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CHAPTER XIX.—Continued. Since a child 6tiling; .more in it than mere tempta
tion. I know that even in that case 
an honorable doubt can be smother
ed, for there are many to whom 
such a grace was given, and of their 
own will they destroyed it. I would 
not be in their shoes for worlds."

"But now," added he playfully, 
and sorry to be so quickly drawn 
into this subject, "I shall frighten

PRISE►OAP
5Sé3ttô,l^?.°rNerT* fo«k I^OT-
loTtefore'ml» 5®“* bel kn wonderful.

1 h,d *P*«ra« *lmo»t dull,, but 
this remedy here not had un attack lor twelve day., and .hall continue ji. ....

The squire had a great distrust oi 
larbara. What he feared from 
hat lady he could not exactly toll, 
ut as he compared her nature to 
hat of a balky horse It could be in
ured that he expected some treach- 
ry on her part at a critical mo- 
«ut. She was well aware of the

tor twelve day., andehalfconUnueTta uae.
Mxss IdTDiA Rudy. 

Mr. W. P. Hacker, of Bathurst Village N n,
StScks^of1fin lttHC 8irrl 5“d fron? two to thri 

V!a7 for flve or six months, t> 
took Pa*‘or Koenig’s Nerve Tonic hi 

0U*7 °«e *?T10 mon^hs *nd none since. rfiîV.vS- Br°ckville, writes that 1didn’t hâve a fit'in

ttirr A-

mm
—wwawwgwr”

«polls, etc. The blood boootnee week and 
watery and eventually eenaee decline.

Milburn’s 
Heart and Nerve 

Pills
an Indicated for all die 
a weak and debilitated

each other 
I muet go 
go. Is the

of the
the nerve rentre*

yean I have
and heart

togiya me
■ ;v ‘v
HH|9

squire’s opinion of her and delighted 
to tease him into strong expressions 
which not all his daughter’s warn
ing looks could prevent when the 
humor came.

She had seen with^ feeling of 
pleasure that a struggle of some 
kind was going on in Ruth’s soul 
since the night on which they visit
ed the cathedral together. What was 
its nature she could not define. Its 
importance in her eyes was purely 
negative. She had guessed only 
that it was injurious to the hopes 
which Florian so rashly entertain
ed, but that it in any way was con
cerned with Paul she could not 
disçoveh It satisfied her simply to 
know that, for the present at least 
society would not be apt to lose 
the bachelor charms of Mr. Wal
lace, and to secure this end Bar
bara was quite willing to do znany 
more awkward things than consort
ing and conspiring with old idiots 
like Peter Carter. In her sly yet 
perfectly natural way she assisted 
circumstances in aggravating Ruth’s 
condition. Ruth was sad, and she 
found means to make her sadder, in
clined to keep much by herself—and 
Barbara gave her every opportunity 
•of solitude—fond of talking of death 
and the importance of salvation 
when she talked at all; and Bar
bara was as deeply religious and 
solemn in word and look as a Qua
ker. All this time she was work
ing ia the dark, and only knew by 
instinct' that it would come out 
she wished. Had she for a mo
ment suspected that Ruth*s struggle 
was one of faith, and that she was 
considering a change to Catholicity, 
her whole soul would have been 
roused to prevent so dangerous a 
turn of affairs.

She would like* to have seen Paul 
Rossiter again, and wondered why 
he had deserted them. She was be
coming anxious. Paul was Flo- 
dan's friend. Had he discovered, or 
had Peter made known to him, the 
dead-set which . Florian was making 
against Ruth's heart, and had he 
kindly stepped aside at the expense 
o! his own feelings, that his friend 
might have a clear field? It looked 
like it. But she had no intention of 
permitting such a scheme to succeed, 
and set about securing Paul’s pre
sence in Merrion house so determin
edly that in a few days after she 
'had picked him up while driving out 
and had brought him home to din-t 
rner. Ruth's face lightened up 
frankly at sight of him.

4'You are a gift of the gods,"l 
aaid she—"rarely seen, and held but 
ior a short time. What has de
prived us of your company so long?"

