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“his own meditations

. Linda knew ab

.who'd settle down to & steady, pious
.ghinkin’ life, writin® fine thh'xs for
.other people o read, cgnh‘ Mﬁ'
4o God every year and Lringin oﬂm'-
along - with him, till he’'d be so ripe
“tor heaven as to fall into it from
this world, jes' as npatural as a ripe
apple falls to the ground. I bad
_that idea, but it's gonme, and T men-
tioned it jes’ to show ye what a
thought o’ ye.”’
5"“:'8;’?\&;)‘1(. th“:: down too,”’ saltl?lo—
.yian, thoughtfully, ‘‘and it  might
ipe interesting to rvead at the cat.ne
time as the other. I'm much oblig-
.ed to you, indeed ; but it doesn".u
euit, and never would.”

That was the end of the conversa~
tion. The hermit and Florian retired
to rest with their usual indifference
{o each other ' and in thelr wusual
silence ; but the youth was so chiarm-
ed at his famcied at winning
the solitary’s 'interest t‘ha:'.n he fell
.asleop thinking of it, amd drearfing
that the homest man rose in  the
night and, stooping over his bed,
kissed him gently two or three times,
as his father might. He was weep-
ing, for tears fell in showers om Flo-
rian’sface, which set the youth laugh-
ing, he lmew mnot why. At this he
awoke. Everything was still eava
the patter of the rain om the roof,
while the hermit was sleeping as
cgently as a child. =

el

CHAPTER X,

‘Florian returned from his solitude
«with a feeling of lofty indifference for
-the world and everything im it. Hie
<had, moreover, a profound comtempt
for solitude in respect to mew of his
-disposition, for, having gome oub to
ascertain by himself and with the
aid of a sage of silence and loweli-
iness his own tendencies amd fitness
for certain works, ne had instead been
perplexed - and. comfounded, both' 1by
and the sage's
advice. He now arrived at the com-
clusion that he should go on.in the
‘path alreddy chosen, nor turn aside
-even at the command of an angel.

Ho found a suspicious lull resting
~on the home atmosphere of Clgy-
burgh. Linda was suiet and happy,
*to judge from her manner and look.

Billy and Mrs. Winifred hadi lost -the
“feverish anxioty of the week past.
Ruth was placid, and Sara deeply: in-

volved in a new novel., Matters had
allen into the old routine suddenly,
and' it gave Flovian a sharp pamg of

grief. If'the lull was so complete,
what would not be the coming sform?
“He had been, very fearful and asham-
ed of his own calculating disposition
‘but there was no mistaking, the sud-
‘dem agony “‘that seized him a8 he kise-
ed Linda on his return. The blood
leaped to his head in a blinding way,
the tears pressed like torremts to his
eyes, but omly a few drops fell, amd
“dry sobs struggled in his throat and

dor

bosom. Did she ‘understand the cause

of such emotiom? A temder look

the

wished to say, ‘‘saitenced the“whild
to death’ ; but felt its foolishnoss
and was silent.

“I saw she would not last much
longer,”’ said the pere in his profes-
siomal tones, ‘‘and so informed her.
There, was no omne else to do it, and
if I had told her she was to live sha
could not have taken it much better,
Good day.”

He was going off, but thought of
something and returned.

“It is & happy change for her and
I am really glad to see how well you
all bear it. * I wish I could tell you
how sorry I am for vour sake.®

‘“Tharfk you, thank you, pere,” said
the young man, and he would have
said more but that a stentorian
voice interrupted him. The squire
was rolling towards them from the
distance like an unwieldy ship in a
heavy sea. He saw by their faces
that there was calamity in the air.

‘“80 you got hack,” he said to
Fiorian, ‘‘and found Linda worse
thar ever. Dying ? That's tough.
Poor little girl, I'd have given my
whole head to any of these rascally
governmenits Yo save her, I was just
going up with you, but I'll wait, T
reckon, and strike company with Pere
Rougevin. Flory, my lad, you know
whait you're losing, but such a flow-
er wasn't made to grow in our soil:
T maide up my mind to that since I
knew her firsb. I ‘wish more of
could be like her.’’

