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CHAPTER I.

writ long ago, In the day» 
when men sighed when they 
fell In love, when people danc­
ed by candle and lamp, and 

did dance, too. Instead of solemnly 
gliding about; In that mellow time so 
long ago when the young were roman­
tic ami Hummer was tohch ami wine, 
old Carewe brought hi» lovely daughter 
home from the convent to wreck the 
heart» of the youtirof Rouen.

That waa not a far Journey; only an 
aftcrnoou’s drive through the wood« 
and by the river In an April long ago, 
MIhh lletty'H Inin» carefully »trapped 
behind the great lumbering carriage, 
her guitar on the front seat half burled 
under a mound of bouquets ami mldly 
shaped little bundles, farewell gifts of 
ber comrades 
her left hand 
handkerchief, 
then touched 
the parting from Sister Cecilia, Sister 
Mary Bazllede. the old stone steps and 
all the girls. but for every time that 
she lifted the dainty kerchief to brush 
away the edge of a tear she t<a>k a deep 
breath of the western woodland uir 
ami smiled at least twice, for the years 
of strict inclosure within St. Mary's 
walls and still gardens were finished 
and done with, ami at last the many 
colored world flashed and danced in a 
mystery before her. This mystery was 
brilliant to the convent girl because it 
contained men. She was eager to be­

and the goo»l »¡«ter». In 
nite clutched n »mall lace 
with which «he now and 
her eyes, brimmed with

hold It.
They rumbled Into town after sunset 

in the fair twilight, the dogs barking 
before them, and every one would have 
been surprised to know that Tom Van 
revel, Instead of Mr. Cralley Cray, was 
the first to see her. Ity the merest ac­
cident Tom was strolling near the Ca­
rewe place at the time, ami when the 
carriage swung luto the gates, with 
rattle and clink and clouds of dust at 
the finish, It was not too soon lost be­
hind the shrubbery and trees for Tom 
to catch something more than a 
glimpse of a gray skirt behind a mound 
of flowers aud of a charming face with 
parted lips and dark eyes beneath the 
scuttle of an enormous bonnet. It hap­
pened perhaps it Is more accurate to 
say thnt Tom thought It happened - 
that she waa Just clearing away Iter 
veil when he turned to look. She blush­
ed suddenly so much was not to be 
mistaken and the eyes that met bls 
were remarkable for other reasons than 
the sheer loveliness of them, In tbut, 
even In tile one flash of them lie 
caught, they meant so muny things at 
one time. But, altove all, these eyes 
were fully conscious of Tom Vanrevel.

Without realizing what he did Mr. 
Vanrevel stopped short. He had l«‘cn 
swinging a walking stick, which, de­
scribing a brief arc, remained poised 
halfway In Its descent. There was 
only that one glance between them, and 
the carriage disappeared, leuvlng a 
scent of spring flowers In the air.

The young man was left standing on 
the wocslen pavement In the midst of 
a great loneliness, yet enveloped In the 
afterglow. Ills soul roseate, his laflng 
quavering, his expression, like bls cane, 
lnstantumstusly arrested. With such 
promptitude and finish was he disposed 
of that had Miss Carewe been aware 
of Ills mime and the condition wrought 
In him by the single stroke she could 
have sought only the terse Illi-hard of 
England for a like executive ability: 
“Off with his head! So much for Van 
revel!"

She had lifted a slender hand to the 
fluttering veil, a hand In a white glove 
with a small lace gauntlet at the wrist. 
This gesture was the final divinity of 
the radiant vision which remained with 
tin* dazed young man as he went down 
tile street, aud it may have been three- 
quarter» of au hour later when the 
background of the picture liecame viv­
id to him a carefully dressed gentle- 
Dian with henry brows and a hand­
some high nose, who sat stiffly upright 
beside the girl, his very bright eye« 
quite as Conscious of the stricken pe­
destrian as wire hers; vastly different, 
however. In thia- that they glittered— 
nay, almost bristled with hostility. 
<wtille every pottahed button of his blue 
coat seemed to reflect their malignan­
cy and to dart little ecliolug shafts of 
venom at Mr. Vanrevel.