■"Some literary work," Barbara 
“«aid. “It could not -well be any
thing else."

"Managers are more exacting than 
ladies, " ‘he answered, "and I am 
mot at all inclined to work. I have 
fdted during the winter, and must 
makeup for it now."

I did not think I would see you 
nfifnin, said Ruth, when Barbara 

gone away for a time. "I was 
,Tery much disturbed that evening 
•coming from church, and was hâlf- 
tesolvod to go away from New ïork 
iat onte.”

!But you have thought bettor of 
It, 1 see. The music and the solemn 
«rvice on a moonlight night give 
flbe enthusiastic notions. I am in
clined always after them to go 
a*ay and be a hermit, but a sound 
deep, or, better, an oyster supper 
l°a the w“y home, brings me back to 
•toy senses."

Oh ! but It was not the music, 
Mr’ Bossitor. I had thought of 
,™any things a long time, until 1

you again by my earnestness."
"No, no ; I am utterly helpless, 

Mr. Rossiter, and confused, too. Let 
me tell you just the kind of doubts 
which trouble me. Your church has 
received so many Protestants that 
you must know something of their 
general state of mind, and perhaps 
you can help me. Pray do not re
fuse mo," when he had begun to de
cline the honor. “I know what you 
would say, and it only urges me 
the more to speak to you. Remem
ber, you are partly responsible for 
my late annoyances, and, like an 
honest gentleman, you must help 
me out of my difficulties."

She did not give him time to raise 
any great objections, but poured out 
her story like water from a wide
mouthed urn. It was plainly and 
sensibly done, and he had no fault 
to find with her.

I think," said he, "that you are 
in a state verging on conversion, 
don’t believe any advocate of 
thodism can ever convince you 
its truth again."

"Then you would advise me—"
"I would rather not take such a 

responsibility," he interrupted smil
ingly. "It is easy for you to draw 
inferences from what I have said
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can fancy your father and friends 
Will not be very grateful to me for 
any advice."

"They are of very little account to 
me," she began, and then stopped. 
"What does it matter ?" she con
tinued. "And, indeed, I am hasty 
and unkind in dragging you into 
difficulty. I must beg your pardon 
and tWnk you for your kindness."

"I fear you will think me timid," 
he said, "but in this country we are 
suspicious of converts. Religious 
thought is not very deep, and reli
gious feeling not very steady. Wo
men, too, are emotional creatures, 
especially in religion. Some very 
bad blunders have already been com
mitted. I do not wish to add to 
them. Let God's grace work its 
way, and whatever I can do to aid 
it I shall do, but prudently."

You speak wisely," she replied, 
and then the conversation ended 
with Barbara’s entrance.

She was very desirous to discover 
from Ruth what the poet had to 
say, but Ruth had no wish just 
then to speak of such matters. La
ter on she told her, however, and 
Barbara was struck with dismay on 
hearing that religion was the source 
of the trouble. If Ruth were to 
become a Catholic, was not this one 
step nearer to Florian ? She lost 
no time in unearthing Ruth’s mo
tives and opinions.

Why." said she, "nothing could 
give greater pleasure to the squire 
than to hear of your becoming a 
Catholic."

"My father would not be at all 
pleased," said Ruth in some sur
prise.

Barbara laughed cheerfully.
"You are innocent, Ruth. Do you 

not know how fondly your papa 
dreams of your marriage with Flo
rian, and that he has engaged my 
services to bring it about*? Have 
you not observed all the mysterious 
winks and phrases between us ? Oh 
you need not look so incredulous. I 
am one of a party of conspiritors 
sworn to see you and Florian mar
ried before summer. 1 thought you 
saw through our designs long ago."

Ruth was very indignant at first 
at the bare idea /of such a conspi
racy, and was not inclined to be
lieve it; next she felt hurt _ that sen- 
siblë Florian, who must have un
derstood her manner towards hi nr. 
should have lent himself to so silly 
a scheme. To Barbara she showed 
no feeling except surprise at her 
announcement.