“Thank you,”’ said Florian,
they parted.

He was very cold and quiet him-
sclf when he came into Linda's pre-
sence again.

“How is Scott %’ said she. ‘I have
done nothing but dream of him since
you left.”

‘“He sent you his very best es-
teem,” said Florian, “and is to call
on you soon, and all the flowers and
herbs and grasses the islands afford
are to be sent to you. You have
charmed him, Linda.’’

“I do not Know why he has L:sen so
much in my thoughts lately, but his
red beand amldi keen eyes have haunt-
ed me pleasantly for two weeks. Pro-
bably because you were there witir]
him: And what did he say to you ?
You know you promised to. tell.!’

‘““He told me, vVery much like a for-
tune-teller, that I was cut out for
a quiet life, and fitted to write ‘hean-
tiful things forthe million, And when
I tld him my tastes rah in any di-
rection but that, he said many peo-
ple are-damned for studying medicine
or takifg up politics, and he thought
I would be too.”

Linda’'s old nature, though soften-
ed by illness, rose up at this decla-
rattion, and she laughed herself inbo
@ fiv of coughing.

“Well, well,! what an idea,”” sha
said. ‘‘But it is true in part. There
are less temptations i such a life as
this than in the life of & public man.
And, O Florian ! I want to be so
sure of meeting you Jagain that,
whatever life you choose, be faithful
to our religion and true to God, and
nover forget Linda. I dos’t care
where I would be, I think T would
feel so unhappy if you gnd they were
not there to meet me again.’’

He' could say nothing, but claspex|
her hand gently.

“And what ' were volir  own
thoughts 2" she asked. ‘‘How did

us

and

‘on her palo: face, a shadow! in

Sweet eyes that threatened at. once.
%o dim them forever were whait had ,

taken away his self-command so. vio-
tently, and, as if it were but natun
ral that he should

“his head to her breast,
‘her cheek /mgainst  h
‘smoothed it with her: de
‘until the storm of
Ftself. When hp looked
“understood  ‘ome. amo

soft’ hair,

80 act, she drew|been in the condition of that crowd
‘and, placing [since I left, all turmoil and excite-|

vou follow out your idea of a re-
treat ?" :

“You remomber the crowd wo saw
at the revival camp meeting ? I have,

and my solitude put on so

1 was less at home then in a ball-

loud @ personality before I left that g

I‘dt enough of the wilda‘rgm.n i

realize  that it was, The changes
wade by death were very painful, It
bad robbed them' of the dear
oven before the soul had flegd, for this
was no more the Linda of old times
than a stranger. She fell asleep
soon, and he  saw how’ completely
deatli had seized on her. The hollow
eves and parted gouth, the wasted
hands, the feeble but “labored respi-
ration, were all eloguent of death.
She slept sweetly, indeed, so sweetly
that he could not help saying the
angels were around her ; but her eyes
were only closed it part, and it awed
kim to see how she seemed to look
on hiim with her senses locked in
slumber,

And this was death ! And just like
this one day he would be, pale and
bopeless and helpless, thin, forsaken,
the most neglected and the most re-
spected of his kind, his uselessness
provected ir the sight of man by the
overstepping majesty of death.

The day after his return Linda re-
mained in bed, and to her mother’s
inquiry replied tl‘mt she would never
rise again. Mrs, Winifred accepted
the position in her quiet way, but
her silent despair brought the tears
into the girl’s eyes.

“There is no pain in dying,”’ she
whispered, ‘‘but only in leaving you,
mother.’’

