der street, ag

 month, at g
lev. Jas, Kil-
1. Kelly; Reg,
y: 13 Vallee

_\\
B. SOCIE1Y,
v, Director_
President, D,
J. F. Quinn,
reet; Treasur-
St. Augustine
 ®econd Sup-
in St. Ann'g
and Ottawa

, Branch 26
vember, 1883,
St. Patrick’s
der street, on
. month, The
the transaction
m the 2nd ang
. month at 8
rs :  Spirituald
‘iloran: Chan-
dyy, President,
Vice-President,
nd Vice-Presi-
Recording Se-
dan, 16 Over-
t. 8ec., E. J.
Jecretary, J.
t. Urbain st.;
elly ; Marshal,
rd, J. A. Har-
W. A. Hodg-+
D. J. McGillis,
3. E. Delaney ;
othing pleased
H. J. Harri-
1 and Dr. E. J.

COMPANY

.,800
W YORE Oity.

CHURCH BELLS

¥ FLOUR.

JRATED

SINC FLUOR

ad the Bests

for the smpty bag

, Montreal.

~4 At Wholesale:
D Prices
G »

‘Sat beside Floriam.

- SMITH.

the
:::‘lﬂm the foam at the mouth of &

jgave & fearful suspicion
wia by lurked below.

st shore the wayYes beat with mon-
and distant
.otonous  murmuring,
Grindstone showed dimly through the
umist. Across Eel Bay—Bay of Mour-
ning it should be named—the after-
poon sun sert & blinding radiance.
athe islands about were still in som-
sre green, for very few maples found
.a foothold in ‘the rocky soil. Here
and there their warm colors of death
relieved the dark background. He
paid very 1ittle attention to The sights
about him. The swish of the water
from the bow, the brightmess of the
gky, the sombre shores, the green
waters, the whistle of the wind, and
the loveliness of the scene passed be-
forc his senses and became interwo-
—ven with his melancholy. There was
a bitterness ¢ven in the cheerful day.

When he arrived at Solitary Is-
fand the hermit was away. He took
possession of  the hut, and, finding
gome remnants of the squire’'s to-
pbacco, and aapipe, maide himiself at
ihome amd began tg inspect one of the
notable volumes on fishing. Scoltt
eturned shortly andgave him a most
cool reception.

“How do 2" ne sald shontly, bring- |
-ing his brows together and sending a
sharp look into his face. “‘How's the
iittle 'un ?”’ 3

“As before,”” Florian enswered
wearily. He had made up his mind
that no behavior of Scott’s would
drive him away until he had accom-
plished his purpose. If coolness wera
the omly requirement for a lengthy
stay with the solitary he was pre-
pared to furnish a large supply. And
Scott saw it in his easy mamtner, amd
seemed willing to submit to the in-
“trusion,

“She bade me thank you for the
‘ferns,” said Florian, ‘‘amd if it would
wmot be asking too much, would you
call and see her as oftem as you vi-
#it the town, and would your visits
-be oftener made.””

“She is kind,” was all Scott ve-
rplied, and set about. getting supper.
Florian made no ecoffer to help him,
but walked out on the boulder with
‘bis hook and pipe, and gave his at-
temtion to the lomg shadoes that
<rept through and ovet the islands
and the last feeble whistle of the
dving w,nd. Far away east glimmer-
-ed a single star.

“‘Supper’s ready,’’ called Scotit in a
few minutes, and Florian sat down
‘tc a table of Spartam simplicity—
‘boiled cornrmeal end fish. It was
speedily emded, for meither seemed to
be hungry or disposed to tall. The
hermit sat ellent, amd Florian was
detgrmined to interfere as little as
rossible with his humors. He eate
Uess them a child.