"Iknow that papa always cherish 
the idea,’’ she said, ’’but Flo- 

and I un, 
well. , ’1 

Where

gown,, his hands clasped idly on 
his lap, his gaze wandering and 
frightened; while before him stood 
the red, vexed, irritated squire, who 
had jiist brought in the news oi 
Ruth’s intended departure.

"What's to be done, Florry— 
what's to be done ?"

Florian knew there was but one 
thing to be done, and the utter 
hopelessness of success made him 
despondent. This was not as he 
would have had the scenery and 
properties when he came to declare 
his love. The squire had told him 
nothing more than that Ruth, dis 
turbed by her old religious doubts 
was going away to a convent. There 
was nothing to account for the 
train of thought and feeling which 
had led up to so surprising a course 
of action; if the squire knew any
thing he declined to talk a^out it.

"I had thought," said Florian 
helplessly, "of renewing an old pro
posal."

"Had you, my boy—had you ?" 
cried Pendleton. "Then, it's the 
only thing that can atop this flight 
—the only living, almighty thing."

"But it’s useless to try it under 
such circumstances," Florian con
tinued. "She is upset in mind ; 
she has not shown any particular 
care for me since—"

"What, Flory 1" said the squire, 
"what are you talking of, lad? Not 
shown any particular care for youl 
Why, man, it has been nothing but 
Florian here and Florian there to 
her friends, to her acquaintances, 
and to strangers since she came to 
New York. ‘Do you know Florian 
Wallace ?’ was her first .question, 
until Mrs. Merrion had to tell her 
it looked as if you were engaged 
still."

Florian sat listening in delight to 
these wanderings of the squire. His 
own shrewder sense told him that 
the squire’s likings had taken the 
place of his powers of observation, 
but it was very sweet to know that 
some people thought Ruth willing to 
renew the old relationship. And she 
was going away ? It might be the 
last chance of testing her feelings 
that he would have, and if the re
sult was unfavorable there was no 
harm done. They would be sure to 
understand each other better.

A great slice of the romance of 
Florian’s character had been devour
ed by the capacious jaws of his po
litical ambition. Sensibility and 
delicacy were less fine, evidently, or 
he would have seen how very much 
injury this surrender of old principle 
would do him, and how hurtful it 
was to his own sense of honor and 
religion. He looked at the position, 
not as a lover torn with doubts as 
to the result of his action, but as a 
man of the world taking his chances, 
shrugging his shoulders at failure, 
mildly muttering bravo at success. 
It was not a thing to be mourned 
over, though.

"If you wouldn’t insist on—on the 
old condition," the squire began.

"Nonsense !" said Florian. "I've 
got over that. I’ll take her, no 
matter how she comes."

"O Lord !" cried the delighted fa
ther, "then it's settled. She'll not 
go to the convent. Now, my làd, 
just brush up and get over to Bar
bery’s for lunch, for she’s packing 
and may be off at any moment."

Florian felt ajs he dressed that his 
position was silnilar to that of a 
noble in the Reign of Terror array
ing himself for decapitation. But 
he proceeded calmly and heroically 
to his doom, and at one o'clock 
that afternoon was lunching with 
Barbara and Ruth in' the pretty din
ing-room in Brooklyn. Ruth was 
pale and worn, but determined. Flo
rian knew that look pi old and what 

much .better than her fa 
r„ .«waived notice àt hor de- 

, air of well-bred sur
.......................' ■ ..............V"

you once,'

No,” said Ruth frankly, "it goes 
heavenward-at least I hope so.”

"You are always flying in that di
rection," he said, with quiet sar-

"Nof always, but I am to make a 
good effort this time.” And her 
lips were compressed ior an instant 
’’I am disgusted with my own doubts 
and I am going to rid myself of 
them forever. I am on a search 
for certainty."

T offered it to 
said indifferently.

"And I am sure I did well in re
fusing it then, Florian."

Why did ^she put such stress on 
that last word ? It made his heart 
'bound like a frightened deer, but he 
was silent until she added: "And 
don’t you think so too ?"

