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By REV JOHN TALBOT SMITH

CHAPTER xra.-Oeatinued.

>1 have." said Francee-'-jiiet the
,,__ _ things I" But Paul wee

downcast even udder
[ for madame looked
I ..........nrt “Inst the sweetest

title
„, ---------------- Por-

Mt-. and “lost the sweetest" was 
Q,, kind of poetry he looked 

, *L as worthy of hie genius.
™Weii, i am not disposed to be too 

gaid madame; "but if you ask 
won, Mr. Rossiter, you must ex- 
-gct to grant them in return." 
^Certainly," said he, "that is not

resemblance in Florian to the girl 
who stood in the yacht waving her 
handkerchief, and probably she was 
a relative whom some misfortune had 
snatched from him forever. But as 
to the other, who had no resemblance 
to him, she was pernaps his affianc­
ed, and circumstances which he hop­
ed to overcome kept them apart. 
Paul laughed a little at his own in­
ferences and the pain which the last 
one in particular gave him.

While they were gradually draw­
ing more closely together the pri- 

fvate affairs of each never troubledto be doubted. ----------------
«I shall permit you to retain the the other. Florian knew of the 

toom, then, but I shall ask a favor ——* w- 
4 you soon—a reasonable one. mind, 
jhich I expect to have granted im- 
■■Bdiately"

gr. Rossiter was missed thencefor- 
vard from the table, and, in addi­
tion to cold, want of light, and 
tinted means, he had now to un­
dergo the daily martyrdom of a 
«heap lunch in cheap quarters and 
«mong the cheapest sort of a crowd.
«The sight of a boy's sad face, how­
ever, would have made even real 
hardships delightful» Nor did his 
numerous poor even suspect how 
ouch this free-hearted, gentle, hand­
some young fellow suffered for their 
ggke. Peter remorsefully saw how 
matters stood and annoyed his friend 
by shouting "mea culpa" and beat­
ing his breast whenever they chanced 
to meet,

CHAPTER XIV.

A few months of companionship 
placed the poet and the politician 
en a footing of intimacy, and insen­
sibly began those confidences be­
tween the friends which make such 
an intimacy so delightful—the readi 
sees to ask advice and assistance in 
present difficulties, and to receive 
then; the relating of future hopes 
and aspirations with the view of 

| receiving the confirmation of the 
i «other's approval: and the youthful 

speculation on questions and mat­
ters which men never speak of to 

I outsiders, except in a joking fashion. 
They never went beyond New York, 
strangely enough, in all their con- 

, and neither was possessed 
*oT a single fact as yet in the other’s 
past life; so that the story of the 
water color on the wall was yet un­
told, and the fate of the yachting 
[party remained a painful mystery to 
flPaul and induced many a poetic 
daaey and many a poetic effusion 
■from his sentimental brain. They
had their opinions of each other
also as time deepened their intimacy. 
Plorian had always prided himself 
-on his ability to read character, 
wnd, in truth, he * had Something to 
he proud of, although he made mis- 

1 ‘t4kes 0,ten enough. He looked on 
I Paul as a young man of natural 
I,poetic talent, perhaps genius, with 
11tron8f. delicate sentiments and a 
f fondness for the ideal—a mim who 
j *ould make a good friend, but not a 
I "very U8efuI one, since he was of that 
| «rt which expects every one to be 

nrthfl to them, and who indeed do 
a glory on their helpers. That 

, 1 of utll,ty was getting to be „
'*** Powerful one with him uncons- 

Igasly, Ae to the past life of Paul 
I* toV6r thoiight but once, and hie 

•conclusion was that the youth had 
1‘cotne up as a flower, cared for ten- 
e V. without much experience,

1 make no impression on 
’ vorld «cePt to add to its mo- 
***** beauty. He had no past.

® act, that could have left any bit- 
* .t,acea his soul. All this 

1 8how how very little Fïo- 
1 k«ew of his friend.