‘T have met  him at am unlucky
time,” thought the youth ; ‘‘be is ill
and out of sarfs.’’ But he said no-
thing whatever, relighted his  pipe,
‘and tool his seat on the boulder
‘over the river. For a few ménutes
‘there was the clatter of tim dishes
a3 ‘the solitary cleamed them and put

“1 am going away,’’said Florisn
“Simply, T wasnited to talk with you
1first, arid' so came over
tapidly, asif a

utuof one’s body: what it should

others, an’ thie niceness o’ beirg bet-

|ter tthem its kind. People don't go

lgoking for eternity to New York.
Them who find it suited to their con-
stitutions thoroughly hunted in nar4

’|row caves am’ monks’ cells for it

long afore New York was known to
& soul.”

Florian laughed at the reply. It
was more ¢han he had heard from
Scott in many weeks, and the hermit
was a little moved. ““I won't dis-
pute your assertions, Scott. But
what would you have mie do? I am
young, able, ambitious. Tho world
must go ‘om as it has from the
beginning. Why should not I take
place and part in it, usingg my  tal-
ents for the good of the many ? I
have no inclination for any other
kind of lifs, and there T feel that I
shall do the most good.”

“Why not ?’’ echoed* the hermit
with a touch of sarcasm, perhaps.
““Saints did the same often, T've
hearn ;: but they made their talents
and high power a means to an end.
With you it will be the end. With
the big majority these good things
of the world are the end. The man
that looks dfter his own soul leeps
away from ’em till God calls
to ’‘em.”

He rose suddenly as if he had Spo-
ken too much and was just aware of
it. There was no moon, and Florian
could not see hia face nor discover
what mood accompanied these words
but he would have given something
to catch the light of his eyes at

that momemt.

“You cam have the hut to yourself
while you stay,” said Scott, start-
ing off down to the shore.

‘“Thank you,” Florian said quietly,

and was tempted to ask him to re-
main, but adhered firmly to his ori-
ginal policy, and kopt his mouth shut
grimly umtil the sound of oars down
the chamnel had ceased. It was chil-
ly and dark on the island. There
was no wind, only the gentle splash
of the waves; and the odd, mysteri-
cus sounds which break the vast si-
lence of nature quivered on the air.

He could see mothing but outlines
and the shining surface of the water,
Like an inverted bowl the sky arch-
ed over him. He knew that for miles
there was mo living man, and he was

in utter darkness and solitude ; and

iv seemed co him thet he was left

nothing to look upon but his own

soul. He was too sad to endure
thought at that moment, and began

1o bustle about, lighted a candle in

the hut and put on a fire, closed the

doors amd fixed the curtain to . the

window. 2

‘I must get a lool of civilization
about,’”’ he said. ‘‘Pure solitude is
too much for me.”

He began to think then, if he was
to get much advice from the hermit,
er informaition he must proceed with
a system, yet make it. appear acci-
dfnbal.‘ He was to find out what the
hermit thought of kimself, of Ruth,
and of Sara, and get a strong opi-
nion on his proposed chemge of re-
sidence, Not that he would give up
the idea of a remowal for any ad-
vice, but for the sake of knowing
more about the man. And then he

formulated an axiom, ‘“If you wish
to know a man, have him talk of
his neighbors.” With this he was so
satisfied sthat he went to bed.

The Octiober nights were cold and
Mtatmhollrmmbueplm
When the sun opened his eyes the
mext morning at an early hour, Flo-
vian looked, through the window : on

| the scene without, there was a ®il-
very whiteness on certain’ objects,
beautiful but depressing. An army
of “indévidual mists was rising - from
the river, and every object was baits-
ed in so fresh and deep a color that
it seemed to bave just been laid on
_dressed and bado o hasty good-morn-
the hermit, who was getting

him

" o his prayers in
sublime scenery.

qctf and wear, how it should look to -

mit busied himself in prepering
boat. Lol S0t
“Would you like to come?' _said
the solitary.

“I have much to think of,” be re-
plied. “I am annoyed with kmotty
questions, and I would like to think
them out.””

“Better get town cobwebs from
your brain first. The fishing is good,
an’ if you are going away 'twon’t ba
many more chances you’ll have after
the world’s pike take your time.’’

“To-morrow will do, Scott; wmuch
obliged.’’

“No, I'm in-doors to-morrow.”’

