
Scott began to examine the book* 
in the room with interest.

"All of 'em good, sound ones,” he 
said, ''‘if their names mean anything." 

"Would you like to borrow som^?"
(Surprise

QAPHARD: ye ; I hadn’t no need 
I’m right glad to eeo 
i books. I guess I’ll bo

SURPRISE
very lat-

withthe

you go
who rune

of your-)
1 have seldom seen & sky\ 
pme bit-of rainbow in it.. Soi

not. but I always like to
I hertroc do

tban that they
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CHAPTER VII—Continued.

But it was too late. The boat cap- 
and threw the crew into the 

rouih water. There being no <**»- 
«ci- tha BOuâre raged aodl became pro- 
tone. The girls both swam into 
shallow water arid were 1*41 etihore 
laughing an* * Mtitto ffi|£bt«i«l, 
by Florian and the hermit. Florian 
was cast down with dbame.

-The bouse is open ho ye." said 
.-Scott, "and you young ladies had 
better light a good fire and dry your 

.clothes dr you’ll ketch 1 “• 
tall cold. Arid when 

.agin Jos' look out

b "It never happened before," mut

tered Florian, "and I'd give my right 
hand if it hiad never happened."

‘•There it is," said Scott ; "mighty 
big pay for so little value. ‘Twon't 
hurt the girls, I’m sure."

•I’m not,," said the youth briefly, 
as he looked apprehensively at LArida 
climbing the rock in her wet clothes. 
However, they appeared- at sun-dawrf 
with clothes dried comfortably, and 
none the worse, apparently, for their 
ducking. Florian had also put him
self in proper Shape and- was enter
taining the admiring sguire with hiis 
account of New l?ork and it© not

ables.
"Ah ! Florian," said he, "there’s 

where you should be, among kindred 
spirits among the high-fliers."

"If I were a young man—" Scott
said.

"But you aren’t—you never will ’be. 
When you were you didn’t follow your 
own opinions; sc# what use to Inflict 
them on the young fellov/, who 
doesn't care a button for your soli- 

••tary way of living ?" said the Syu’re.
‘I don’t went the lad to live soli

tary, PenTtoh, ’ saaid ScoV,; "let him 
d. ublo up, if he wants to, hut let 
;him stick to Cliaylburg and happiness. 
He’ll go wrong sure, if he gets out 
into these dizzy convoitions. lie 
Hasn't got the right—well, I di n't 
know what td name it, but here's the 
place for him to thrive."

"Theory, theory '! Scott, I’m oblig- 
-eti to you for what you’ve done, and 
if 1 could makç you a sensible man 
I’d do it; but I can’t, so call and see 
me arid Ruth—©he’s sweet on you— 

•when you feel iile itr Come, girls, 
—home, home to that confounded 

government." He ran down the shore 
to the boat after a hearty hand
shake with the hermit, while Ruth 

poured her gratitude upon the soli-

"It’s all right, miss," said lie. "I’m 
content, and I hope you'll pray for 
me that I may never be more \;n- 

thappy, than I am now. Go ahead. 
I'll call to see ye some time."

He stood on the rook in front of 
hie house long after they started.

"It makes me lonely to look at. 
'him,'’ said Linda—"we going to cur 
cheerful hornets, he to his solitude."

"He is llk/j a main dead," said Mo
ri an; "'the world leaves him, but 
what kind of loneliness is it to be 
dace to face with Gold?"

1 he next morning Linda awoke with 
a high fever and a slight cough as the 
‘effects of her wetting the day before, 
•and Florian fedt a severe twinge of 
grief as he saw .the extreme pallor of 
her countenance and its faulty ldocan. 
She had taken a chill during the 
•night, but a little Addition to the 
bed-clothing had banished it. No 

♦alarm was felt. In healthy pqopla 
«these little irregularities occur and 
pass away, and bo it would be with 
Libda. Mrs. Winifred, however, was 
♦Auxious. The girl was not strong, 
8fce 8ttld; a doctor could be easily 
summoned ; and than no one toxxws 
"bat might happen.

