. I remem
ber Linda's grave, and how the ri
ver looks when only the stars are 
shining at midnight and the poor 
child lying there alone.”

There was a sob In his voice, and 
the mention of Linda stirred Ruth 
deeply. She had felt like an artifi
cial woman moving in her strange 
plumes through the brilliant com
pany, and had wearied of the un
varying round of formal compli
ments and praise: but at this touch 
of feeling she became a Clayburg 
girl again, and it was Ruth talking 
with Florian as in the old time.

"I would never suspect you of 
orgetting that, Florian, nor the 
hermit, who sent so many kind re
gards to you.”

“You saw him often, then ?” *
"Not very often, but I presumed a 

little, perhaps, and he Is so oblig
ing, if a little cold, and he spoke 
of you rarely, but it was always 
something wise or good. Did you

«hi whet,
met Mi„
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CHAPTER XVIII.ever notice how pure and true 
thoughts are—like water from a
spring—and how he never. offends 
against etiquette or good breeding?”

"I may have noticed it, but it did
not impress me, although I made it. came cent©r of attraction that 

He has faded ! winter for raost °f our good frienda 
in Madame Lynch's establishment.

Mrs. Merrion’s pleasant home

a point to study him. 
from my mind considerably, and I j * 
would find it hard to reproduce his ! ^or*an admitted to himself that ab

sence had only intensified his feelings 
towards Ruth. The years that had 
passed since their love-story ended 
had honored her with new personal 
attractions. Her seriousness seem
ed less old-fashioned and more suit
ed to her years than formerly. Her 
well-cultured mind made her a 
charming companion. She had a 
kind of boldness, too, which came in 
agreeably on certain occasions. When 
Barbara insisted on dressiog her as 
nobly and richly as her manner and 
appearance and years would sustain 
she entered into the spirit of the in
novation. and became all at once 

beautiful woman in the best sense 
the phrase, beautiful in mind nnd 

body. Florian was astonished at 
her vigorous bloom. It was na- 
ttiral that the love still slumbering 
in hia heart should awaken to en 
intenser life than ever. Ho did not 
wait to discuss the situation with 

usual caution. He surrendered 
at once to so much loveliness, part
ly conscious that this flame would 
in the end consume him. Inn.>--ent 
Ruth, deceived by the calmness and 
even dullness of his manner--there 
was always a certain hopel inimsss in 
it, even when his chances deemed 
brightest—took no pains to pre
vent annoying consequences. She 
had a sincere friendliness for Flo
rian, and some admiration for bis 
character. He had improved since 
his departure from Clayburg. 117s 
was a distinguished appearance, and 
there was about him a consciousness 
of strength and power that moit 
women succumb to. Barbara Mer
rion was immensely taken with him. 
It was owing to her interference that 
Florian found himself so often m 
Ruth's company. The winter sped 
away merrily, and with considerable 
excitement. Many^ things occurred 
to make Florian’s love-making » 
bootless affair, but he could not see 
them. It was only at the last that 
he perceived the mischief wrought 
by others, and when it was too late 
hurled upon them indiscriminate and 
unjust punishment.

Paul Rossiter for one month was 
steady visitor at the Merrion 

house, and a very acceptable one to 
the ladies. Mrs. Merrion was in
terested in Florian and did not like 
to see him too devoted to Miss Pen
dleton. Paul occasionally took the 
place of his friend, and the arrange
ment seemed to please everyone. 
Everyone meant the squire and Pe
ter Carter as well as the interested 
parties. Ruth liked the young poet 
nnd Paul returned the liking. It 
was not a case of love at first sight. 
These two were prudent people. ?hey 
did not know each other, and as is 
customary with young people of 
healthy bodies, independent minds 
end comfortable fortunes, matrimony 
was their last thought. It so hap
pened that they liked each pther on 
many accounts^ and were more and 
more impressed with each other as 
they got better acquainted. They 
were carefully supplied with points 
Ly a few dear friends who watched 
them anxiously. In a month Ruth 
Imu* learned to know the poet as well 
bs tf she had lived in the same house 
with him a year. She admired him 
more and more, and, while she 
vas admiring, Paul in a reckless way 
fell in love with her. dreamed a 
fow times of her dark brown heir, 
and then, without warning, ceased 
to visit Merrion house at all.

features; but I know what he must 
have said to you about me when you 
were leaving."

Do you ?" she said In some 
alarm. "How can you know that 
when I have not told you, Flo
rian ?"

"See if I am right. ‘You will find 
him changed for the worse, my dear, 
and he will surely make love to you 
again,’ said Scott.”

‘You are a magician,” she ans
wered, very much embarrassed. But 
then, imagining that Florian’s bold
ness must arise from his indifference 
to their past state of feeling, she 
felt relieved and happy, and laughed 
with him. \

I think he must have said some
thing like it,” she said, "but I can
not recall the words used. I won- 
lei how much of it is true ? I know 

you have not been guilty of the last 
charge, and will not be; but are 
you much changed in heart, Flo
rian ?"

"What can you expect from the 
atmosphere In which I move ?"

"I should expect that if it were 
very bad you would go away from 
it," she replied severely; "you have 
often told me to do that, and com
mon piety teaches It, too."

"Would you accuse a politician of 
piety ?" he demanded, laughing.

Ruth was silent. There was some
thing hard and forced in his man-

"You cannot be pious in politics," 
he went on, understanding very well 
her feelings, "but one can keep from 
much evil. If you are wealthy or 
influential, or married to a good wo
man, you can keep from all."

"And as you are not wealthy—"
"And only moderately influen

tial—"
You ought to get married," said* 

she; "and, indeed, rumor connects 
your name with some ladies very 
closely. I hope they suit you. 
You were always so particular, Flo-

"No doubt, no doubt,” he ans
wered vaguely, and felt a dumb 
pain stealing over him at her per
fect indifference, or rather the friend
ly and sisterly interest she took in 
the matter.

"Linda would be so pleased to 
know you were happily situated In 
every way,” she went on, "and I 
am sure I would.”

"No doubt, no doubt,” said he, 
shaking off the stupor that had seiz
ed upon him. "But we can talk of 
this again. You are not altogether 
out of my life, Ruth, and you may 
have as much to say as Lind» hen- 
self in the matter before it is com
pleted, perhaps more.”

With .these ominous words they 
joined the company, and it was at 
(his moment Paul saw them and 
trembled, without knowing why, at 
the smiling look on Florian’s face 
and the calm, untroubled face of 

He scarcely knew wh»t way 
in the maze of doubt and 
that folded about him. Mrs 

Merrion had declared Ruth’s total 
freedom from any entangling ties, 
The manner of the two did not fa
vor the assertion.

"There is your friend over yon
der,” said Ruth, as her eyes fell 
upon Paul. "You are very fortun
ate in having him for your friend. 
I hâve never seen goodness and ge
nius better impressed in any man'e 
face. Call him over, and we shall 
form a party of three until the end 
comes."

(To be continued.)

Florian obeyed, and they, sat down 
tear the piano, - and were speedily 

surrounded by a mob which drove
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