“Next day, then.'’s '

“Not at all ¥ not now,” said
Scott, and if his voice was not sharp
his words were{ Florian was surpris-
ed at his urgency. l

“Oh ! if you are determined,” he
laughed, and came down, book and
pipe, into the boast. They rowed
through the chammel out into the
broader space that opened into Eel
Bay—or. rather the solitary did, for
Florian lay in the stern idly smok- |
ing.

Said Florian, “why in the name of
heaven, Scott, don’t you write poe-
try ? I couldn’t stay in these soli-
tudes an hour without finding words
to paint some of its beauty.”’

“It is likw grief, boy: no words
can ever express it.””

And then a shade came over Flo-

| the hour of his departure fre

which sesmed o be gathering

10 his melancholy, He merely raised
his head and smiled when Scott land-
od his first pike, a hamdsome den
pounder, and felt none of that joy-
ful excitement which such an incident
raises in the heart of the true sponts-
man. It was as if lifo had come to
a standstill with him because of his
tangle in his affairs, -and he was
berne away through a fairy region of
indifference.

Before noon the hermit had landed
a few dozen of the shining pike and
Florian had dreamed the houra away.
Not unprofitably, perhaps, for he had

arrived at the sensible' resolwe that
he would make no attempt to win
Scott’s confidence, but let the man
display himself as it pleased  him.

And was he to spend the hours as
he had spent the forenoon, in useless
imaginings and doleful picturings of
his future troubles ? He took the
rod after dinner and began to whip
the water with an energy unneces-
sary as far as the fish werg concurn-
ed, but he wished to show himself
that he was in earnest. He had come
to fish, hunt and study the hermit,
The true way to do all this was to
fish, hunt, and study at the proper
times, and Scott implied by secret
smiling that he conjectured his course

rian's face, for his mind wemt back
suddenly to Linda and his own pecud
liar position. |

““At this hour,”” he said, ‘‘Linda is |
taking a look at the new sun that
will shine for her omly a little long- |
er.”’

“Poor liftle girl !’ nuttered the
hermit, giving a karder pujh at the
oars and looking keenly at’ nothing.

“But what of that, Scotti? She
goes to heaven safely, I know, and
her agony will be trifling to her re-
compense. I would not care but for |
that other dying at the same time,
not in her body but in her soul.”

“It is one of the world’s chances,””

said Scott. “She will marry the
minister and come to beliove what
ho will preach day and night for
her make. There is no fixin® such
accidents.”’

“You seem to Know.all about the
matter, Scott.”

“It is town talk, lad. Ye brought
it up yerself as if yo wanted my opi-
nion, an’ I gave it.”

Florian smilad to conceal & slight
semse of mortification. The hermit
had discovered his artful courses, and
thus simply laid them bare.

“Well, I did want your opinion,”
he said; ‘I wanted to knmow what
you would do in such a case as that
of my sister’s. If she wishes to
marry Mr. Buck I see no way of
preventing her except by stratagem.

It is not so much love of the min-
ister as a romanmtic silliness that
prompts her to marry.”’

“If you want strategem,’”” said

Scott, ‘‘see Perq Rougevin. That's my
whole and only opinion on & family
mwatter. Jes’ hand up the minmeys,
will ye, and I'll drop the line yon-
der.”” ‘

There was nothing more to be said
for the hermit's manner was decidod,
ond Florian resigned - himself to idle
gazing and dreaming. Im such  mo-
rients his mind was clouded with
melancholy, for his first ‘thoughts
were of dhese three women with

BLOOD
HUMORS

‘| dows on the horhon, IM above and
|telow' was thet  beautiful stil

of thought. 'As a consequence, when
night found them again on the pla-
teau in conversation the hermit was
quite humorous and fluent and in-
clined to talk of amything. When
Florian made bold to tell him some-
thing of his present sorrows he was
sympathetic.