Tom was dismayed by the acuteness 
of bia perception that a man who does 
not speak to you has uo right to have 
a daughter like the lady In the car­
riage, aud. the moment of this realize 
tlou occurring ns he sat making a poor 
pretense to eat bls evening meal at the 
Rouen House, he dropped his fork rat­
tling upon his plate and leaneil back, 
staring at nothing, a proceeding of 
which his table mate. Mr. William Cum 
mlngs, the editor of the Rouen Jour­
nal was too busy over his river baas 
to take note.

“Have you beard what's new In 
town?” asked Cummings presently, 
looking np.

“No.” said Tout truthfully, for be had 
•een what was new. but not heard It.

“Old Carewe« brought hie daughter 
borne Fattcboti Ba ream! was with 
her at Rt Mary's until last year, and 
Fanebon says she a not only a great 
beauty, but a great dear.”

"Ah'” rejoined the other with master 
ly indifference. “Dare say-dare say.*

“No wonder you’re not Interested,” 
said Cummings cheerfully, returning 
to the discussion of bis baas. “The old 
villain will take precious gissl care 
you don't come neur ber.”

Mr. Vaurevel already possessed a 
profound conviction to the same effect. 
Itobert Meilhac Carewe was known 
not only us the wealthiest citizen of 
Rouen, but also as Its heartiest and 
most steadfast hater; aud, although 
there were only 5,000 or il.tx») Inhabit­
ants, neither was a small distinction, 
for Itoiii n was ratlked ill those easy 
days as a wealthy town, even us it was 
called an old town, proud of its uge 
uml Ils riches and bitter In Its politics, 
of course. The French hud built a fort 
there soon after I.a Salle's last voyage 
and. as Cralley Gray said, had settled 
the place, and had then been settled 
themselves by the pioneer militia. Aft­
er the Revolution, Carolinians uml Vir­
ginians Imd come by way of Tennes­
see and Kentucky, while the adventur­
ous countrymen from Connecticut, 
truvellng thither to sell, remained to 
buy—and then sell when the country 
was In Its teens. In course of time the 
little trading post of the northwest ter­
ritory Imd grown to Is- the .ending cen­
ter of elegance and culture in the Ohio 
valley at least they suld so in Rouen.

Robert Carewe was Rouen's magnate, 
commercially and socially uml, until 
an upstart young lawyer named Van­
revel struck Into his power with a 
broadax. politically. The wharfs were 
Carewe’«; the warehouses that stood by 
the river and the line of puekets which 
plied upon It were his. Half the town 
was Ills, and In Rouen this meant that 
he was possessed of the middle Justice, , 
the high and the low. His mother was 
a Frenchwoman, ami In those days, 
when to go abroad was a ponderous 
nnd venturesome undertaking, the fact 
that be had spent most of his youth In 
the French capital wrought a certain 
glamour about him. for to the Ameri­
can Faris was Europe, and It lay shim­
mering on the far horizon of every 
Imagination, a golden city.

Mr. Carewe lived in an old fashioned 
bouse on the broad, quiet, shady street 
which bore Ids name. There was a 
wide lawn In front, shadowy under 
elm and locust trees nnd bounded by 
thick shrubberies. A long garden, fair 
with roses and hollyhocks, lay outside 
the library windows- an old time gar­
den, with tine gravel paths aud green 
arbors, drowsed over In summer time 
by the b.s-s, while overhead the locust 
rasped Ills rusty cadences the livelong 
day. ami a faraway sounding love note 
from the high branches brought to 
mind the line, like an old refrain: 
The vole« of the turtle was heard In the 

land.
Between the garden and the carriage 

gates there was 11 fountain where a 
bronze boy with the dropsy (but not 
minding it) lived In a perpetual bath 
from a green goblet held over bls head. 
Near by a stone sundial gleamed 
against a clump of Iliac bushes, nnd It 
was upon this s]M>t that the white kit­
ten Introduced Thomas Vanrevel to 
Miss Carewe.