Youth laughed art. these anxieties 
*“*^1 Pain came to add its warning— 
Pah» in the lunge, sharp and distress
ful—and the cough grow more rack
ing with every hour. Towards nigfit 
U 8r6w «riouB. They tried their 
-old house-remedies and wished to 
treat her illness as a cold, a mere 

<old, which youth and health would 
r"ow 06 60 easily. But to vein. 
L»oda grew more feverish and caught 
7* brea1* m°re frequently. She was 
baoiahed at last to bed and 
tor called itu

Thep® is his knock a* the 
Every <m, looks cbrerM on 

*■ and the physician, smiling se he 
g'sffly dsrtroe to know what 

Pe°Ple hm« b«o doing to get sick

men knoiw about the lungs 7 Lungs 
indeed l Pains when you breathe, 
hey ? Ah,! where have you caught 
cold 7 Ducked in this weather 7 
Yacht upset? Who upset it? Never 
mind who ? But I will mind, and 
I’ll call him a donkey, an ass, ajmuio,, 
to upset a yacht with a woman In 16! 
Why not have drowned at once In
stead of coming home to take pain 
in the lungs, and get a fever and e 
pulse at one hundred and ten? Why 
go out on the waiter in stormy wea
ther ?

Why do anything naughty 
nice ?” says Linda between 
frowns of pain.

“There’s Elve over/again,” says 
the doctor, writing out prescriptions 
with a laugh.

Mrs. Winifred is laiughing, and Bil
ly also, and even FloMait tries to 
persuade himself that the laugh is 
unprofessional. Directions are given, 
medicines are bought amt administer-' 
ed ; there is running and coursing 
through the house for a long timt, 
ibo night-lamp is brought to Linda’s 
roam and arrangements aro made for 
watchers.

"I’ll call at two o’clock in the 
morning," says trio physician-. "I’m 
going out tetn miles in the country, 
and I’ll call coming back • have the 
door open for me. Goodt-ndght, Miss 
Linda. Yo-u had the 'nice* yesterdayj: 
you airo having the ‘naughty’ bo 
day."

Outside he looked significantly at 
Florian.

Pneumonia," said he—"not neces
sarily fatal, but apt to bo. Follov 
my directions to tho letter until I 
return. We may bring her through."

Florian stood holding» the door and 
looking out into the glowing autumn 
night. The cheery voices of sailors 
came up from the river, and the 
lights at the mastheads shone like 
colored stars. He was hot and dis
turbed. Linda’s days were over, per
haps, and that one dear obstacle to 
his ambitions was to be removed by 
death. He went in again with a 
smiling If ace, and ran against Mrs. 
Winifred crying silently. What could 
he say ? Death was bitter enough, 
Lot she was to suffer, death so often 
that he hastened on into the sick 
room and left her unconSolod..

"Shall I stay with you,," ho asked, 
"or do you, prefer bo sleep, Linda ?"

"I can’t sleep," she amtiwored with 
a hushed voicé ; "and if I doze it is 
better bo have some one near and tho 
lamp burning. I am very ill, Flo
rian, and r am afraid."

"Afraid, dear ?" trying successfully 
to steady his voice. "Afraid of 
what ?" though he knew right well 
the cause of her friar, and trembled 
because of its truth. ^ How sad he 
would feel if death stole on him 
suddenly, and he so young !

"Of death,” she . answered. "We 
talked of many things, Florian, but 
never of that, never of that ! And. 
it is so hard to die. Tell me some
thing of it, Florian ; you have read 
of it many times."

"If you are near bo it," said he, 
"your own feelings cam tell you more 
than books or man. Mostly the dy
ing are indifferent to» the agony, par
ticularly where they have led good 
livjes or irmoccmfc lives like yours, 
Linda."

"Yes, yes, I led eat innocent life," 
she said simply, "Thank God for 
■that !. Innocence is something."

"It is all," said Florian ; "it has 
never known sin, and does nob know 
suffering. But what a subject for a 
patient who is to get well. It would 
be better to go to sleep; or dhall I 
read to you ?"

"Road bo me, Flory, and talk as 
ybu read." x

He went down to his study to se
lect a volume. There were many 
books ip, his possession, arid he knew 
them all by beaut : fdangerous books 
none of them, only the btist and 
purest grain of the world’s harvest." 