1 bought Florian a genius of a 
^ order and looked up to him. 
’“n with a powerful array of eta- 

1 “ his head; who could get 
a moment’s notice, and cool, 

oesessed, clear-headed, talk 
® or an hour; whose aim was al- 
' the Presirlonniy » ^ never

much, and who 
r ^ the right way

r highest
clearly

* to
order, 

principle 
outward <

Who wi

end i

garret, but did not think it his busi­
ness to interfere on the score of 
affection, and, moreover, he was not 
so ready at the present hour to think 
of others as formerly. Politics na­
turally more than mos\ professions 
generates this selfishness. He had 
acquired his share already. And 
Paul, knowing the extremity of his 
own circumstances, felt to relate 
them even to a friend was only ask­
ing for an assistance which he did 
not absolutely need. One evening 
Florian came forth in evening cos­
tume, which Paul, not having any of 
his own, always admired.

There is to be a mass meeting to­
night in O'Connell's behalf," said 
he; “would you like to come ? I am 
the speaker."

“And I suppose England Will re­
ceive the usual Irish cooking," said 
Paul, with some contempt. “I am 
English by descent."

“What a misfortune !" Though 
gravely said, Paul knew that he was 
laughing. “Will it do England any 
harm if she is shown her own mis­
deeds and made to atone for them ? 
Besides, it has become a political 
necessity in this country to propiti 
ate the mere Irish. We have them 
solidly on our side and we must 
keep them there. Come and see how 
we do it”

“I thought you were Irish," said 
Paul, half surprised.

By descent," said Florian, laugh­
ing again; “but that does not make 
me a sympathizer the more. Justice 
is the point, and if I were a Hotten­
tot the commonest sense of humanity 
or political necessity would make me 
red-hot against Britishers at the pre­
sent hour. Come, friend, and see 
us pull the lion's tail."

They went off together, and Flo­
rian would have secured his* friend 
a seat on the platform, but the poet 
objected.

T wish to see you as well as to 
hear you," said he, “and I can tell 
what the rabble think the better."

What the rabble thought of the 
rising political star was seen easily 
without going among them. A num­
ber of colorless dignitaries sat on 
the platform, men whose names had 
once been the war-cry of election 
time, who now, their usefulness long 

were used as dummies to 
propitiate the Irish Demos without 
risk to the actual party leaders. 
Bow little they counted with the 
crowd was visible from its indiffer­
ence to their presence and their 
-short speeches, and the sudden thrill 
rff awakening enthusiasm which 
struck them as with a lightning-flash 
tfhen -Florian came forward. His 
handsome presence and cool manner 
before the multitude and the dig­
nitaries sent a shiver of envious de­
light through Paul's veins. Florian 
was sure of himself; he never in such 
a scene appeared without making 
mark which raised his name higher 
in the party honor-list, and he was 
about to score a success which would 
dim earlier triumphs. His populari­
ty expressed itself in the thunderous 
applause with which the audience 
greeted the first words of that 
strong, melodious, catching voice. 
Then the speech began. It was the 
usual arraignment of England and 
panegyric of O'Connell, but arraign­
ment and panegyric were alike of so 
unusual a power and brilliancy that 
~ ‘ amazed and stunned. Was

grave, steady lawyer whom 
had left but a little while before

; the

| ktod 
It pleased t 

toat Florian

of the platform 
month»

he did not

hate, mirth, denunciation roused the 
same feelings in his own bosom, 
though he made no display of them.

When the meeting was over Paul 
waited while the audience dispersed, 
and listened amusedly to the com- 
ments passed on the speaker. It was 
clear that Florian'e name would be 
os familiar to that audience as the 
curses which they lavished on the 
hated Saxon. A number of the more 
excitable remained until they were 
able to reach the platform, where 
the honorable committee stood dis­
cussing matters and preparing for 
departure. The handshaking which 
Florian than endured, the hustling 
and good-naturéd boorishness of the 
crowd, amply made up, Paul thought, 
for the success of the oration. One 
boisterous constituent slapped him 
on the back with his left hand as 
he wrung his fingers out of shape 
with the right. “It's to Congress 
ye'll go, not to the Assembly," said 
he, “for the right stuff's in ye, me 
boy f"

Paul stared as he saw the tho­
rough good humor and delight with 
which his friend endured the crowd, 
and he listened to the generous wit 
scattered so lavishly that it seemed 
like throwing pearls before swine. 
Behind him some stout individual 
was struggling with might and main 
to recover property which had drop­
ped on the floor, and as he had the 
audacity to poke and thump the 
poet freely with his head and el­
bows, he received from Paul a wi 
thering and threatening look of in 
terrogation.

