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... would take and held it under 
. L" he repUed confidently. I 
KTh no more than '«■ 1
["Tot disguise from myself that 
1<L I can but despise It. O 
lîÜT. is there no middle course ? 
[?. why do I ask? I have set my-
f Tet , , _i_ j„ knrrloof T At.

"There's nothing to drink there," 
said he.

"I move wo hold our ground, 
then," said Peter.

But the old gentlemen were forced 
to yield, and finally made themselves 
comfortable in the kitchen over the 
attic, as became barbarians fond of 
undress uniforms, cards, and punch. 
Once the squire felt a suspicion of 

Ye’re a ground-swallow,*’ replied mystery in the air, and he expostu- 
Peter, with a grin? and a drinking foted with Ruth.

hot li-

p jje take the 
* Ruth’s face

which is hardest. Let 
irst with joy." 
kindled into enthusâ-

to do that
worst with joy.

■ there is a middle course,"
I a. said triumphantly. "You can 
I Lin in your solitude and yet re- 
1 z ,our interest in the world.

V.y, gentlemen uttered cxclama- 
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I «nire in despair,
1 „HaTe you forgotten Frances ?

«be said.
.<No," and he drew away as if 

.art ’ “She has justly forgotten me.
! saw her. It is all over."

-you saw her mother, Florian. If 
•ou had seen herself you would not 
bave been in trouble so long. It is 
not all over. That dear girl is as 
faithful to you as if you never 
wronged her. She let her mother 
apeak first, as obedience required; 
and she was silent, as became her 
modesty. But she has never lost 
her faith in you when we all trem
bled, and she loves you still."

This picture of feminine devotion 
<lrew the tears to Ruth’s eyes.

-Then, besides, you were half-glad 
the test of coming here to live was 
not to be laid before her. She would 
have followed you to a tent, you 
foolish fellow. Florian, where are 
your wits? See that hill yonder ? 
Build there a pretty villa, and bring 
Frances to preside over it. There is 
no reason why a greht politician 
should not live among the islands 
and rule from this solitude. You 
need not practice law. And so your 
temptations are minimized, your in
fluence is preserved, and your soli
tude is saved to you."

It was a sight to see the squire's 
face glow as Ruth reached her cli
max, and when the last word was 
uttered he gave a cheer that rattled 
the loose articles in the room.
“You can think over it,” said she, 

eaeing that the squire’ a. emotion, jar
red upon him. "These things can
not be done hastily. If it be God's 
will that you stay here—"

“More Jesuitism!" growled the 
•quire.

"You must do so. If duty pointa 
another road to you, my advice will 
occur to you as an easy way out 
of the difficulty. You will not for
get Frances ?” she added wistfully.

“I can never forget her," he re
plied. "I thank you for your visit, 
Ruth. In a little while I can de
cide, if I have not already decided. 
Squire, not another word, or I stay 
here forever."

Pendleton saw dimly that few 
words and a speedy departure were 
two important points in Ruth’s pro
pamine, and for a wonder he tucked 
Ms daughter under his arm and, 
with a brief farewell, led her down 
to the boat.

* CHAPTER XLIV.

'Clayburg was "completely npso*t,"
| as a native expressed it, by the pub

lication of the banns oY marriage be
tween Paid Ross iter and Ruth Fen- 

I -dleton. R had "reckoned" on her 
I Tcmaining an old maid; it "admired1 
1 ^hat the squire wouM do now; it 

s wo wed” its astonishment 
and over for two weeks, at the end 

J which time the fact was accom- 

I pll8hed in white satin and tulle, and 
j a great part of the town invited to 

i“si9t in the festivities. Parker C. 
I ^ncti was ex-officic 
j the feast. In full morning-dress, 
| Uoved and collared to perfection,

6,8 erratic representative of the blu-
^ blood of Ireland was a * 
toking gentleman on the model of 