Vpon the morning after her arrival, 
having finished her pianoforte practice, 
touclnsi her harp twice and arpeggioed 
the "Rpanlsh Faudungo” on her guitar. 
Miss Betty read two paragraphs of 
"Gllliert" (for she was profoundly de­
termined to pursue her tasks with dll 
Igencei, but. the open windows dis­
closing a world all sunshine and greeu 
leaves, she threw the book aside with 
a good conscience and danced out to 
the garden. There. coming upon a 
fuzzy white ball rolling into Itself 
spirally on a lazy pathway, she pounc­
ed at It, whereupon the thing uncurled 
with lightning swiftness nnd flisl, 
more like a stieak than a kitten, down 
the drive, through the open gates and 
Into the street. Miss Betty In full cry.

Across the way there chanced to t>e 
strolling a young lady in blue, ac­
companied by a gentleman whose lei­
surely gait gave no Indication of the 
maneuvering lie had done to hasten 
their walk Into Its present direction. 
He was apparently thirty or thirty one. 
tall, very straight, dark, smooth shaved, 
bls eyes keen, deep set and thoughtful, 
ami his high white hat. white satin 
cravat and careful collar were evidence 
of an ehilHiration of toilet somewhat 
unusual In Rouen for the morning 
Also lie was carrying a pair of white 
gloves In his hand nnd dangled a slen­
der ebony cane from his wrist. The 
flying kitten ben led toward the couple 
w lieu. with a celerity only to be ac- 
« milted for on the theory that Ills eye 
had tieen fixed on the Carewe gateway 
for some time previous to this sudden 
apparition, the gentleman leaped In 
front of the fugitive.

The kitten attempt«! a dodge to pass; 
the gentleman was there before It. The 
kitten feinted: the gentleman was al­
together too much on the spot, imme­
diately. nnd Just ns Miss Carewe. flush 
ed and glowing, ran Into the street, the 
small animal doubled. evaded Mias Bet­
ty's frantic clutch, re-entered the gate­
way and attempted a dlsapiwaranee 
Into the lilac bushes Instead of going 
around them, only to find Itself, for a 
fatal two neconda, tn difficulties with 
the dose set thicket of stems.

In regard to the extraordinary agility 
of which the pursuing gentleman was 
capable. It Is enough to say that be 

caught the cat. He emerged from the 
lilacs holding it In one band, his gloves 
and white bat in the other, and present­
ed himself before Mlaa Betty with a 
breathle»»ne«M not entirely attributable 
to his exertions.

For a moment, a» she came running 
toward him ami be met ber flashing 
look, bright with laughter and recogni­
tion and haste, he stammered. A thrill 
nothing le»» than delirious sent the 
bkxxl up behind bls brown cheeks, for 
be saw that she, too, knew that this 
was the fecoud time their eyes hud 
met.

He could not speak at once, but 
when he could. “Permit me, madam." 
be »aid solemnly, offering the captive, 
“to restore your kitten.”

An agitated kitten »liould not be de­
tained by clasping its waist, nnd al­
ready the conqueror was paying for 
his victory. There ensued a final out- 
rageous squirm of despair. Two fran­
tic daws, extended, drew one long red 
mark across the stranger's wrist and 
another down tin* back of bls hand to 
the knuckles. They were gixd, hearty 
»cratches, and the blood followed the 
artist's lines rapidly, but of this the 
young man took 110 note, for be knew 
that he wus almut to hear Miss Ca- 
rewe's voice for the first time.

"They say the l»est wuy to hold 
them.” he observed, “is by the scruff 
of the neck.”

Beholding his wounds, suffered In 
her < ause. ahe gave a pitying cry that 
made his heart leap with the richness 
uml sweetness of it. Catqhlug the 
kitten from him, she dropped it to the 
ground In such wise as to prove na­
ture's foresight most kind in cushion­
ing the feet of cats.

"Ah. I didn't want it that much!”
“A cat in the Band is worth two 

nightingales In the bush,” he said bold­
ly uml laughed. "I would shed more 
blood than that!”

Miss Betty blushed like a southern 
dawn and started back from him. 
From the convent but yesterday—and 
she bad taken 11 man’s hand in both of 
hers!