From that moment she began to
fade gently—oh | so gently—that, it
seemed as if an angel, incapable of
suflering, had come in her place to
die. Florian did not leave her day
or night. Ruth was often there, and
Sara and Billy, and the st-‘rotg—-}'nicgﬁ
sguire, for she liked to see them all
about her as in the earlier, happier
time, and to hear their jokes and
bcight sayings and ‘pleasant gossip,
and to imagine that she was just gos
ing to fall asleep ‘for a little while,
and, waking again, would find them
all just as she had left them.' Every
day came a bunch of forest treasures
from the hermit, mosses and rare
leaves amd bright red berries, amnd,
rarest of all, tender bluebells amd
pink honey-suckles, which he had kept
growing for her sake in favored
places. He did not come himself, but
her bed was so placed thatshe hada
full view of the bay and the islands,
and often saw his camoe or yacht
futting from ome polint to amofher.
>In the lomely nighits Floriam = amd

Irs. Winifred sat. alone in the room,
dimly lighted by the night lamp, and
talked or read to her in her waking
hours. Whemn it became painful = for
her to speak, at length, she con-
temited hersel? w?"im watching him for
hours, as if studying out some diffi-
cult problem. .

“Florian "’

‘“Yes, dear.”’

“You will be very much afraidto
die.”

“I trust not, Linda.”

“But you will, I know. and I want
to tell you that it is not as hand
es we imagine. Only be good, do
good, and it will be very easy.”’

“1 shall try with my whole heart,
Linda.”’

“You will not marry Ruth ? She is
8o good, Florian."

“How can I,”’ he replied with some
bitterness, ‘‘when my own good sense
and hers, and Pere Rougevin, are
opposed to it ? If she be mot a Ca-
tholic I must be a Protestant.”

There was a pause and she seemed
to have fallen asclacp,

How 1Is
Your Cold?

'tﬁ'hn’-,.y-h-bi-
& I—vﬁrﬂ:hh-&-

*‘I only want to be sure of meeting
you all again,” she eaid. “You arc
very good, Florian, now. Promise me
you will never grow worse, only bet-
ter i that you will nover cease to
think as you think now; that you
will always remember Linda.’’

‘“Is that all, dear ?”’ he answered,
with something like reproach. :
_“All'"’ she repeated. ‘‘Oh ! the
oid, old spirit of comfidence. If youm
do that, Flory, if you do that much
—'" She ended with a smile, and
atter a little added: “‘Be careful of
Sera; be hind to her, and save her
ii you cam.’”’

Those were almost her last words.
‘Early the next morning, Pere Rou-
gevin anointed her and gave her the
Viaticum, the whole family and Rutih
being present. Sho beckoned  Ruth
-to her after the ceremony and whis-
pered :
“If you kmew how sweet it is ta
tate to  become a Catholic. Dear
Ruth, I shall hope to see vou again;
you were always so good.”

Around ‘'the house that day fell the
heavy curtains of death, invisible yot
felt, arid shedding everywhere a fune-
ral sadness. Only one window was
uncovered, and that was in the whita
chamber, where she lay with half
closed eyes drinking in the colors of
the scenes she had so temderly lov-
ed. The end was very near—so near
that at any moment ‘the light u\'{ght
fade from her face and the gentle
brleathing cease. Out on the blue wa-
ters: The western sun was shining,
in a long bar of golden light broken
often by the passing clouds, yet
shining out every momemt just as
bright as before, and this shifting
movement of the light occupied her
attention. Mrs. Winifred alone was
with her. In her meok way she sup-
plied her needs and silently amtici-
pated her simple wishes, and was so
wrapt im her dying child that she
did not hear the knock at the door
without, nor its repetition, nor the
steps which ascenided the stairs, and,
entering the room in a quiet but
atrupt way, suddenly presented to
her the uncouth hermit. Mrs. Wini-
fred was rather exasperating ort such
occasions. She was frightened, amnd
her face showed it : nmevertheless she
made no sigm, and was meeker than
usual when Scott rather imperiously
waved her aside anld took Linda's
hand in his own.

