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CHAPTER XV.—Continued.

,.Y0ur speech oi last night." said 
_ ..does not seem to have agreed 

you- You are very pale."
,n \ man could have a woman e 

sowers for talking I" he replied. "I 
,ure that nature has not been 
to politicians and orators."

••Or to women.” said she. "It is 
kir to suppose you have usurped our 
nositions when we have qualiâca- 
yona which you have not tor orat

ing-«You have not all," said he. 
"Will you pardon me for saying 
^t sound and sense should ai
rways go together %'

“And will you pardon me for 
aot believing that every male ora- 
!*or possesses the two ? Think of 
eU the congressional and legislatorial 
tt&ikers 1”

He hardly noticed the reply. He 
-was looking into her eyes, at her 
gestures, her sweet smile; and, see
ing it, she prudently turned her 
lack upon him by going to the piano 
"I have a new piece,” said she, 
"from our own choir-leader, and, as 
you know the man, you will certain- 
jy enjoy it.”

~¥es,” said he, coming to turn the 
music. ’ "There will be a furious 
crash at the start, like the clatter 
ihe makes at the opening of dinner, 
.and after it will be mouthfuls of 
sound, choked partly by his endea
vors to stutter out an idea. The 
■finale will be simply awful.”

She began smilingly to play a sin
gle melody with her right hand, a 
‘sweet, weird, plaintive cry, and from 
beginning to end there were no loud- 
,cr sounds than a gentle forte. The 
..finale was the repetition of the open- 
.ing. She was wrapt in the music, 
.and he in the musician, yet his 
thoughts wore off on the great ri
ver’s shores with that other girl, 

’beside whom he had stood thus many 
* time with a lover's proud pri
vilege. When she looked up at him 
dor appreciation his look, fixed on 
tlher so intently, almost startled her.

"Why, Mr. Wallace,” she began, 
"are you ill ?”

4,I did not think the old gentleman 
.could write such music or dream it,
'he said, recalled to perfect self-pos- 
<session. "You played it, too, in 
-.such a way that it seemed to be 
•part of yourself, and I hardly knew 
-whether to weep over the music 
the musician.”

Frances looked at him in amaze- 
-anent, and laughed nervously.

"A compliment from the politi- 
•cian," said she. "O Mr. Wallace ! 
you are not true to your colors.”

"Always to speak the truth,” said 
a heavy voice at the door, "is the 

•chief virtue of the statesman.”
And both looking, saw Peter stand

ing there with his hands in his pock
ets and a sullen look on his heavy 
face. It might have been the me
mory of the night's carouse or some 
•other feeling, but his presence put 
’Florian to flight at once, and Fran- 
•ces would have gone also but that 
the insisted on her playing "St. Pat
rick’s Day" and the "Minstrel Boy” 
.with variations.

"That’s a fine air,” said he, with 
nrefecence to the last, which was his 
ffavorite. -"It takes Paul to write 
isufch poetry, girl. I think he could 
‘beat that «Mm -bried. Oirls like the 
I boys 'that ’■write poetry, don't they, 
•Frank ?”

"Every -one likes poets,” said 
^Frances, withdrawing from the

“Ay,” said Peter to himself, "but 
^°-t Jggli elegant, addle-headed 
lawyers, when the poets are poor 
'and'the lawyers rich; but I'll fix ye 
•both if I lose a dinner for it.

Peter'"whs m a vicious mood, both 
from the potations of the preceding 

1 night and from another cause, which 
declared itself wrathfully a few mo- 

1 tients later in Madame Lynch'S, pre
face.- . i v.

"1 told ye,” said Peter, as he sat 
‘down "familiarly in the easy chair, 
"that ye never would know how to 
Siting up a child, and that ye never 
deserved to have one, with your 
curls and pomade, an’ poke-bonnets 
an’ furb’lows, an' trimmings an1 
"nonsense. I told 
are goin’ to reap the reward o' 
sins.”

you ?” said madame, sneeringly.
"Sporting with that lawyer below, 

the—the witch l He making faces 
at her an’ she softening him with 
music. He that 1ms no more heart 
than a stone. It's a gizzard he has! 
An' he won’t be a Catholic within 
ten years, he's such a poor one now.
I tell ye I won’t stand it !”