It was to this tableau that the lady 
In blue entered, following the hunt 
through the gates, where she Stopped 
with a discomposed,countenance. At 
once, however, she advanced uml, with 
u cry of greeting, enveloped Miss Bet­
ty In a brief embrace, to the relief of 
the latter's confusion. It was Fanchon 
Bareaud, now two years emancipated 
from ht. Mary's ami far gone In taf­
feta. With ber lusterful light hair, 
absent blue eyes and her gentle voice, 
as small and pretty us ber face and 
figure. It was not too difficult to Justify 
Crailey Gray's characterization of her 
as one of those w insome baggages who 
had made an air of feminine helpless­
ness the fashion of the day.

“I'm so glad glad!” exclaimed Bet­
ty. "You were Just coming to see me, 
weren't you? My father is in the li­
brary. Let me”—

Miss Bareaud drew buck. "No, no,” 
she Interrupted hastily and with evi­
dent perturbation; "I—we must l>e on 
our way immediately ” She threw a 
glance ut the gentleman, which let him 
know thnt »be now comprehended Ids 
gloves nnd why their stroll had trend­
ed toward Carewe street. "Come ut 
once," she commanded him quickly In 
an undertone.

"But now thnt you're here,” said 
Miss Betty, wondering very much why 
he was not presented to ber. “won't 
you wait uml let me gather a nusegny 
for you? our (tansies uml violets”—

“I could help,” the gentleman sug­
gested. with the look of a lame dog ut 
Miss Bareaud. "I have been consid­
ered useful about a garden.”

“Fool!” Betty ditl not hear the word 
thnt came from Miss Bareaud'» closed 
teeth, though she was mightily sur 
prised at the visible agitation of her 
schoolmate, for the latter's fuee was 
pale and excited. Aud Miss Carewe’s 
amazement was complete when Fun­
ction, without more words, cavalierly

"I didn't «rant it that much!" 
seized the gentleman's arm and moved 
toward the street with him as rapidly 
as III» perevptlbl«» reluctance to leave 
permitted. But at the gate Miss Ba 
reaud turned nnd called back over her 
shoulder, as If reinemlsTing the tieees 
slty of offering an excuse for so re­
markable a proceeding: "I shall come 
again very soon. Just uow we are 
upon an errand of great Importance. 
Good day!"

Miss Betty wared her hand, staring 
after them, her eyes large with won­
der She compressed her lips tightly. 
“Errand!" Tills was the friend of 
childhood*» happy hour, and they had 
not met in two years!

"Errand!" Rhe ran to the hedge, 
along the top of which a high white 
hat was uow seen perambulating She 
pressed down a loose branch and called 
tn a tender voice to the stranger whom 
Fanebon had chosen should remain 
Ujueless

"Be sure to put some salve on your 
land!" 

He made a bow which Just missed
being too low. but did miss IL

“It 1» there already," be said and. 
losing his courage after the bow. made 
his speech with »0 palpable a gasp be­
fore the last word that the dullest per­
son In the world could have seen that
he meant It.

Miss Betty disappeared.
There was u rigidity of expression 

about the gentle mouth of Fanchon 
Bareaud, which her companion did not 
enjoy, as they went on their way, each 
preserving an uneasy silence, until at 
her own door »be turned sharply upon 
him. "Tom Vanrevel, I thought you 
were the steadiest—ami now you've 
proved yourself the craziest—soul in 
Rouen!” »he burst out. "And I couldn't 
say worse!”

"Why didn't you present me to her?" 
asked Vanrevel,

“Because I thought a man of your 
gallantry might prefer not to face a 
shotgun In the presence of ladies!”

"Pooh!”
“I’ooh!” mimicked Miss Bareaud. 

"You can 'pooh' as much as you like, 
but if lie had «ten us from the win­
dow"— She covered her face with ber 
hands for a moment, then dropped 
them ami smiled upon him. “I under­
stand perfectly to what I owe the 
pleasure of a stroll with you this morn­
ing, and your casual Insistence on the 
shadiness of < 'arewe street!” lie laugh­
ed nervously, but her smile vanish'd, 
and she continued: “Keep away, Tom. 
She is beautiful, and ut St. Mary's I 
always thought »he had spirit and wit 
too. I only hope Cralley won't see ber 
before the wedding! But it isn’t safe 
for you. Go along, uow. ami usk Crai- 
ley please to come at 3 this afternoon.”