80 ^Il^i'sh squire, and, when he 
or walked about under certain 

. ^ assembly, Showed that he 
jn not f01'gotten his earlier train- 
J' The fl(luire could not restrain 

astonishment or refuse his 
«tion. In his suit of armor he 

aS US as a post, growled and 
IooTh Secretly at intervals, and 

e anxiously for the opportun!- 
;ty to steal ■"-**** ™
self. away and disrobe him-

IxuJ!”6 <iid you 8®* the knack 
I ,,llne: this confounded rig!" t
l'âih "Catl yn" •** «

' . mlnc ? 1 '<*’ like a «wall
don’t Know what 

f to fly."

gesture as if swallowing 
quid. “Ye’re cavernous, squire. Faith 
ye look well for an old country buck 
that knows so little, and ye carry 
the odd garments neatly.’’

"How do you manage to do it?" 
said the squire, awe-stricken.

"It was born there," Peter said— , 
the coat, I mean. I had it on 

when I was born. D'ye notice the 
shape of my legs ? Ye can never 
wear a swallow-tail unless you are 
shaped so."

The squire looked down mournfully 
at a fearful waste of thighbone and 
flesh on his particular person.

T must look awful." said he, sad
ly. "Couldn't we get away, Pe
ter, and get rid of these togs ? 
There’s a neat little room upstairs, 
with a red curtain across a bay- 
window and a bed-room opening off 
the other side, where 1 .keep my pri
vate cellar—”

"Your midnight cellar you mean,” 
Peter broke in, with a deep, silent 
laugh. "All right, me b’y; hang 
on to your guests for a little longer, 
and when I give the signal make for 
the room."

Not the least distinguished of the 
guests was Mrs. Buck' and her min
ister, as faultless in costume as of 
old. The good lady had been some
what left in the shade since the dis
covery of Florian’s real parentage, 
and her vanity had received a deep 
wound in being cut off so roughly 
from her famous brother. Mr. Buck 
alone could have -told her severe 
disappointment at not having been 
the Princess Linda, and her ravings 
over the possibility of Mrs. Winifred 
having put Linda in her place. These 
weaknesses Sara kept from the world 
prudently. She was now quite a 
mother in Israel. Five blooming 
and clever children clung on occa
sions to her voluminous skirts, and 
her matronly figure, with its still 
coquettish movements, was almost 
charming. Her faith was wholly 
dead. She never was troubled with 

single longing for the truths 
which she had been fed. nor with 
single scruple as to her apostacy. In 
being liberal enough to consider Ca
tholics on a par with Episcopalians 
and in despising the sects she con
sidered herself doctrinally safe. Poor 
Sara ! The day was not far dis
tant when the conscience so peace
fully slumbering would rouse itself 
to make her careless life most miser
able ! She seized upon the squire 
at a most critical moment. Peter 
had just winked at him knowingly 
and then disappeared into the upper 
rooms.

"Aren't you happy, squire ?" buz
zed Sara in his ears. "Who would 
have thought, knowing, as we do 
all that has happened, that this day 
would ever have come ? Who 
Mr. Roseiter ? Such a fascinating 
man! How is it that he wasn 
gobbled up by a handsomer woman 
than our Ruth ?"

Because in New York, where there 
aren’t any women," said the sarcas
tic squire, "he didn’t see any one 
handsomer. If he had come to Clay
burg first, where the women are 
thick as sardines, Ruth wouldn' 
have had a chance. Will you 
cuse me, Mrs. Puck" ? I see—

No, I won’t excuse you,” said 
Sara, "I must tell you something 
about Dunse.”

The squire never heard a word of 
the tale, for his eyes were fastened 
on Peter, who had returned to the 
parlor with a sheepish look on 
face, and shook his head sadly 
signify that he could not enter the 
room above.

‘Wasn’t it ridiculous of Dunse ? 
said tlhe wife of Rev. Mr. Buck.