"Evidently you have a grievance of 
some kind,” said madame; "pray, 
what is it? And if you can, speak 
plainly.”

"I've seen through ye, ma'am” ; 
and Peter leered at the elegant lady. 
"I've seen through your daughter, 
too; an' I know you are just dying 
to get the lawyer into the family. 
But I swear if she tries it I’ll blow 
on you ! An' I'll go to him my
self an’ tell him the whole thing.”

"Wait a minute," said madame, 
sternly.

"Wait a minute !" snapped Peter; 
but he recognized the tone which 
madame used, and kept growling in 
a prudent minor key. "Wait ! I'll 
be hanged if I’ll wait one second.

"There’s a little debt of yours just 
sent me this morning," said ma
dame, "and I was trying to. decide 
whether It would be better to pay 
it or stop it out of your monthly al
lowance.”

"Oh !—ah 1” said Peter, slightly 
confused.

And, then, Mrs. Brown was here 
this morning to tell me her front 
room is vacant, and I thought it 
wiser that you should remove your
self there, for you are getting too 
coarse for this elegance.'* *

"Elegance be hanged !” said Pe
ter warmly. "What do I care for 
you and your elegance ? I’ll go to 
Mrs. Brown's, if ye wish me to, or 
to the devil.”

'Don't hurry," said madame, gra
ciously; "you’ll meet your old 
friend soon enough.”

"But I'll ruin ye, I'll ruin ye !” he 
stormed. "I’ll tell the whole story 
to the lawyers, poets and great- 

, I Willi and end your fine 
plotting.”

There are some papers here,” said 
madame, "which I will read for 
you. You need quieting, you fool
ish man. And if it is necessary to 
remove you from Mrs. Brown’s front 
room, your next journey, I fear, will 
be to prison.”

Oh !—ah !” said Peter, collapsing 
suddenly. "But sure you are not 
going to send me to Mrs. Brown's, 
ye wouldn't turn out an old man 
from such comfortable quarters !”

"You are so boisterous when you 
drink,” said madame; "you make so 
many threats, you interfere so un
warrantably in the affairs of strang
ers, that really—”

I'm not boisterous,” Peter as
serted, "and I never in my whole life 
made threats to any one. Did 
make threats ?" he added, innocent
ly. "'Pon my honor I was dream
ing, an' had no more idea of ,the 
meaning 6’ what I said than the 
man in the moon. I’ll say nothing 

'11 be as quiet as a lamb. I won’t 
open my mouth, good or bad, if ye 
say so. But, of course, ye'll ex
cuse my anxiety for Paul. It was 
Paul I was thinking of, for I knew 
he was in love with Frances; and he’s 
such a beautiful creature, an’ it Isn't 
fair that the lawyer should have 
everything, as ye must admit yerself 
when ye come to think of it.

Did Paul tell you as much ?" said 
madame, indifferently, plunging into 
some papers.

'Of course he did,!" said Peter, 
vehemently. "Well—I won t say 
he did, after all; but his actions said
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it, and then he’s a poet an’ couldn’t 
help falling in love with such a lit
tle beauty. No. I don’t think he did 
say anything. I needn't mind going 
to Mrs. Brown's ?"

"Not yet,” said madame slowly, 
"but I shall keep this debt out of 
your monthly allowance."

"Don't !" said Peter, with gloomy 
earnestness; but the lady was inex
orable, and he went off convinced 
that whatever he turned his hand 
to. whether for good or evil to him
self or others, was sure to end in a 
mass of chaotic, bitter ruin.

Madame Lynch was not a little dis
turbed at first by Peter’s manner 
and information, but on reflection 
concluded that Paul’s love for Fran
ces was a fiction, nor did she appre
hend any further trouble from the 
irascible and contradictory boarder 
with whom she had so peculiar an 
interview.