Tills message from Mr. Gray's be­
trothed. was not all the ill starred Tom 
conveyed to his friend. Mr. Vaurevel 
was ordinarily esteemed a person of 
great reserve uml discretion; neverthe­
less there was one mau to whom he 
told everything, and from whom he 
had no secrets. He spent the noon hour 
in feeble attempts to describe to Cral­
ley Gray the outward appearance of 
Miss Elizabeth Carewe—bow she ran 
like a young Kiana, what one felt upon 
hearing her voice, and he presented in 
himself an example exhibiting some­
thing of the cost of looking in ber eyes. 
Ills conversation was more or less In­
coherent. but the effect of it was com­
plete.

CHAPTER II.

B
OES there exist an incredulous 

or Jealous denizen of another 
portion of our country who. 
knowing that the room In the 

wooden cupola over Mr. Carewe’s li­
brary was commonly alluded to by 
Rouen as the “tower chamber,” will 
prove himself so sectionally prejudiced 
as to deny that the town was a verita­
ble hotbed of literary filtered or that
Sir Walter Scott was 111 appreciated 
there? Some of the men looked sly and 
others grinned at mention of this apart 
ment, but the romantic were not lack- ; 
Ing who spoke of it In whispers—how ! 
the liglitd sometimes shone there all 
uight long and the gentlemen drove 
away, white faced, in the dawn. The i 
cupola, rising above the library, over 
looked the garden, and the bouse, save ; 
for that, was of a »ingle «tory, with a 
low veranda running the length of its 
front. Ilie windows of the library and 
of a row of bedrooms, one of which 
was Miss Betty's, lined the veranda 
steamboat fashion, the Inner doors of 
these rooms all opening upon a long 
hall which bisected the house. The 
stairway leading to the room in the 
cupola rose in the library itself, while 
the bisecting hall art-» led the only ac 
cess to the library; hence the gossips, 
well acquainted with the geography of 
the place, conferred seriously together 
upon what effect Miss Betty's home 
coming would have in this connection, 
for any one going to the stairway must 
needs pass her door. and. what was 
more to the point, a party of gentlemen 
descending late from the mysterious 
turret might not be so quiet as they In 
tended and the young lady sufficiently 
disturbed to Inquire of her father what 
entertainment he provided that should 
keep his guests until 4 in the morning.

Rut at present it was with the op­
posite end of the house that the town 
was occupied, for there workmen wen* 
hammering and sawing and pnintiug 
all day long, finishing the addition Mr. 
Carewe was building for his daugti 
ter's debut. Tills hammering disturbed 
Miss Betty, who had become almost as 
busy with the French revolution as 
with her mantua maker, for she had 
found In her father's library many 
books not for convent shelves, and she 
had become a Glrondln.

She found memoir», histories and 
tales of that delectable period, and for 
a week there was no meal in that house 
to which she sat down earlier than half 
an hour late. She had a rightful prop 
erty interest In the revolution, her own 
great-uncle having been one of those 
who suffered. not. however, under the 
guillotine, for to Georges Meilhac ap­
pertained the rare distinction of death 
by accident on the day when the bnsl- 
no-sllke voting Bonaparte played upon 
the mob with his cannon.

There wen* some yellow letters of 
this great-uncle's In a box which had 
belong»»! to her grandmother, a rich 
discovery for Miss Betty, who read and 
reread them with eager and excited 
eyes, living more In Paris with Georges 
and his friends than In Rouen with her 
father Indeed. she bad little else to 
do. Mr. Carewe was no comrade for 
her. by far the reverse She seldom 
saw hint, except at the table, when he 
sat with averted eyes and talk«! to her 
very little, and. while making elaborate 
preparation for her Introduction to bls 
friends (such wss his phrase), he treat­
ed her with a perfunctory civility 
which made her wonder If her advent 
was altogether welcome to him. but 
when »he noticed that bls balr looked 
darker than usugl about everj fourth