He’s an idiot,” replied the squire, 
referring to Peter’s pantomime, 
beg your pardon, Sara. I referred 
to Mr. Lynch- You must excuse me 
now, for really, I am wanted in an
other part of the house 

The squire sought out Peter, and 
heard his report of the room with 
the private cellar.
. “I coqldn’t get beyond the door,” 
said hé. |

“What was to hinder ?” growled 
the squire.

"The door, of course. I’m not 
immaterial.’" said Peter, with high 
indignation.

If the door was locked, the squire 
had a key. and he was about to 
toss the door on its hinges, when 
Ruth had him by the arm.

"Now, papa.” said she—Peter 
chuckled in the distance,—"this room 
is closed for t.o-dny. If you want a 
nice, quiet room, go into the room 
ov^ the kitchen."

of

"Why isn’t Flory here?" he asked. 
“The man with the gizzard,” said 

Peter.
"Give him time,” replied Ruth. 

"These great men don’t come and 
go as we common people do.”

"Common people ! I’m sheriff of 
the county! ”

"And I represent the Tribunal,” 
said Peter.

"Don’t be quarrelsome. When Flo
rian comes you shall see and hear

'What’s all this running about 
for ?”

"Now, papa, go away and be rea
sonable or I shall punish you. I have 

secret which is to be mine all day.
At night you shall all know it.” 

"Gimme my punishment now,” 
rged the squire, and, after pulling 

his whiskers, she dismissed him with

At twilight the guests were gone, 
and the squire and Peter were peace
fully sleeping off the effects of the 
day’s excitement. The poet and his 
bride stood together on the veranda, 
facing the calm waters of the river, 
her head resting on his shoulder and 
her deep eyes watching the stars in 
the cool, far-reaching sky.

"It is all over,” she sighed occa
sionally—"all over. One effect of a 
steady life in these old villages is 
peculiar. The years seem as days.

am not ten days older in thought 
than when Linda used to come down 
that road—O my dear little prin
cess!—waving her hands and singing 
to me a long way off. All the 
nights like these seem as one, there 
have been so many of- them.”

"And there are to be so many of 
them,” said the poet.

"Let us hope so, dear,” said she. 
With all the suffering and uncer

tainty in the past there has been 
more beauty in it than ugliness 
more good than evil. Even poor 
Florian will find certain and 
expected rest to-night.”

There are two figures coming 
down the road. Ruth. It is time 
for Florian to be here.

"Do you meet them, and then send 
Florian up to the parlor,” said she. 

Tell him I would like to see him.” 
Père Rougevin and Florian came 

up the steps together, and the poli
tician congratulated the poet where 
he stood. The three gentlemen seem
ed to be in perfect accord, and at 
ease with one another. Florian pro
ceeded alone to the apartment where 
Ruth, all aglow with delight, await
ed him.

Accept my best wishes for your 
future happiness,” said he; "the pre
sent is all your own.”

She looked at him with satisfac
tion. His dress was the usual neat- 
fitting citizen’s costume, his hair 
had been cut and his beard trimmed. 
Florian, subdued and pale, was very 
much himself again.

"I conclude from your appearance,” 
said Ruth, "that conscience has 
again decided against a solitary life 
for you."

It is settled." he said, "that I 
am still to remain

you forgotten my via media ? ■ I 
flattered myself you would act on 
that immediately.”

"How gladly would I, if it rested 
with myself ! But, Ruth, put yefur- 
self in my. place. You know the 
motive 1 had in deserting Frances.

have no courage that would send 
me to the feet of one I have so 
wronged to ask" a great favor.”

“Now is it ever to bo done ?” said 
Ruth. "Frances has forgiven you, 
will have no other but you, waits 
for you, weeps for you. She is not 
bold enough, and you are excessively 
humble. This will never do. There 
should be no go-betweens, yet I can
not soo how it is to be avoided if 
you will not speak for yourself.”