“I am afraid there is little real
warmth in my nature, Scott. I con-
template Linda’s death, and Sara's
apostasy, and separation from Ruth
with a moderate degree of sorrow
a stoicism that one does not often
meet with in the young. I foresee
how I shall work all the harder af-
terwards, an?d T have that feeling
which says: ‘Sorrows even greater
shall not disturb thy soul.’ '’

“A young man's feelings,”” eaid
Scott, ‘“‘are not to be depended on.
Wait till all these things happen, and
then you’ll find how #o ‘take them.
It's much like & man in consump-
tion. He will die in four years, the
doctor ‘ says. He's resigned, and sur-
prises himself by not. thinking o’ death
often at all. When death gets hold
on him, though, he finds his former
feclings weret't much. Now, I
think your Linda will die and Sara
marry the minister, an’ ye'll go to
New York without Ru'th. An’ it
isn’t so much these things that ought
to bother a man as his steppin’ out
inter life an’ taking a choice of la-
bor. He ought to see that he got
the right place. He ought to be sura
that he wouldn’t do better in all
ways whar he is than thar. People
are hasty about things of this Kind.
Money is the object an’ high position.
If they get these, life is complete. If
not, they’re lost. They don't thinlg
much about the soul. They drag it any
where, quite sure they can get along.
Seme people there are who will be
damned ior studying medicine, an’
they might hev known it before. An’
political ambition will damn others,
jes’ as I think it will damn you.”

Florian laughod loud at this re-
mark, which was delivered with
nocent solemnity.

“I would like to know your reasons
for such a thought,” said he.

“‘Mostly because your weaknesses
will be pretty well edicated and your
strong points led run wild in poli-
tics, but entirely because you are
cut out for another sitiwatiom.’’

“You interest me,”’ said Floriam.
‘Pray what are the weaknesses and
the strengths, and the other situa-
tion ?”*

‘A young mam about to make a
jump for sich big prizes ought to be
ashamed to ask sich questioms from
any man. Yogame here to swdyyer‘
sell. Do it; I'm off. A pleasant
night to you. T'll mot see you to-
morrow."”

Florian sat silent until the sound
of oars had been lost in the distance.
It was such a night as the preceding
one had been—the earth all darkness,
I the sky pierced with starlight, and a
coolfisouth breeze begimming to wake
strange murmurs from the shore and
the treos. A few cloudd lay like sha-

in-

that glowed around him omly sdded|

Is the best value for all kinds of washing ;
gives the finest results; is easiest on the clothes.
YOUR GROCER WILL SELL YOU

SURPRISE SOAP

lasts longest ;

light on the youth’s mind. What an
idea was this, that some men could
be damned for studying medicine ?
Yet it was true, he had admitted
when he found the proper. sense of
the words. And might not he be
placing himself in such a position 2
He was humbled to admit that, af-
ter all, he did not know himself nor
had studied the every side of his am-
bitions. How far was he prepared
to go in seeking position and a name?
The kingdoms of the world and the
glory of them were sometimes easily
bought by falling down and adoring
Satan. How would he withstand such
a tamptation ? He hardly knew, but
stole to bed crestfallgn.

The sound of the morning
woke him from a very sweet sleep,
but when that mournful patter reach~
ed his ears the conversation of the
preceding evening recurred to  him,
and a desolation crept upon his
spirit. He threw himself back upon
the pillow and reviewed that sharp

rain

saying, '‘Some men politics will
damn, I believe they will damn
you.”” Why ? The hermit had re-

fused to say, but left the enigma to
be answered by himself.

“I amn a Catholic of rather a se-
vere type,”” Florian thought, “‘with a
fair knowledge of the faith amd hom-
esy principles. My inclinations  all
run towards political life. 1 am a
good speaker, have a good physical
presence and considerable talent, and
not a little local influence, all which,
with health and determination, pro-
mise me high position. Why should
the life be dangerous to the soul of
me, Florian Wallace ? Is there an-
other life for which I am better fit-
ted 7"’