"Why should I ? If it was for 
your benefit, I say yes; but if it 
has condemned me to a course of 
suffering that ambition alone could 
smother—”

Her amused laugh interrupted him.
"Then you smothered it with am

bition ?"
"With the aid of hopelessness," he 

ans veered bitterly. "Did I not 
know you well and myself too ?

"I must say you did, and I am 
sorry to think I did not know you 
better. Through all this winter I 
was afraid you would propose again.’

"The winter is not over yet, 
Ruth."

"But I am gone from the world. 
Florian. I shall never come to New 
York again. I like home best, and 
if I come into the world once more 
it will be to live and die outside of 
this turmoil and uproar. You can
not applaud that decision ?"

"No, for I had hoped to induce you 
to remain in it as long as I would." 
His face, in spite of his self-control, 
grew for one moment ashen pale, 
and thp tone which accompanied the 
words brought Ruth to her feet 
flushing with pain.

O Florian !" she cried, "you 
surely don’t mean to—"

'Why not ?" he answered severely. 
"You may have cast aside my love 
easily enough, but I find it rather 
harder to forget. Ruth, I have not, 
ceased to love you since I left Clay- 
burg, nor have I ceased to hope. You 
are looking for certainty and rest. 
You will find them here." And he 
held out his arms invitingly.

"If you were not so very sincere,*’ 
she said, "I could laugh at you. Mr. 
Wallace, this is the language of sil
ly sentiment."

"It is the language of love," he 
replied; and there was a restrained 
and awkward silence for a long time 
until both came slowly to théir 
cooler selves.

"You have honored me, Florian," 
she said, gently; "but it is an honor 
I cannot, accept. I am still a Pro-
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testant—"
"Pray let that pass," he said has

tily. "I do not insist upon you 
becoming a Catholic. My love 
risen above such distinctions.’

The hand which she had placed bn 
his shoulder fell from it suddenly, 
and, looking up, he saw an ex
pression of grief and surprise on her 
face and quickly interpreted it.

"I had always thought that a 
principle with you," she said slow
ly.

"Principles suffer from the wear 
of time," he answered, "as well as 
ourselves, though we arc immortal."

"° Florian !" She spoke the 
words in deepest sorrow. "I hope 
there are very few things to which 
you cling as poorly. That is one 
of my principles yet. You accused 

moment ago of forgetting, but 
that I have not forgotten."

It is because I love you," he 
Hod sadly? t'and I fear I could 

forget much more because of you."
"I am not worthy of it, Florian." 
"O Ruth!" Her two hands were 

on her lap and he seized them pas
sionately. "Is there no hope ? Can 
we never resurrect that sweet past 
that lies buried with Linda, by the

"Never"—she said the words with 
an effort—"no more than we can 
resurrect Linda."

He dropped her hands with a long 
look of grief and pain, and a shud
dering sigh'; he realized fully that 
he was losing her for ever, and her 
last words put this sentence in its 
best form so that he could not 
misunderstand it.

"But you must know why I am 
going, Florian," she said after a 
pause, "for you are my best friend, 
and, although you have hurt me by 
this scene, I cannot but feel that 
you have honored me beyond deserv
ing. Do you know that, while I 
could not join the Catholic Church 
or leave my own, I always had a 
doubt as to the truth of Methodism, 
but it took long to convince me 
that my position of doubt was sin
ful. I have found out at last that 
to remain willingly in that state is 
sin, and by the grace of God I am 
going to rid myself of it forever."

"If you had had that feeling in 
the old days,” said Florian, “what 
a happy story ours would have

Why did you not give me the 
feeling." she said sharply. "Why 
did you leave it to Mr. Rossiter to 
do ?"

It was an oversight," he said in 
surprise. "But I was not aware 
that Paul talked religion to you. 
He is stricter even than I am in 
such platters. "

Well, it happened oddly enough, 
too. Mrs. Merrion and, I had been 
at the cathedral, and met Mr. Ros
siter and others on our way home. 
He accompanied us some distance 
and spoke to me of his surprise at 
seeing me there. Then I told him 
of my former nearness to the Church 
and he lectured and scolded me for 
not making proper use :of the graces 

had then received, and filled me 
with dread of my present position. 
It has rankled in my heart since 
that night. It has led to mv pre
sent determination. Ah ! he has the 
poet’s soul."