He was silent for a few moments.
It would be el great happiness to 

me, he said, "to have the support 
and sympathy of one so tenderly 
loved. Yet you know her bringing- 
up. You sec the life that awaits me 
and those who attach' themselves to 
my fortunes. How can I ask her 
to banish herself on Solitary 
land.”

It might be hard enough", but i 
heartache and luxury are not always 
preferable to a handsome villa and 
content on the island.”

“You leave me no way to escape,”
I am trying a snare for you. Do 

you know that 1 have been over
bold ? I wrote to your Frances. I 
told her everything as I knew it.

asked her if the past could not bo 
mended in the only way that it could 
be. She wrote to me a very brief 
letter! What do you think it said?”

He waited for her to answer her 
own question. “Read it,” she said 
placing it in his hands. It contained 
but a single sentence.

“Tell him ho may come.”
“Thank God,” said Florian with a 

sigh.
“You are a happy man, Florian." 
"And I owe so much of it to you, 

Ruth,” he replied gratefully.
They went out on the veranda, 

where the priest and Paul sat talk
ing. Both gentlemen shook hands 
with him in silence, and the con
versation drifted into commonplace 
matters. The marble tfhaft bearing 
Linda’s name was visible from the 
house. The calm waters of the river 
lay placid in the moonlight. It wa<a 
an hour of great rest for these font- 
persons, whose saddest memories 
were connected with the scene be
fore them. Although they were full 
of joy at the happy ending of so 
many difficulties, the remembrance 
of what had happened chastened that 
joy severely, and if they saw oefove 
them a pleasant future it was made 
so only by the hope, that no -u. ter 
what fortune befell them, God would 
never permit them to wander from 
His fold. Life is hard enough, and 
death bitter, but when sin takes nold 
of both there is no sorrow can sur
pass them.

The story is ended. Florian went 
to New York under the protection of 
the amiable Peter, and made h»s 
peace with madame, and Frances 
returned with him to the semi-soli
tude of Solitary Island, which soon 
ceased to be a solitude. For in the
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F EVERYBODY knew how much cheaper good 
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of poor quality soap sold anywhere.

“SURPRISE" Soap not only does better work and 
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it lasts longer and it costs less in the end.
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ligious field at

in the political j endeavor of human 
world—most of the time here; as it 
may need in New York.”

You are very sad over it. Have

HIS WIFE’S LUNGS 
BOTH AFFECTED

course of time houses and bridges be
came common enough to destroy the 
roughest part of their isolation, and 
the quiet political career which be
gan in the Senate > of his country 
brought visitors enough to Florian 
at all seasons of the year to make a 
lonelier place endurable. He cared 
little for the excitement. The best 

life had become 
known to him, the steady perfecting 
of himself in the way of life, and he 
followed that noble pursuit the re
mainder of his days.

The End.

But the Great Consumptive Preven
tative brought Health and Happi

ness to his Home
«* Our doctor said there was no cure for 

tar wife as both her lungs were affected,'* 
says Mr. L. ÏL Walter, of Pearl Street, 
Brockville, Ont. “It was a sad disap
pointment to us both, just starting out in 
life, only married a short time. But before 
she had finished the first bottle of Psychine 
the pain in her lungs quickly went away, 
and after taking six bottles Mrs. Watlter 
was a new creature and perfectly well
agThat is just one of the many families 
into which Psychine has brought hope, 
health and happiness. It is a living proot 
that Psychine cures Consumption. But 
don’t wait for Consumption. Cure your 
LaGrippe, your Cough, your Bronchitis, 
your Catarrh, or your Pneumonia with the 
remedy that never fails—

PSYCHINE
(Pronounced Si-keen)

50c. Per Bottle
ueeer rin. «1 and «2-all drunrfata
ML T. A. SLOCUM, United, Toronto.