'Bad luck to ye," said a well 
known voice, “is it the counsellor’s 
speech ye're tramping on ? O Paul, 
is it your sweet face, b'y ? And did 
ye ever hear the likes o’ that speech 
since the day you were born ? See, 
now, I don’t think O’Connell him­
self, great as he is—and he's the 
greatest speaker in the world, past, 
present or to come—I don’t think 
that the Kerry counsellor could do 
better. What d’ye say ? I’m going 
to report it for the Trumpeter, an’ I 
must ask ye to help me get in the 
first part, for I wasn’t here but 
the last five minutes, ye see, and 
only got in the peroration, mind. 
Now, that's what ye ought to be 
doing, instead of writing poor poetry 
getting five dollars and old Corco­
ran's thanks for your trouble, an’ 
bringing on dyspepsia and a thous­
and other ills from the black grub 
ye’re living on—"

Paul dashed from the crowd and 
away through the hall to the street. 
Peter was becoming a pest with his 
plans and advices. When Florian 
came out, and they were walking 
home through the quiet streets, Paul 
said:

“It’s a pity that Coriolanus had 
never the advantage of seeing you 
among the mob before he stood to 
solicit votes for the consulship."

“I am glad you feel disgusted," 
said Florian, smiling, much to the 
poet’s surprise, since he had not 
thought his tones expressed any dis 
gust, "for it is the measure of my 
success with that very mob. You 
are quite an aristocrat, Paul. You 
saw I liked the flattery of the mob."

"And that disgusted me more. The 
dirt of some of those you shook 
hands with—ugh ! And prosperous 
dirt, too ! If they were £oor there 
would be some excuse."

"And they are poor," said Flo­
rian—“tenement-livers, poisoned as
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air' ,ood- *nd water »y the weal­
thy gentlemen you are ao willing to 
■hake hands with because they take 
a bath every day and would never 
elap you on the band. Why, a bet­
ter fellow than Larry Watera—Alder­
man Larry—never waa seen ! He to 
the soul of good fellowship, treats 
an honest man like a brother If be 
comes under hie roof. Is the terror 
and delight of hie own ward, and a 
man ot great Influence. That would 
bo enough to make' hie slap and hie 
grasp tolerable, if nothing else 
would."

“Influence I influence !" moaned 
the Poet. “Everything goes down 
before that. I begin to suspect your 
sincerity, Florian. Tell me, were 
you sincere in your speech to-night, 
or was it this influence you had in 
view, and was this your incense to 
the god ?"

Florian laughed a pleasant laugh 
of amusement.

"Now, Paul, you are really going 
too far." said he. “Motives are al­
ways mixed in this life. I did have 
in view this influence, and it stimu­
lated me wonderfully, I assure you ; 
nevertheless I was sincere in what 
I said, and just, too, I hope."

“I should hope not," said Paul 
impetuously, “otherwise I would ne­
ver respect my descent again."

At which involuntary compliment 
to himself, the politician was silent, 
but pleased beyond measure.

"I have never heard an orator in 
a set oration until to-night, and I 
am amazed to know you possessed 
the gift - to move an audience to such 
excesses of feeling. When did you 
get it, and where ?"

T was never really aware of it 
until I came to New York. Occasion 
developed it."

“What a godlike power it is," said 
Paul, looking at his friend as if a 
new light shone on him, “and what 
a delight and yet what a terror to 
know you possess it ! It is as if a 
magician could do that which im­
periled his life in the doing and 
which would make the world stare.
Oh ! you must have been sincere, or 
you would never have done it—ne­
ver."

“How you harp on the sincerity!" 
said Florian, with one of the laughs 

Ich the poet never liked to hear 
him. They gave him a hard 

aspect, and drove away those ten­
der lines that more than anything 
else distinguish his face in Paul’s 
eyes from the faces of the every­
day world and gave it a place in 
the poet's radiant gallery of ideas.