So it happened Florian found him
a half an hour later in the same po-
sition when Mis. Winifred came to
nurry them all to the death-room—
for death-room now it had become,
since Linda lay like an infant in the
arms of the king at last. At last
and forover ! There was no recall,
no further hope. The girl’s face bore
the new expression, the seal which
God first placed om Abel's young
fuce, the protest of the body and
the soul against sin's merite pund
ishment, the reflected light from the
torch of death ! Florian took ‘her
leit hand and gazed composedly om
her face. There was somethipg
strange in her manmer ; a strange
glory or triumph rested on ther lips;
there was more color and fire in her
cheeks and eyes : and now she turn-
ed from Scott to him and back again
—looking, looking like one hungry
beyond words to tell, and looking yet.
again until death suddenly caught
her weak breath, and, with a sob
and a muttered sentence, carried it
to eternity and Gopd. The last words
were

‘‘Jesus, that we may meat again !
Jesus ! i

And it was e first day of Novem-
ber; at four o’clock in the afternoon,
with the sun shining on the river
and great clouds rising im the west,
thrat Linda died !

CHAPTER XL

A montl after Linda's burial it
was snowing, and you could not see
the houses on the next street. It
promised to be a heavy snowstorm,
not unusual for that district, and
the dwellers by the river settled them-
solves comfortably for six months at
their warm firesides.  The Wallace

2 fr one
r’s sight, for none could look
other’s eyes and keep from

die in this way you would not hesi-|

"

ers, the tears and loneliness passing
always passing through waking and
sleeping  dreams, and the throb of
that fearful bell which told the tid-
ings of their these were
the circumstances of real grief—a
grief that weighed on him like a
mountain, 'and made him feel that
iffc was something of a delusion and
something still terribly real. Well,
there was no help for it, and action
was the only remedy. He had his
aflairs long since arranged. There
was nothing left but to pack his traps
and go, and he was working with
ieverish haste and unnecessary care.
A knock at the door interrupted him
atd his mother entered at his
ding, calm as usual and the
smoothly arranged over the placid
cheeks She was nervous, however,
and distressed. Did he know what
had become of Sara? It was ru-
mored that she was married to Mr,
Buck the preceding evening. Mr. Wal-
lace had heard it just then in town.
Florian could not but smile at Mrs.
Winifred's calm acceptance of the ri-
diculous facts, and thought she must
have perceived their absurdity.
“She went to Ruth's, probably,’’
said he. ‘“And who would blame her
for leaving so lonely a house ? But
as tu the story, don’t trouble your-
self with such nonsense.’*
Mrs Winifred, however, did not
like to think it nonsense any more
than she liked to doubt Florian’s
couclusion.
““Does father believe it ?"’ said Flo-
riar.
““He is going to inquire of Mr. Buck
himself, seemingly. If the minister
denies it, he will come back ; but if
he does not, Mr. Wallace will smash
and cut everything in his way.”
“Let him,”” saidFlorian grimly. ‘‘cf
it be true, T will secoud him. Then
[.a}', ing the damages will teach him

loss—oh !

bid-

S0nEe
Mrs. Winifred sighed and cast a

rneek look at the trunks end boxns

Scattered through the room.

“ies, I'm going, mothe . arn lus:
said he. ‘“There is nothing here to
held me, is there ? And as soon as
I get settled I shall take Sara to
keep house for me until she gets over
her folly. I would prefer her
following Linda than Mr. Buck. A
monument is more satisfactory over
one than an episcopal meeting house
even if it is—"’

Ho kicked things around noisily
and drowned the short, sharp burst
of grief that followed his sarcasm.
The door hammer = wus going vigor-
ously when silence was restored, and
Mrs. Winifred hastened to admit the
callers. Her voice was strangely
agitated as a moment later she call-
ed Fiorian to the parlor. He found
her pale and trembling at the foot
of the stairs, and shaking as if with
ague, 4 3
““It’s true, true,’’ she repeated. ““O
Lindy 1"