Cecil Rhodes’ Tribute to Jesuits

Cecil Rhodes, the great "empire 
maker,” paid a handsome tribute t?o 
the Jesuits in a posthumous docu
ment. This great exploiter died 
broken-hearted because he could not 
fulfil his ideals- Money was no ob
ject to him, for in material worth 
he was one of the foremost men of 
the* world, but he found that with
out a religion, without a sublime 
faith in God, all is vanity. He help
ed somewhat to bring mankind

large. The secular 
Is_ 1 press, without a single exception, 

j paid glowing tributes to the Je-

Among the editorial references to 
the subject The Montreal Gazette 
perhaps discloses an acquaintance 
with wide reading. It says, in

"The year in which the company 
of Jesus had its birth was a year 
memorable forever * to Canada, 
through Jacques Cartier's first voy
age. It was on the 15th of August 
in that year, the very day on which 
Cartier set sail from Blanc Sablon 
on his return to Saint Malo, that 
Inigo and his young companions took 
their solemn vows in the crypt of 
Notre Dame de Montmartre. The 
little company consisted of men 
whose names arc deeply inscribed in 
the pages of the world’s religious 
history of ardent aspiration, of hero
ic achievement.

"Loyola himself was in his 41th 
year—20 years older then the most 
mature of his chosen co-workers. He 
was the son of an old house of Gui- 
puscoan noblesse, who after some 
years of military service, had been 
wounded at the siege of Barcelona. 
During the confinement of recovery 
he was converted, and, resolving on 
a religious life, set out in pilgrim's 
garb for Manresa. There ho is said 
to have drafted the Spiritual Exer
cises that were destined to prove so 
fruitful. Thence, by way of Italy, 
he visited Jerusalem, whence, after 
some disappointment, he returned to 
Spain, and after some harsh experi
ences at Barcelona, Salamanca and 
Alcala, he sought refuge in Paris, 
early in 1528. First at the College 
of Montaign, then at Ste. Barbe, in 
the university he was a student.

"Not without opposition, which in 
men less sure of their vocation would 
have aroused bitterness and disgust, 
did he reach the goal already men
tioned, which was to be the starting 
point of his great work.

Among his colleagues, Pierre Lc- 
fevre ( Faber ), though still under 25 
years, was a man of learning. At the 
time of the primary organization in 
N. D. de Montmartre, Faber was the 
only priest in the little company 

Francois Xavier ( a name even 
more familiar in Canada than that 
of the founder ) was by origin a fel
low-countryman of Loyola. His life 
is one of the most devoted in the bio
graphy of modern times. One fol
lows him to the East to India, to 
Japan, to the bourne from which he 
never shrank, passing away in his 
seeming desolation with the words 
of hope—In Te, Domine, speravi— 
upon his lips.

"There were three other Spa
niards—Diego Laznez, Nic. Alfonso 
de Bobadilla, and Alfonso Salmeron. 
Laznez and Salmeron (as well as 
Lefevre ) were among the theologians 
of the Council of Trent. When the 
letter summoning Lefevre to the Tri
dentine assembly reached him, he 
was in the throes of a fever. His 
pupils besought him to spare and 
excuse himself, as otherwise he would 
risk his life, but he replied that, 
whereas it was not necessary to 
live, obedience was essential.

“Rodriguez, who was a Portu
guese, had been destined for the 
heathen mission field before the so
ciety was formed, but found other 
employment. The first addition to 
the seven consisted of Claude de 
Jay, Jean Codure, and Paschase 
Brouet. In 1541 Loyola became

ism. Salmeron and Paschase Brouet 
found a task of restoration and con
solation in England, Scotland and 
Ireland. While others found plenty 
to do in Germany, Bohemia and Hun
gary, the universities of Coimbra, 
the German college for poor nobles' 
children, and the Collcgio Romano,- 
instanced what was effected in other 
ways. Besides the Far East, Abys
sinia and Brazil became the scenes 
of missionary labors.