A certain evening of the preceding 
week was occupying her attention, 
for an event was to take place in 
her parlors of so exclusive and no
vel a nature that the world of so
ciety was ruffled with expectation. 
The event was the production of an 
original comedy in two acts, which 

genius, as madtime assured her 
friends, had written for her special 
benefit, and which would receive its 
first and last production in her par
lors. Moreover, the genius himself 
was to be present. To the inquiries 
as to whether he was old or young, 
handsome or ugly, madame replied 
to her friends, "Come and see."

The genius was no otner than Paul 
Rossiter, who, entirely ignorant of 
the furore his comedy and himself 
were creating, had just finished sur
veying his graceful form as it ap
peared to him in the light of a new 
splendidly-fitting dress-suit. For
tune had smiled on him one day in 
the shape of a request from madame 
and Frances that he write them a 
comedy, for ingenuity was at a loss 
to invent some form of entertainment 
for that winter which would be wor
thy the fame of a De Ponsonby 
Lynch; and Frances had conceived, 
while her mother executed, the idea 
of having the attic poet write a 
comedy, and then exhibit him to 
their friends as its author and the 
lion of the hour.

Write a comedy ?" said Paul 
cheerfully; "if it will please you I’ll 
write a dozen of them. But you 
must know that I never had any ex
perience in the elaborate work of the 
stage, and you must tell me ex
actly what you require."

"O 1 I can do that,” said Frances, 
and I will make many suggestions 

as you work. I’m always good ah 
suggestions." c

Therefore it happened that Paul 
and Frances were in each other’s 
company so often, he writing, she 
suggesting, that Peter’s face became 
the most cheerful object in {he whole 
house, and that other face which so 
long haunted Paul’s dreams began 
to fade, as every dream must fade 
before the reality of the living wo
man’s beautiful presence. The com
edy became a very elaborate affair 
before it was ended. Frances was 
to play the leading part, and she 
made Paul put in a character for 
himself, that of a ragged sailor 
which die had often mimicked for her, 
and whose queer ways and stento
rian voice were delightful comedy. 
How could he know that this n>»s a 
bit of strategy to brighten the ef
fect of the entertainment ? Society 
would be so put out to see in the 
author of the comedy this rough
voiced and uncouth being; and what

"It's the chief feature of our re
ception," said madame, "and the 
flowers alone cost that much. You 
do not know your own merits, Mr. 
Rossiter.".

Mr. Ilossiter at once invested in a 
dress suit, and surveyed himself with 
contemptuous delight in the small 
fnirror of his room. At last he was 
to enter society from tne garret.

There ^as a really distinguished 
audience present, and in the back 
seats sat Peter and Florian, the 
latter curiously reading the pro
gramme, and smiling to discover for 
the first time that the lion of the 
evening, the author of the play, the 
impersonator of a minor part, was 
Paul Rossiter. All concerned had 
kept the secret well, for he had felt 
•curious to see this new star which 
was rising in the society constella
tion De Ponsonby Lynch. The come
dy proved an astonishing success, 
although weighted a little by the in
capacity of amateurs. It was felt 
to be something more than an ordi
nary drawing-room comedy gotten 
up by literary misses for their self- 
glorification, and Madame Lynch 
knew from the first act that her lit
tle event would be the talk of the 
circle for weeks to come. Frances 
played spiritedly and looked her 
best, and the chill of disappointment 
which pervaded the assembly on 
Paul’s appearance as the sailor 
tramp was simply smperb. He look
ed and acted his part to the life, 
and if society regretted the physical 
appearance of the new star. It had to 
admit his acting was excellent and 
his singing very fine. People began 
to congratulate madame at the end 
of the first act, and literary celebre- 
ties were anxious to know how she 
had discovered the author, who he 
was, and all about him. When the 
actors came in after the play was 
over, and they had donned their or
dinary costumes, Frances was high
ly diverted at seeing the amazement 
on every face when Paul was intro
duced by her mother as the author 
and actor. Mother and daughter 
were satisfied with their event. So
ciety had known nothing so delight
ful that winter, and Paul, praised 
and flattered beyond all his expecta
tions, showered with invitations 
from all sides, went to his room that 
night somewhat dizzy with popula
rity. The cool garret, however, and 
a few moments’ thought brought him 
to his senses.