lay she began to understand why he 
appeared ungrateful to her for growing 
up. He went out a great deal, though 
no visitors came to the house, for it 
was known that Mr. Carewe desired to 
present bis daughter to uo one until be 
presented ber to all. Fanchon Bareaud. 
Indeed, made one hurried and embar­
rassed call, evading Miss Betty s refer­
ence to the chevalier of the kitten with 
a dexterity too nimble to be thought 
unintentional. Miss Carewe was for­
bidden to return ber friend's visit until 
after ber debut, and Mr. t arewe ex­
plained that there were always some 
worthless young men hanging about 
Bareaud's. where, he did not add, thpy 
Interfered with a worthy old one wno 
desired to honor Fanchon’» older sister, 
Virginia, with bls attentions.

This was no great hardship for Miss 
Betty, as. since plunging Into the rev­
olution with her great-uncle, she bad 
lost some curiosity concerning the men 
of today, doubting that they would 
show forth as heroic, as debonair, gay 
uml tragic as he. He was the legend­
ary hero of her childhood. She remem­
bered her mother's stories of him per­
haps more clearly than she remember­
ed her mother, and one of the older 
sisters had known him in Paris and 
had talked of him nt great length, giv­
ing the flavor of his dandyism and his 
beauty at first hand to his young rela­
tive.

In the library hung a small full 
length drawing of Georges, done in 
color by Miss Betty's grandmother, 
and this she carried to her own room 
and studied long and ardently until 
sometimes the man himself seemed to 
stand la-fore her.

Miss Betty had an impression that 
her grandmother's art of portraiture 
would have been more sucessful with 
the profile than the "full face." Never­
theless. nothing could be more clearly 
Indicated than that the hair of M. 
Meilhac was very yellow and his short, 
huge lapeled waistcoat white, striped 
with scarlet. An enormous cravat 
covered his chin; the heavy collar of 
bls yellow coat rose behind his ears, 
while its tails fell to his ankle», and 
the tight trousers of white nnd yellow 
stripes were tied with white ribbons 
about the middle of the calf. lie wore 
white stockings and gold buckled yel­
low »hoes and on the back of his bead 
a Jauntily cocked black hat. Miss 
Betty innocently wondered why his 
letters did not speak of Petion, of 
Vergniaud or of Kumoriez. since in 
the historical novels which she read 
the hero's lot was inevitably linked 
with that of every one of importance 
in his generation. Yet Georges ap­
peared to have been unacquainted 
with these personages. Robespierre 
being the only name of consequence 
mentioned In his letters, and then it 
appeared in much the same fashion 
practiced by her father in alluding to 
the giA-ernor of the state, who had the 
misfortune to be unpopular with Mr. 
Carewe. But this did not dim her 
great-uncle's luster in Miss Betty's 
eyes or lessen for her the pathetic 
romance of the smile he wore.

Beholdiug this smile, one remember­
ed the end to which his light footsteps 
had lesl him. and it was unavoidable to 
picture him left lying in the empty 
street behind the heels of the flying 
crowd, carefully forming that same 
smile on his lips and taking much 
pride in passing with some small, cyn­
ical speech, murmured to lrmself. con­
cerning the inutility of a gentleman's 
getting shot by his friends for merely 
l>eing present to applaud them. So. 
fancying him thus with his yellow hair.

I bls scarlet striped waistcoat and his 
tragedy, the young girl felt a share of 
family greatness or at least of pictur­
esqueness descend to her, and she 
smiled sadly back upon the smile in 
th»» picture and dreamed about its orig­
inal night after ulgbt.

Whether or no another figure, that of 
a dark young man in a white bat. with 
a white kitten etching bis wrist in red. 
found |daee In her dreams at this period 
It is Impossible to determine. She did 
not see him again, it is quite another 
thing, hazardous to venture, to state 
that he did not see her. At all events. 
It Is certain that many people who had 
never beheld her were talking of her; 
that Rouen was full of contention con­
cerning her beauty and her gift of mu­
sic. for a song can be heard through 
an open window. And how did it hap­
pen that Cralley Gray knew that It 
was Miss Carewe’s habit to stroll in her 
garden for half an hour or »0 each 
evening before retiring and that she 
went to mass every morning rood aft­
er sunrise? Cralley Gray never rose 
at or near sunrise In his life, though 
he sometimes lieheld it from another 
point of view, as the end of the even­
ing It appears that some one must 
have told him.