“And whither is all this tending?" 
asked Paul with a trace of sarcasm 
in his smile. “Which is the bright 
particular star ? Where is 'the height 
that lies forever in the light’ ?"

"I shall run for the Assembly first 
and from that mount into Con­
gress," answered Florian, prosily.

“Oh, and after Congress—what?" 
“Congress is a great arena," said 

the politician. "A man may do 
mighty things there."

"And supposing the mighty things 
done," said Paul, smiling, “what 
then ? You will run for governor, 
of course ?"

“Well, I suppose so."
"And then, the presidential chair 

itself ! Eh ?"
“It would take an army of mis­

sionaries and a campaign of twenty 
years to put any Catholic there," 
said Florian with a deep and heart, 
felt sigh.

"So there is a limit to your am­
bition," said Paul, with sarcastic 
good humor. “You are not an abyss 
for earthly honors to fall into when 
the governorship can fill your de­
sires. Ah ! Florian, I have found 
your weakness. You may be great, 
you will not be the Napoleon of 
your profession. You will never 
change your religion to suit the de­
mands of the world."

Sometimes I wish I could," said 
Florian, and was sorry the next 
moment for his hastiness. Paul took 
it as a jest, however.

“That’s natural," said he, "and 
here we are at home."
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all truth. Sometimes the thought 
intruded on him that it would have 
been well to have dropped that 
condition of their love, and to have 
married her first and converted her 
afterwards; but, apart from its un­
fairness to her, he had laid down the 
peinciple that mixed marriages were 
hurtful, and he would not—what ?
Suppose now that there was an op­
portunity of renewing their former 
relations, and Ruth was yet obstin­
ate in her belief, would he not be 
unwise to lose—what ? Florian saw 
that he was stumbling against the 
rocks of conscience, and looked up 
at those sweet faces In the yacht
while the tears came into his eyes "“™ ™‘ UmCe

. . . . # e, until tho f°rce of circumstances, theand bis heart gave a great throb of , ,,,fitness of things,, would place a po- ^ 
pain. One was dead—O, Linda—and RÎ*irm in h,-a T,, ,, sition in his grasp. In the mean-
the other was wocse than dead to tim« _i, , , . , .... ... time the work of his professionhim unless—what ? . . . . , 1„ . „ . . would take up most of his time; he

Ho sat a long time and thought no could gather Ws ehekcla ,or
™6"; ”e W”Vfralrt, ff,Ve n‘,cr- “tical needs, select and strengthen 
ance to his wishes, only It seemed to hi, trienda and supportera, and by
him that he was marching along in hi8 aocial quami„s make and aecure
a dreadful solitude, and multitudes the acquaintance of the great of 

were shouting praises to him and every fleld .

But social prominence, he thought, 
required an immediate and advan- 

He cared very

His popularity was increasing, too 
rapidly with the mob to be oUier 
than dangerous for one whose youth, 
want of wealth and social standing 
were embarrassing. He did not yet 
know his own leaders well, and his 
slowly-extending influence was but 
imperfectly recognized by them. Ho 
did not wish to advance too rapid­
ly. He had no desire to walk to 
power over the heads of older, weal­
thier, and envious men, whoso power 
might be used to crush him at the 
start. His aim was to become a 
weight, an authority, a support to 
the party and its representatives, 
and to disclaim any wish for office

calling him king, and crowns fell 
on his head, and at his feet lay the 
kingdoms of tho world and the glo­
ries of them; but always he was 
alone with the sad, overpowering 
consciousness that Linda was dead 
and Ruth separated from him by in­
terminable distances, yet always in 
view with her mournful face turned 
upon him. He must tramp that way 
alone, unless— He did not like to 
speak of that condition. Disgusted 
with himself and weary he took 
down two volumes which a literary 
friend had sent him to read. The 
authors were strange and new to 
him, although their names had been 
faintly echoed through the American 
literary world. One was a poet, 
the other a philosopher, and he waë 
soon interested in the contents of 
the books.

tageous marriage.