"It was a moonlight night?" ques
tioned Florian. «

I think so. Yes, I remember 
now it was. His eyes shone so 
when he bade me good-night, and he 
stood looking upward."

I thought it," he said quietly ; 
and she did not notice the sar
casm, for her memory was dwelling 
on the splendor of the poet’s eyes. 
'And so you are going away to 

hunt up the blessed certainty of 
the faith ! Is it not a queer place 
to siAtle one’s doubt in a hot-bod 
of Catholicity ? For instance, if I 

Keent to the Whigs to learn the 
strength of some doubts I had con
cerning Democracy ! "

"I am certain of this," said she : 
that Methodism is not Christiani

ty, and T am going to investigate 
Catholicity where It s’* ‘ * ’ ‘ ‘ '
and take that as the 

'ell. that is

if politics offer me inducements."
"You say that because you think 

I would say it,” she replied. "You 
will never go to Clayburg to see 
anybody, Florian; you will never 
see it again, unless on business or 
when brought there to die. If you 
can prophesy for me, why not I of 
you ? Good-by. Why did you not 
bring your poet along with you ?"

"Ho knows nothing of your depar
ture. You would have gone with
out a word to him, to whom you 
should be ever grateful."

T shall be," she said very ten
derly, "always."

And so they parted. Barbara met 
him in the hall on his way out, and 
was surprised and pleased to see no 
evidence of strong emotion about 
him. She had looked for a roman
tic love-storm.

‘Now that we are losing Ruth," 
said she, "I trust we shall not also 
lose the pleasure of seeing you 
frequently."

‘That would be a distinction I 
never could have deserved," said 
Ruth. "Florian can never forget 
your kind hospitality."

True,” said Florian; "if I could 
I would be sadly Wanting in grati
tude."

"Is it so amicably settled?" whis
pered Barbara to him at the door ; 
and when he nodded, she said, "I 
am so very glad. We shall not lose 
you entirely." And Florian de
parted, puzzled, disappointed, yet
pleased by the tender tone of her
voice.

■w ++ ++

CHAPTER XXI.

With the flight of Ruth the se
cond act in the comedy ended, and 
the curtain was rung down on Ma
dame Lynch's boarding-house. Very 
much like a deserted play-house it 
looked in the days that followed. 
Florian was deep in law and the 
excitement of a Congressional cam
paign with his name at the head 
of the ticket, so that he was raw
ly seen in the handsome rooms 
where hung the yachting picture. 
Frances, buoyed up by a hope which 
love only could hold out to her, 
was touched at times with the 
green melancholy, but smiled oftener 
and was happy at a word or a look 
from her ideal of manhood.. Paul 
worked away in the attic at plays, 
essays, and poems, and was troubl
ed because of a sudden coldness 
which had sprung np between him 
and Florian. Peter and Vthe squire 
alone seemed to retain tnat bois
terous spirit of frolic and intrigue 
which had enlivened the winter, but 
for want of encouragement displayed 
very little of it. Every spirit was 
dulled, and life seemed to have met 
with so unpleasant a lull that a 
storm was necessary to arouse the 
people who floated iq it like motes 
tn a hot sunbeam.

The summer passed and lengthen
ed into fall. Florian’s run for Con~ 

<8 set the house in a ferment. It 
was a great thing to have one of 
the boarders graduating from the 
front parlor into Congress, and 
when the election had passed and 
he was returned by a handsome ma
jority the reception tendered him 
by Madame Lynch was superb. All 
the world was there, and in some 
way it began to be understood that 
Frances was the lucky woman who 
would draw the lion of the evening 
in the matrimonial lottery. It was 
on the evening of this reception 
that two gentlemen called upon 
Florian while, he was engaged among 
the guests. It was after eleven, 
and, unless the matter was urgent, 
the great man could not be seen 
till after midnight.

(To be Continued.)

WHY HE CRIED.

The little boy came out of 
'room in which his father b 
ing down a carpet. He *