"On Loyola’s death, Laznez took 
his place at the head of the com
pany, and Borgia followed. After 
Borgia’s death no Spaniard was ge
neral until Gonzalez ( 1687-1705 ). 
Ten generals have been Italians; two 
Germans; four Belgians and Nether- 
landers. During the Russian exile, 
the vicars-genernl were Poles. Nei
ther France nor our other mother
land has yet been honored by the 
post of general.”

Is Your Liver
In Condition ?

FOR ON THE ACTION OF THE LIVER 
DEPENDS LARGELY THE GENE

RAL HEALTH—THE GREAT
EST LIVER REGULATOR 

IS

DR. CHASE’S 
KIDNEY-LIVER PILLS

In a joking way you are sometimes 
asked “How is your liver?” And 
this question is more to the point 
than most people realize, for on the 
action of the liver, to a very large 
extent, is the health dependent.

In this connection is explained the 
success and popularity of Dr. Chase’s 
Kidney-Live Pills. They wake up 
the liver cause a good flow of 
healthful bile into the intestines, 
thereby removing the cause of con
stipation and indigestion, headache 
and biliousness, backache and kidney 
trouble.

You cannot easily over-catimat®- the 
importance of the liver in relation 
to health, nor can you put too great 
value on Dr. Chase's Kidney-Liver 
Pills as a means of regulating the 
liver and overcoming the ills arising 
from torpidity of this organ.

The result of this treatment is a 
thorough cleansing of the filtering 
and excretory systems, good diges
tion, pure blood, improved health 
and vigor. Dr. Chase’s Kidney- 
Liver Pills, one pill a dose, 25 
cents a box, at all dealers or Ed- 
manson, Bates & Co., Toronto.

LACK OFMITH
The great trouble to-day is a lack 

of strong faith that ,at once moves 
thei will to act. There is no use 
in a faith that does not do any
thing. No one has ever yet con
formed his life to God’s will with
out receiving the happiness He pro
mises. Many a person wonders that 
he does not get on better in the 
world—that is, does not get con
tentment and happiness—but the real 
wonder is that they get on at all. 
It is certain that every good thing 
comes from God. What, then, dries 

| a person expect Who stands aloof 
and takes no pains to do God’s willy 
Is he trying to see just how long 
God will go on giving him life and 
health and food, while he neglects 

•the plainest duties of a CVristian^
closer together by establishing schol-1first Keneral of the Company—his re- j . ’ ° 1 InnWiVti t
unships, and in the crucible of time | ileatcd r0,u!,als havinK ,mally becn ‘ f l h to spur him

overruled. He died in 1556. i °
But, oh, that that realization and 

faith may come before ltd* too late!

his name will be forgotten except for 1 
this act ’of humanity.

For centuries the Jesuits have 
kept the torch of knowledge burning. 
These saintly men by dint of great 
self-sacrifice, infinite patience and 
sometimes -great physical suffering, 
have won the highest niche in the 
world’s pantheon for the tremendous 
amount of good (hey have done for 
mankind.

The recent election of a new gene
ral for the Jesuits in Rome provided

of“By that time the importance 
his company had been recognized in 
missionary zeal and energy, in elo
quence. in learning, in controversy, 
in higher education. In 1548 the 
company received an addition that 
increased its strength not a little 
—Francisco Borgia, Duke of Candia.

“It is vain to attempt to sketch 
the work done, even in the lifetime 
of the founder. It was only to be 
expected that much of the society’s

Oh, that there may he po*v<* fruit of 
good works before the world goes 
forth. Cut it down whv 
it the around ? Oh. for the obedi
ent spirit that realizes that godli
ness is great gain ! Tet »•*» search 
our hearts and cast o»t 1 h<* spirit 
of pride chat says, T wVVnot. And 
let us learn to soy humbly, Never
theless,, notwithstanding the effort, 
the humiliation it m«v ata bountiful occasion for the spread- | activity should be d'roc ted * Thy word 1 will.-Theodorc C. Foot»,

ing of newspaper light upon the re- the aggressive growth of I ro