That other could be but the re-
tired life in Clayburgh with its safe
but respectable dulness, and Florian
dismissed it with a savage snort as
he dressed himself. To look day aif-
ter day at such a scene as yestere
day’s, or a rain-storm after the
fashion of the present; to study its
lights and shadows, and scrape one's
soul for a ‘sentiment that would
make these act on the mind again—
bah ! He felt instinctively it was no
life for him. He got brealdast, lit
hie pipe afterwards, and sat in ther
open doorway singing at the mists
that were closing in around him end
the melancholy murmur of the rain,
Eow long end how often such a dis
mal scene had been played upon the
island ! Perhaps a generation pre-
vious a group of savages had sat in
their smoky wigwams on this very
spot. and looked grimly on such a
rainfall, making weird fancies out of
the mists and preparing charms
egainstitheir fatal powers | And all
these were dead ! Linda was dying!
Old affections of his heart were dy-
ing! The very sceme about him
was showing symptoms of decay ! In
fifty years at most he too would be
dead. What difference then between

————

The next day towards evening
Scott made an unlooked-for appear-
ance with a bright eye and a flushed
cheek,

“I'm goin’ to take possession of

the bed,”” said he, ‘‘and you must
shift to the floor. I'm ill.”
“Oh 1" said Florian, quite sur-

prised that the hermit should make
such an admission, but asking no
questions. Scott had taken cold and
was in a fever, and the youth re-
Joiced that \ate should have throwm
them Together at a critical time. He
was handy about a sick-bed, WO-
manlike in his gentleness and  skill
and power over his tongue. He madq
himself master of the situation at
once and proceeded to treat the pae
tient according to his own ideas.
Had he discovered the true way of
dealing with the hermil ? Scott made
no objections to anything he said er

did, but seemed rather pleasod with
him.

He was sick until the third day,
when he became convalescent and

began to turn to the old routine of
cabin work——hnm!—prc]’)ar(m, mending
and Teading. It was raining still
and the mists lay heavier on the is-
land world, and Florian had by
tense and desultory thinking
ped his mind

in~
wrap4
in mists so profound
that he felt a positive desire to fly
to the town. Therefore on the fourth
evening he announced his departure
for the next day.

“Aond I hope,”” said Scott, “that
you got some benefit from close study
of yourself, and that you can pretiy
well answer the questions ye asked
me whed yq first came,’’

There was some irony in the tone,
but Florian felt that he was master
of the situation for the present.

“L shall go to New York,” hq res
plied, “‘come what may. I shall not
trouble myself with much thougiwt.
hereafter, for I find it confusing; amd
as to studying myself, my blunders
will do that, and my enemies  and
friends.””

“If you wait to kKnow yourself that
way, my lad, very good : your poli-
tical life will be short.’*

“We must run some rigks, Scott.
Anyway, I have gof enough of soli«
tude, as I have of Clayburgh, and
I sce nothing in my strength or weak-
nesses to tell against success in my
chosen life. On the comitrary, I find
myself longing for it. 1 shaill be
alone, T suppose, and for a time
grief-strictem, but life will be there
and will ; while you fish and sleep i
this prison and groam over your
rheumatism. Before going 1t would
tickle my vanity to kmow your em-
timate of my character, and & hin,
just a hint, of that situation  you
spoke of the other day.””

Florian had no expectation of oy
ceiving an answer to his impertinent
request, and turned to the window:
through which he could gee a break
in the cloudy sky and the P

him distinguished and infuential and

than the simple pleasures of

country would stand as high as the
hermit in the estdem of God ! Well,
well, what gueer thoughts wera these
in a young man, properly the pro-
duct of gloomy days and solitude !
Ie let them take their course. They
would not hurt him, and there were
certain poriods of the year when cir-
cumstances or passind disease would
bring on just such attacks.

the unknown hermit? Would wealth|S°eDe, and his heart was full of §
and station and influence be more|dreariness. d
soli-} “I'm not anxious to disturb
tvda? And it was a doubtful mwtr‘- 1
ter if the statesman blessed by hia bound for to go, and your bi

of a few stars. It was a d

good feelin's,” sald Scott. ““You as

will teach you better than my wo
I can fancy how you won't )
youwrself ten years from mow, )
propoka that when you &0 home
morrow you sit dowd ‘and - wri:
account of yer present feelin's
opinions, and leave 4t with. me,
sec. that vou git it to cead ten
from date:  You'll he ‘

‘‘Done,”’ said Florian
lighted beyond  mex