What would he select ? /
’ Nothing tori pious, for that would 

frighten the poor child ; nothing too 
frivolous, for that would not suit Kfco 
condition of one so near death." He 
walked suddenly to the window, chok
ing. "Do I realize it, Linda, that I 
n>ay lose you ?"

He took out Bonaventure’e Life of 
.our Lord, and when he had gone bacU 
to the sick-rorim, and had anriounced 
the story of the Passion, she 
not surprised at the subject. 

is so appropriate," ah 
I am having my passion.” 

to her until her eyee cl» 
-------- -------------- ■«*

room, and she was tunable to cot* 1 
her tears even under Florian'a I 
reproof. She remained a great 
of the time in self-banishment, 
he dweR alone in the sacred site 
of a sick-room. Linda was fond 
white arid light colors, and her 
her was fitted up accordingly, 
the dim light it looked like a cfroai 
Her pale forehead and flushed 
oh the pillow wcjre more an ourtii 
than reality. It scared him 
he thought how short the time un 
they might be on another pillow 
the graveyard.

"Linda !" he called suddenly in 
overflow of anguish. She awot 
with a start, and at the same 
slant he heard a carriage at.

"The doctor Has come again, dear, 
he said. "Did I frighten you ?”

"No," looking around in aroaa 
ment, and then, with a sigh, reali 
ing her sad position. Mrs. Winifn 
brought in the doctor, who was tire 
and grumbled very much, with 
healthy sense of slight discomfort 
which brought a rtew atmosphere imt 
the sick-room, and certainly Iwumisi 
ed the presence of death. He wi 
busy for a long time with renr.edie 
in uite exhausting Linda’s patience, air 
even Mrs. Winifred’s tears, but, 
looked so hopeful while he announce 
his intention o*f calling in the mo* 
ing that all were reassured. Thq i- 
mairks outside the door were: "I c i 
tell better later on whether she wl 
recover or not."

When tho news went, out of her ck - 
germi® illm-ss a mimtîor of friers 
called, but very few got farther th -v 
the parlor and Billy, whom Flori t 
had established there as a guai . 
Ruth arid Pere Rougeviri alone, w e 
admitted along with tho doctor, an, 
seeing them, Linde began to» fear \ - 
cause of all the trouble in her i - 
half. Tthireq visits from a doctor i 
so short a time, one from tho price , 
and tho distant sound of door© clt r 
ing frequently, with many little c r- 
cumstancee to which she had1 hitih m 
to paid no attention, were at le/st 
ominous,; and even while tiiey 
about, her smiling cheerfully she </o©- 
ed her eyes tjo Keep back the 
tears that would fall in eptto of/ her 
determination to be bnaive and 
ful. They understood’ the reasdu of 
the grief, and could say noping. 
Even the doctor felt it beyond/ him 
to be gruffly Hopeful and ^uarrilsome 
for if slue were td die, thqrt better 
that the knowledge should! com 3 «to 
her in this manner than to ha /e a 
formal pronouncement of her doom. 
He had promised to tell that morning 
if there were chance® for her re
covery. Tho promise was premature. 
There were no graver tokens, no 
nearer approach of the dread' angel 
and he could but vagpely say "to
morrow" as he went away.

Sara, coming in as her sister’s tears 
were falling, was impressed, as only 
her shallow soul could be impressed, 
with a wild fright that prompted' her 
to scream. Fortunately she restrain
ed the inclination, si dice it was pure
ly personal, and a little thought con
vinced her that it was another's, not 
her own, death-bed she was attend
ing. Fere Ro-ugevin prevented 1 
scene by banishing the whole com
pany, herself included1, from 
room, leaving Ruth to attend 
patient.

"Wadt." said Linde feebly, 
am going to die I must get the 
craments.”

I cam do nothing more than hear
your confession,’’ said the priest ; 
'you are not to sufficient danger for 

the reception of the others."
The look in Linda's eyee- was a 

very pleasant) one at this precise, oflV 
cial declaration, and it said clearly 
that she regarded Pere Rougevin, 
stout, flushed1, and dhort though he 
was, as an angel.