Florian, retiring to his room after 
a sentimental conversation with 
Frances, was honored with a visit 
from Peter. He had learned from 
experience how to deal with this 
excitable personage, and was 
more than sociable in a distant, 
sleepy way, which would not 
derstand the manoeuvres of coughs 
and hints, and glances at the wine 
closet.

SURPRISE!

Surprise
,ass$5oap

Paul is now the pet of society, 
said Florian; "and from this^ time 
we will hardly get a glimpse of him, 
so many parties and balls will be 
thrust on him."

"Parties and balls !" said Peter, 
with contempt. "What would a 
man be doing at such places with
out money ? And a b’y that has to 
live in a garret an’ can’t afford can
dles an' wood, an’ eat with the 
crowd in cheap eating-houses, d’ye 
s'pose he’s goin* to run to balls, 
even if he wanted to, which he 
doesn’t."

Florian listened in some am 
ment and doubt.

'Do I understand you to say, Pe
ter, that he is too poor to buy 
candles, and takes his meals at poor 
restaurants ?”

'Have ye seen him at the table in
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He did

a month ?” said Peter grimly.
Florian admitted that he had not. 
“Ye don’t know as much about 

him ah I thought,” said he. "He 
makes enough money, I think, to 
pay his board here, but no more; an’ 
he’s that stiff an’ correct he won’t 
go to the publishers who’d pay him 
well, if they are a little less respect
able than Corcoran an’ his kind. 
Then he supports a half-dozen poor 
families. An’ between them all he 
has to do without many things an’ 
eat poor food.”

From this Peter rambled on into a 
lengthy description of Paul’s trou
bles with a view to exciting Flo- 
rian’s sympathy in the poet's be
half. and the instantaneous presen
tation of more brandy on his own, 
hut Florian had learned quite enough 
for his purpose, and was not re. 
sponsive.

Divil a heart he has !” Peter 
went off muttering. "It’s a gizzard 

Paul’ll stay in the garret for all 
he cares.”

There was a shade of self-reproach 
in Florian’s thoughts that night, 
and some humiliation. Why had he 
not looked a little more closely into 
Paul’s affairs, and where was his 
boasted penetration, that he had to 
be told of the many motive-springs 
in his friend's disposition ? He now 
recalled the absence of Paul fron^ 
the regular meals, and the fact that 
he had never been invited to visit 
the distant garret; he remembered to 
have seen a queer specimen of child
hood often climbing the stairs to 
the garret and inquiring solely for 
Herr Paul and he had faint 
glimpses of Paul and beggars appear
ing and disappearing in poor quar
ters of the city. This was a differ
ent man from his first conception, 
and it required Mme. Lynch and 
Peter Carter to give him a true in
sight into the poet’s genius and dis
position. He was talented, which 
formerly he doubted, and his charity 
shone out so strongly after Peter’s 
revelations that all the good Flo
rian had ever done for the city poor 
grew wan as the moon in the full 
light of day. In the fifth story the 
poet was sleeping in his cold, bare 
room. It was with a feeling of self
contempt that Florian sank into 
the folds of his own luxurious bed.

It required a stem retirement of 
two days and frequent visits to the 
streets of the poor before Paul could 
thoroughly recover from his first 
draught of popularity, and at the 
end of that time, having thrown off 
the intoxication, he was able to re
ceive with proper -coolness the visits 
and the propositions of a theatrical 
manager, whose card the servant 
presented one afternoon as he sat 
reading in Florian’s rooms, with the 
Fraulcin playing on the floor. Mr. 
Aubrey had heard of the young 
gentleman’s ability in play-writing, 
the whole city was speaking of his 
late comedy, and would it please him 
to write a play suitable for pro
duction at his theatre next season, 
Paul hesitated and considered. He 
hardly understood the extent of his 
good fortune, and it confused him

,to the sea this summer, and all 
sorts of things shall find their way 
from St. Nicholas’ hands this com- ; 
ing Christmas. We are getting rich, | 
Fraulein."