One night when the moon lay white 
on th»» tre«»s and housetops Miss Bettv 
paused in ber evening promenade and 
•e«ted herself upon a Itench on the 
borders of the garden, wrought upon 
by the tender incentive to sighs and 
melancholy which youth In loneliness 
finds In a loveliness of the earth, for 
what reason she could not have told, 
•inc» she was without care or sorrow 
that she knew except the French revo­
lution. yet tears shone upon the long 
lashes. She shook them off and look«! 
up with a sudden odd consciousn»»ss. 
The next secund she sprang to ber feet 
with a gasp and a choked outcry, ber 
hands pressed to her breast.

Ten paces In front of ber a gap In the 
shrubbery where ta'l trees rose left a 
small radiant area of illumination like 
that of a limelight In a theater. Its bril­
liancy Intensified by the dark foliage 
behind It was open to view onlv from 
the bench by which she stood, »nd ap­
peared. Indeed, like the stage of » little 
theater, a stage occupied by a bizarre 
figure For. In the center of this shin­
ing patch, with the light strong on his 
f».»e. was »tan ling a fair haired young 
man dressed in a yellow coat, a scarlet 
and white striped waistcoast, wearing

a Jauntily cocked black bat on his bead. 
And even to the last detail, the ribbon 
laces above the ankle and the gold 
buckled shoes, he was the sketch of 
Georges Meilhac sprung into life.

About this «lender figure there hung 
a wan sweetness like a fine mist, al­
most an ethereality In that light; yet in 
the pale face lurked something reck­
less. something of the actor, too; and, 
though bls smile was gentle and wist­
ful, there was a twinkle behind it not 
seen at first, something amused and 
impish; a small surprise underneath, 
like a flea In a rose Jar.

Fixed to the spot by this apparition, 
Miss Betty stood wildly staring, her 
straining eyelids showing the white 
above aud below the large brown Iris. 
Her breath came faster and deeper 
until between her parted lips it be­
came vocal in a quick sound like a sob. 
At that he spoke.

"Forgive me!" The voice was low. 
vibrant and so excettdingly musical 
that he might have been accused of

"Dun't enme near!" »he gueped.
coolly selecting his best tone; and it be­
came only sweeter when, even more 
softly,"In a semiwhisper of ulmost cru­
cial pleading, he said, "Ab, don't go 
away!”

In truth she could not go. She bad 
b»»eu too vitally stirred. She began to 
tremble excessively and sunk back up­
on the bench, motioning him away with 
vague gestures of her shaking bands.

This was more thau the incroyable 
had counted upon and far from his de­
sires. He started forward, with an ex­
clamation.

"Don’t come near!” she gasped. 
"Who are you? Go away!”

“Give me one second to explain,” he 
began, but with the Instant reassur­
ance of this beginning she cut him off 
short, her fears dispelled by bis com­
monplace. Nay, indignation displaced 
them so quickly that she fairly flashed 
up before him to her full height.

“Y’ou did not come In by the gate!” 
she cried. "What do you mean by 
coming here in that dress? What right 
have you in my garden?”

“Just on»» word.” he begged quickly, 
but very gently. “You'd allow a street 
beggar that much!”

She stood before him panting and. as 
he thought, glorious in ber flush of 
youth aud anger. Tom Vanrevel had 
painte»! ber Incoherently, but richly 
in spite of that, his whole heart being 
in the portrait, and Crailey Gray bad 
smiled at what he deemed the exag­
geration of an ordinarily unimpres­
sionable man who bad fallen in love 
"at first sight,” yet in the presence of 
the reality the iucroyable decided that 
Tom's colors hail been gray and bum­
ble.

"If you have anything to say for 
yourself, say It quickly!” said Miss 
Betty.