"I thought I was aying,” she et am-
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A WOMAN’S BACK IS 
THE MAINSPRING OF 
HER PHYSICAL
CVCTFM The Slightest Baek- 
JI JI LIU. ache, If Neglected, la

to Cense Teste et Terrible 
Suffering.

No woman mn bo strong and healthy 
nnleea the kidneys are wall, and regular in 
their action. When the kidneys are ill, 
the whde body ie ill, for thopoieooe which 
the kidneys ought to have filtered out of 
the blood are left in the system.

The female constitution la naturally 
more subject to kidney disease than a 
man’s; and what in more, a women’s work 
ie never done—her whole life is one con
tinuous strain.

How many womqn have yon heard aayi 
“ My, how my back aches r Do you know 

* tckache In one of the first signe of 
trouble f It in, end nhouldhoat. 
to Immediately. Other symptôme 

are frequent thirst, scanty, thick, cloudy 
or highly colored urine, burning sensation 
when urinating, frequent urination, puff* 
ing under the eyes, swelling of the feet and 
ankles, Abating specks before the eyes, etc.

Theee symptoms if not taken in time and 
cured at euoa, will cause years of terrible 
kidney suffering. All theee symptoms, and 
in fact, these dismses may be cured by the

kidney 1 
tended I

DODDS

DOAN’S KIDNEY FILLS
OB th. kidneys, ee

hs I was troubled with 
in bed 
lend to

□ NEY
They irt directly on the kidneys, end 
mete them strong end heelthy.

Mrs. uZr Geïîiy, Auboro, N.8.
” For orfr four months I wee troub 
e Ume book end wee unable to tern in bed 
without help. I wee induced bye friend to

&

fine weatbi 
^ full of silty

««ro wltfa h* 
Pain,!

mmm

oneense, child ! But you may 
die, and it’s well to be prepared,’’ be 
said. "You must be ready to live or 
die, as God wills.”

“Alasi!” murmured Linda, with a 
fiosh flood of tears, "I am only too 
willing bo livq."

"There is no sin in it-hat," was the 
sententious remark, and she proceed
ed with her confession.

"I must be very bad," dhe said to 
Ruth afterwards when they were 
alone. "I am terribly afraid of dy
ing."

“Who is riot ?" said Ruth. "And 
then it is so near us always. I have 
tried to get used to trite thought of 
it. but I can’t. I suppose it 
indicate a lack of some’ good religious 
f col ing that we all ought bo have."

"I must afik Florian wherf,he wakes. 
Ruth. He knows everything. I won
der would ho be afraid if he was call
ed on suddenly to die ?’ '

"Perhaps not so much afraid as 
grieved bo leave his dear ambitions, ' ' 
Ruth replied, with a tonic of gentle 
irony that escaped Linda "But' no» 
more talking, plqase. You have every 
chance to live, but there is no use in 
being prodigal. I shall rand, to

She road un-til Florian had slept off 
the night’s weariness and came again 
to his sister’s bedside.

‘There is one thing I should like to 
be sure of before I die," murmured) 
the sick girl.

‘What !" cried Ruth, "already so 
reconciled to death ?"

S»he smiled and said : "No, tio;; but 
1> ing lucre so wetaito makes me feel that 
way, I suppose. I should like «to feel 
in dying that your doubts were set
tled, Ruth, and that Florian and 
you would soon be married, if it 
could bo."

That mus/t Lc os God wills,” ans
wered he wkth a sigh, as Ruth turned 
away her head.

"Still,’’ said Linda hopefully, clos
ing her eyes in sleep, "you will not 
leave us while Ruth wavers, or Sara 
end myself too."

'Be sure dot," answered Florian 
and ho was not at all hopeful that 
any of these chances would turn out 
as he wished. When she was asleep 
he drew Ruth to a distant part of 
tnc room.

‘Ruth’’—and he took» her hand arid 
pdessed it—"you heard whait the dear 
girl said just now. May I nob look 
to yo«u for comfort should Linda g01? 
Do not think me selfish or indifferent,) 
hut this indecision cannot endure 
longer without injury to both of 
us. What a happiness and real help 
to Linda if you could give a favor
able am-swor very soon ! Let mo urge 
you, Ruth, to hasten."

"Pray do not speaf; of this now 
she replied coldly, and1 much hurt. 
"It is petor tostq, but I can decide, I 
think, very soon."