That day he resumed his old place 
at madaine’s table, and his looks of 
gratitude towards her were so fer- 
vant and marked as to inspire her 
with distrust of the young man who 
could look emphatically at a wo
man old enough to be his mother.
Deeper into the retirement of the 
attic plunged the poet, his whole 
soul wrapped up in this new literary 
venture, and not even Frances could 
induce him to join the usual evening 
circle, or accept one of the numerou» 
invitations that were offered him. Re
volving all sorts of ideas in hia 
head as to what would make the 
groundwork of his play, he saw ris
ing* again in the roso-colored light of 
dreams the face of the girl in the 
yacht, and felt a sudden twinge of 
pain that he had forgotten her so 
long. By degrees a novel thought 
shaped itself in his mind, and what 
it was the play itself will disclose.

Through all the summer heats 
Paul was enclosed in the attic, and 
nothing could draw him from it, nor 
could any obtain admission Into its 
sacred precincts save the theatrical 
manager, who same to read the 
manuscript, to make suggestions, to 
amend and criticize. Peter pleaded 
in vain at the locked door, and 
heartily cursed the Fraulein, who 
came daily to the room and went 
through performances and sang songs 
that threw Paul into convulsions of 
merriment. She alone afforded him 
recreation. The attic chamber was 
sometimes stifling, but the morning 
sun and the midnight moon looked 
pure and more inspiring from that 
height, and the waters of the bay 
shone in the distance. It gave him 
his best inspirations to see these 
brilliant silences creeping into hia 
room, and to think with how little 
friction, worry, and noise they did 
their great work. And the Fraulein 
was as good as a variety show, al
ways with some new idea or action 
that amused him mightily, all the 
more that it came out in bad Eng
lish and sweet accent. The night on 
which the play was produced the 
whole establishment of Mme. Lynch 
occupied the four boxes of the thea
tre, and the front seats as well, and 
Florian found himself in Fran-

company with her mo
ther discreetly sitting in front
The programmes handed about an
nounced the title of the drama ^ aa 
"The Hermit's Daughter;" and all 
were ^fery much surprised to see in 
the list of actors Paul’s own natrie 
set down with a flourish, and the 
special announcement that the I?ra,u- 
lein Sftein. a prodigy of six years, 
would take a prominent piarfc in the 
play.

"This drama is to be full, of sur
prises," said Frances, "and Mr. Ros
siter ^o intended, I must think; he 
was so very reticent about its in
cidents."

"We shall all the better be able 
to judge it," said madame; "and it 
will bo more pleasant;" Indeed, I am 
more curious to see how his acting 
will please a general audience than 
to see the play. ’He was so suc
cessful as the sailor.”

The curtain rising put an end • to 
the conversation, and all glanced 
eagerly at the stage. The scenery v 
was very fine, and represented ’ a 
rocky encloéure deep in the Woods, 
with a background of watery 'vistas 
seen through innumerable Islands. A 
gasp of astonishment Florian gave as 
he looked at this well-known rcnre-
sentation, and his wonder knew Tno 
bounds when from a hut at one side 
came a living representation of Scott 
the hermit, leading a little girl who 
played and danced about him. Paul 
was the hermit and the child was 
the Fraulcin, who, nothing daunted, > 
was filled with delight at her posi- 
tion, and enjoyed the sight of the 
audience and the bright lights im-, 
mensely. She sang and danced and 
capered as the hermit bade, exactly 
as she would have done m Paul1 
own room, and "with as much chili 
ish grace and abandon, and 
though the immense applause of the 
surprised and delighted audii 
frightened her at first, a word 
him reassured W*r. It was 
from this moment, that the Fra; 
alone had assured the success 
drama.

When the heroine of the piece 
on, after a time, Frances 
that Florian started

1

at

features, and only when 
did he resume hi* old 

and a heavy eigh. The

so much that he hid his nervousness
under a show of experienced delibe- forward with pale 
ration. Mr. Aubrey meanwhile pour- mouth, seemed fairly to 
ed forth his reasons and persuasion».
Finally the poet consented to write 
a melodrama in hfs best 
Aubrey agreed to pay 

dollar» tor It. 
fair percentage oi 

Fraulebtl"