CHATTER XV.
Florian's relations with Ruth, he 

had to admit, were not of the most 
hopeful kind. In two years he had 
not exchanged words or letters with 
her, and from the various reports 
which acquaintances from Clayburg 
incidentally gave him he could see 
that she had settled down to the 
new life with her usual good sense 
and determination to forget the 
past. It appeared, too, tlyt she 
had become literary in her tastes, 
and was a welcome contributor to 
many publications. As far as his 
hopes were concerned they seemed 
ridiculous, yet absence might have 
done considerable for him. He knew 
she once held him dearer than her- 
self, and Ruth was not quick to for­
get, If he had kepfcHier sweet image 
in his heart through all the bland­
ishments of metropolitan society, 
through all the turmoil of political 
life and the hard study of his pro­
fession, was it not more likely that 
in the noble solitude of the north, 
amid scenes the more dear because 
he had once lived amongst them, 
with Linda’s grave on the hillside 
to remind her of the dear chiid'° 
fondest

When 

1 to his j

many;

I ————- wishes, his image would 
e Po’Wcian was decidedly weary I fade more slowly from her mind and 

a ter his effort of that evening, and j the old love die harder in her heart? 
a feeling of utter dejection had been Perhaps she was entertaining the
« w '0®., “VCu him' H® threw hiD>- !same hopes that shared her loneli- 
self in his chair and gave himself up j ness, and the quiet study and pray- 

= dosing and thinking. Always onV of those years of separation 
, occaslons h,s min*l went back might have led her so near to the 

? hiS bOyh00d '',Uld that t° marry her would bring 
0 him' and tho her aal«ly in. On the other hand 

tears ailed his eyes as he looked, he remembered, with a sigh Ruth's 
was that solitary reminder of all ’ rigid Conscientiousness, which would 
that was so dear to him-Linda. as make it a duty to dismiss evety 
in her best and brightest days, thought of him from her mind untU 
waving her love to him and quiet time would allow her to look upon 
Ruth dreaming. him merely as a friend. She had no

v,. - in Judging that °n him, and that was end
Florian's hopes still centered on the The dead heart of Linda would 

tung over the more coldly
and the women again if

little for wealth, and his bride need 
have for her dower no more than 
the graces which make a woman 
popular—beauty, fine carriage, a 
mind above the average, and re­
spectable birth. Ruth had all these 
and what a joy to him if his ambi­
tion could follow whither his heart 
led ! But if not, what was he to 
do ? There were other women in 
the world with some of the neces­
sary qualifications, and Frances 
Lynch was one of them. Her mother 
had been a noted belle in her time, 
and enjoyed the friendship of re­
markable men and women. A De 
Ponsonby keeping a boarding house 
was a little irregular, but such a 
boarding house. Only the most ex­
traordinary lights of society and in­
tellect gained admittance within its 
portals; and madame, although 
guilty of a blunder in marrying an 
Irishman with some brains, good 
birth and moderate fortune, never 
lost her power in the world of so­
ciety on that account. Frances in­
herited her mother’s wit and beauty. 
Now that she appeared to him in 
the light of a possible wife, he be­
gan to perceive that she bad made * 
deep impression on him. She was 
slight and willowy in form, with » 
woman’s full height and quiet grace 

jof manner, He remembered bçin 
transparent her face was, and how- 
delicate its outline; how the sun­
light gleamed through her yellow» 
hair; the sweetness of her voice; the 
beauty of her mouth, teeth and 
smile; the gentleness and womanli­
ness of her disposition, and her win­
ning and candid ways. He had to 
admit that beside her Ruth seemed 
quite plain. And, moreover, Fran­

ks a Catholic and very devout, 
to all appearances. What her faults 
were he did not know, as ho never 
looked for them-. It seemed a little 
odd, even to his present changed 
conditions of thought, that before 
the old hopes died he should thus 
be looking for an object on which to 
found new ones, but it was an old 
trick with his calculating nature, 
which political habits had intenei- 
fled. He went off on the spur 
the moment to look for her. and 
study her a little more closely. It 
waa early yet, and she had returned 
from Mass and was reading in the 
common sitting-room alone. Her 
plain-colored walking drees con­
trasted very well with the light co­
lors of the room, her light hair a 
pale* face. She looked up with a 
grave smile of iwnimiiiA._
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