He thanked her and they continu
ed to converse until Linda awoke. 
Mrs. Winifred, in the meantime, had 
entered in a surreptitious way. and 
was allowed to remain, being in 
more hopeful and less tearful mood 
than on the previous day. It. was 
characteristic of trie position f4>e iheld 
in her own 'hchisdUold that Llndei very 
rarely inquired fo*r her.

The next day was a very pleasant 
one for the w'holq family. At ten 
o’clock tho doctor annoMnceld that 
Linda would recover from the pre
sent attack, end therefore tho timid 
ventured to approach the sick-room 
with smiling faces. Billy himself 
came . in advance of a distinguished 
arid unexpected visitor, the hermit. In 
his solitude Scdtt looked plcturejepue 
with his rough ways and dress, and 
curly red hair ; but in the dainty 
sick-room he was as much out of 
jSlace as an Indian in full war-point. 
All were startled, and Mrs. Winifred 
ho much so as to lose her senses. 
Old habits are strong, however, and 
she offered him a foot-stool Instead 
of a chair, vainly feeling for its ab
sent back while her eye® stored rude
ly but helplessly on the apparition.

"No, thank ye. I'll not come in," 
said the hermit, with his eyes fixe# 
on Lindla. "I jest heard tho little 
girl was sick, and I thought it might 
have been the duckin’. I’m glad y 
’re better, miss. Take care 
self. Good morning ”

He was off in am Instant, but Flo- 
seized him almost rudely and 

him into his study.
“You are very kind," said he, "end 

must Dot go until you are thank- 
all about Linda."

her-

"Would you 
said Florian.

"No, thank’ ye ; I 
of ’em, but 
you with sich
goin* ; I’m kind-of hasty in my calls, 
but usually I don’t makq any.”

"We’re so obliged to you," Florian 
replied, "and would be very glad to 
see you again."

The hermit made no remark as he 
left the room and ran against Mrs. 
Winifred outside in trie hall. The Lady 
evidently wished to say something, 
hut was disconcerted at the 
moment. Florian felt like laughing.

"Bhat is it, mother ?"
"Linda !" gasped Mrs. Winifred— 

"the gentleman—seemingly—"
"Oh, Linda would likp to see you 

before you go, Scofet."
"Anything to oblige the young 

miss," said the hermit, and ho fol
lowed Florian into tho sick-room.

"I wanted td thank you," whisper
ed Linda ; "you arc very Wind. Send 
me some wild flowers—the 
est."

"You’ll have ’em to-night, miss,” 
said trie hermit. “Godrlrday, ma’am 
-good-day.”

And he hurried awkwardly from trie 
room, ran once more against Mrs, 
Winifred, and examined and pronounc
ed judgment on Billy's grapes to trie 
old gentleman’s satisfaction.

"I shall call on you soon,” said 
Florian as they parted.

Ho merely bowed gravely and walk
ed away.

Evidently," said Ruth, "your 
visits will not be trie mont, welcome."

CHAPTER IX.

Linda during the next weeks
slowly continued to improvie, and l»' 
the middle of October was sitting 
cheerfully in the warm parlor, with 
every soul in, ’trie house and many 
more out of it her devoted elaves. 
Chalice flowers came from Mr. Buck, 
through Sara, to call back the sum
mer to her room and have it live 
agaiif in their sweet perfume© arid gay 
colors. Stguire Fendletjn brought 
his fearful voice daily to her court, 
and related over again tri| new mod 
old phases of his political exile. Mrs. 
Winifred was profuse with seemlnglys^ 
and Billy quarrelsome for the sake 
of bhiq smile his ragged utterances 
brought to play upon ner chock, likio 
sunlight over snow. Ruth’s gentle 
touch and sweet eyes were there/most 
frequent, and most wed coined; and
Fere Rougevin and Florian made up 

background- of spiritual and physi
cal lights that were very dear to» tho

When she arrived at this stage of 
returning health, Florian inode ready 
to visit trie hermit for a week’s hunt
ing and fishing, as ho had long in
tended to do, and wa® anxious to do 
before trio bad weather came. "More 
for trie purpose of studying the her
mit," he explained to Linda, ‘‘and 
learning the secret of his happirfess, 
if there is any.”'