“What's true,””  said  Florian
roughly, as he ‘threw open the door
o oy )

hair },

and strode in frowning.' ‘Mr. Buck
wus thére as painfully correct in cos-
tulue as ever, and beside him Sara
languished  in her mournin§ robés.
One glance was enough, but Florian
pretended not to understand,

“1 thought it would be fair,”” said
Mr. Buck, “to let you know of the
relations  which now exist between
your sister and myself, We were
married last evening at the rectory
in the presence of the officials and
the leading members of my church,
who understand the peculiar circum-
stances which led to the ceremony at
so sad and unfortunate g time,"’

"It would have heen better to have
waited,”’ said Florian, aping a calm-
ness he did not feel ; “‘but I am not
surprised nor will any one be, I pre-
sume, withhwhom you are acquaint-
ed. My sister is of age. We have
done our best to prevent what in it-
self is undesirable. Am I to under-
stand that Mrs. Buck in adopting
your name has also adopted
particular religious views 7'

““Not at all, not at all,* said Mr,
Buck vacantly.

your

e was not pre-
pared for so cool a reception,

““Mrs. Buck expressly stipulated
that she should be allowed to at-
tend her own church on alternate
Sundays, and after consultation with
friends it was allowed.'

‘[ congratulate you, Sara,' said

Flerian, sadly,

for this smote cruelly
on his heart.

“We have done
duty towards you,

our
I hope you will

be happy. I am going away to-

morrow for good, so good-bye.'*
“Good-by,”" said Sara, shedding a,

few tears. Her shallow soul was

beginning to see that her brother's
gencrous nature and high
haJ been

motives
sadly misunderstood,
intending

“I was
with
ing,

to bring you
Florian continued, smil-
‘‘and have you preside over my
house ; but that plan must be
aside

me,”

laid
You will excuse me now, Mr,
Buck ; T am busy.”

Mrs. Winifred came forward and’
meekly congratulated her daughter,
bLeing somewhat encouraged by Flo-

tian’s admirable behavior. Then
they returned to the parsonage.
The incident had a depressing  ef-

fect on Florian beyond the power off
werds to tell. He had mastered him-
self very thoroughly at a trying mo-
ment, but a physical weakness added
itself to his mentai desolation, and
left this new sorrow very hard ta
bear. His packing was ended before
night, however, and, having  des-
patched his boxes to the depot, he
went on foot around the bay to
Squire Pendleton’s. The squire was
in his study smoking, and listened
to Fiorian's tale with much coms-
miseration and delight.

“It's a great pity Billy didn't meet
them,”” said he. ‘‘It's a reflection
on the family to have such a goose
in it. Here, Ruth, come in and hear
the news.'

Ruth was passing in a room be-
yond, and came to the door at her
father’'s shout,

“You couldn’t guess,” said the
squire. ‘‘Sara’s gone and done it
at last ; married the parson last
night."’

Ruth was shocked so violently that
sha grew quite pale, and stammered
out

“I knew they would marry ;' ' pug
Linda's death, I thought, would
make a difference. Poor Linda 1

““That hurt me most,” said Flo-
rian, with a wan smile ; “‘but it was
done very respectably. The whole
congregation was called in and con-
sulted. If they did not marry then
while we were taken up with sorrow
it might become impossible to marry
at all. The circumstances as they
saw them justified the action.’”

“Not by a jugful,” quoth the
squire. purpling. ‘‘But then I lon-'»',
80t—"" and he quieted suddenly with
8 lough—''almost anything justifies
martiage in this country.
but it's better, too.
founded old-country notions tskow
the: fun out o’ the thing,”

““There’s the rub,” said l!’lom
“here’s the weak point of ‘our peo-
ple. They do so much just for the
fun of the thing.’’ e

"“Nowyou've remarked, Flory.
kenzie  was serious

"Considarpbly‘ “hi
than you wanted
ki« firiger on |
how high |