Linda took up a bunch of ferns, ar
rived that morning, from the kindly 
solitary, and burled her face in it

"You but waste your time," she 
answered, “ns fair as he is concerned. 
Still he is a good mirror. You will 
certainly learn something about your
self.”

She said this in the. tone of a hint., 
which Florian received with a laugh 

•that discovered him.
"Your sickness has made you 

sharp,” he said. "Well let me con
fess, I do go to study myself. What 
then, Cassandra ?"

"Cassandra, indeed !” she pouted, 
and then surprised him with a soi» 
and a few tears. "I am so weak yqt, 
Florian, and 1 know you are only go
ing to ask his advfioc about leaving 
here. I want you to promise triât 
you will tell mo every word.”

"I am not so certain, that ho cam 
or will advise me, Linda. Because 
he is solitary, he does not know 
even'thing. Nor would I be apt» to 
follow his advice if it went against 
mv own desires. But I promise you, 
my dear t and you are quite right,. I 
am going on my retreat."

He sat- looking at her with tro»ibl
ed cyps. He never looked at her

otherwise since Sickrfcss first struck 
her down, aiîd his first sensation of 
real grief wa® gnawing at his heart 
as ho thought of what ho -should lose 
in losing her. And unconsciously, 
too, he was studying the course of 
feeling in. h<y- bosom, tho gradual ri
pening certainty of death which, 
amid doubts and fears, was already; 
blooming in trio girl’s heart1 andl soul. 
Ambitious as ho was, death had al
ways api»earecl to him as a groat 
monster who might at any time des
troy his ambitions. He hod never 
yet coma in contact with/ it. But mow 
it had seized moat surely on Linda, 
and ho watched/ its process with a 
sort of fascination that sickened/ soul 
ail'd body, and crowded his drrwma 
with terrors. Ho must come to this 
one day. IIow sooif ?

It filled his heart with a disgust, fork 
life and its ambitions that all hi a 
days ho must w'olk under trio threat
ening shadow of that greatest mis- 
fentune. Why live and work at all 
v hen clkxvt'h might shatter the handi
work of years at one blow ? The 
reasoning was poor and foolish, but 
his melancholy had1 to find vent.

When ho started one mild after
noon-mild for that northern climate 
—to visit Scott he met Ruth on hear 
way to call on Linda.

"I am going,” said he, "and I 
want to speak with you. You know 
why 1 am going."

"To fish and' hunt, I believe, ’ she 
answered absently. Linda’s failing 
health, was a drag on every one. or.it 
quiet Ruth was too» saddened to fool 
interested in anything just then-.

And to think," he added impres
sively. "Matters are becoming mudr- 
dled considerably, and I fepl like one 
in a tempest. 1 must think. Sara’s 
conduct annoys me. Linda—well,
well, I won’t speak] about her. The 
angels arc urging mo towards New 
York, and you and I, Ruth, yohi and 
1, will need to talk calmly very 
Room" A deeper shade settled on 
Ruth’s quiet face.

"I am going on, retreat, in fact,"1 
he continued, "and the hermit un
consciously must bo my director. 
Pray a little until I return, for 
yourself and me. Good-bye, dear."

Sho gave him her hand, and he held 
it thoughtfully. Ho was not given 
much to romance or sentiment. Hie 
ambition toned every feeling in him, 
but he thought os ho looked eut, t*»e 
fail fingers lying in his o»wn how* very 
near he stood to losing the right to 
clasp thorn so, and of trie two other 
women whom different faites were 
snatching from him—apostacy and 
the grave.

(To be Continued.)

The Flagging Energies Revived.— 
Constant application to business is m 
tax upon the energies, and if there he 
not relaxation, lassitude and depree- 
Hioq: ©re sure to intervene. These 
come from stomachic troubles. The 
want of exercise brings on nervous 
irregularities, and trio Stomach ceased 
to assimilate food properly. In this 
condition Parmeiee’s Vegetable pills 
will be found a recuperative o4 rare 
power, restoring the organs to» health
ful action, dispelling depression, ft-nd 
reviving trie flagging esfangies.