“You were singing a while ago,” be 
answered somewhat huskily, “and I 
stopprel on the street to listen; then I 
came here to be nearer. The spell of 
your voice"— lie broke off abruptly 
to change the word. “The spell of the 
song came over me—it Is my dearest 
favorite—so that I stoo»l afterward in 
a sort of trance, only hearing again In 
the »Hence 'The stolen heart, like the 
gathered rose, will bloom but for a 
day!' I did not see you until you came 
to the bench. You must believe me. 
I would not have frightened you for 
anything in the world.”

“Why are you wearing that dress?”
He laughed and pointed to where, 

behind him on the ground, lay a long 
gray cloak, upon which had been toss­
ed a white mask. "I'm on my way to 
the masquerade," he iroswered, with 
an airy gesture. "I'm an Incroyable, 
you see. and I had the costume made 
from my recollectiou of a sketch of 
your great-uncle. I saw it a long time 
ago in your library."

Miss Carewe'» accustomed poise was 
quite recovered—Indeed, she was as­
tonished to discover a distinct trace of 
disappointment that the brilliant ap 
parition must offer so tame an expla­
nation. W hat he said was palpably 
the truth. There was a masquerade 
that night, she knew, at the Madril- 
Ions', a little way up Carewe street, 
nnd her father had gone an hour earli­
er. a blue domino over his arm.

le was a person of al­
most mag .-al p«»rcoptlreness. He felt 
the let-down Immediately and fcare»l 
a failure This would not do. The at­
titude Of tension between them must 
be renew«! at once. "You'll forgive 
mer he began In a quickly Impassion­
ed tone - it was only after yon sang 
a dream possessed me. and”—

“1 cannot stay to talk with yon" 
Ml»» Betty Interrupted and added with 
"rewhich made him 
fra .1 she would prove lamentably dl- 

**'«■ "I do not know yon."
She turned towanl the house where­

upon be gave a little pathetic exclam«- 
’ ' n of Pending in a voice that was 
masterly, being sincere as It wU

musical, and he took a few 1 
•tops toward her, both hand^l“8• 
stretched. aQ* °«-

"One moment more!” he cried 
turned again to him. "it '**
one chance of my life to .peak ™ 
you. Don't deny me this, til th 
will meet you when the happy ..J*1 
comes, will dance with you, t.\ 
you. see you when they like 1 st 
you sing. I alone must hover 
the gates or steal like a thief lnt0 T* 
garden to heur you from a dtat^T 
I.lsteu to me Just this once for . ** 
meut.” r ‘ ®0'

"I cannot listen.” she said firmly 
with a whisk of her skirts and a 
fall on the gravel path she was g™. 
He stood dumfounded. poor comJhai’ 
having come to (day the chief role 
to find tlie scene tak»u out of h ' 
bauds. “*

CHAPTER III.
HOSE angel« appointed to bsI irilu i»iHo 11 j . P »1,
"... Jv uterry peopia

erea a
T

HOSE angels a( 
guardians of the-------

'tj-- •} of Boueu, poising uiK>lt^ 
tween ear.h and stars, disco, 

ered a sing.e brilliant and reson*« 
spot, set in the midst of the dark, .pn- 
town like a Jeweled music boX' ou 
black cloth, for that night was the be- 
ginning of Miss Betty's famous ears* 
as the belle of Rouen and was the dat» 
from which strangers were to hear of 
tier us "the beautiful Miss Carewe” trn. 
til "beautiful” was left off, visitors to 
the town being supposed to have beard 
at least that much before they came

There had been much discussion of 
her. though only one or two had caught 
glimpses of ber. but most of the ph. 
loots appeared to agree with Cralley 
Gray, who aired his opinion in an ex- 
ceedingly casual way at the little dub 
on Main street. Mr. Gray held that 
when the daughter of a man as rich u 
Bob Carewe was heralded as a beauty 
the chances were that she would provs 
disappointing, aud, for his part, be 
not even interested enough to attend 
and investigate. So tie was going down 
the river iu a canoe and preferred the 
shyness of bass to that of a girl of 
eighteen just from the convent, he said. 
Tom Vanrevel was not present on the 
occasion of these remarks, aud the gen­
eral concurrence with Crailey may be 
suspected us a purely verbal one, sine» 
when the evening came two of themoet 
enthusiastic dancers and lovemakenaf 
the town, the handsome Tappingham 
Marsh and that doughty ex-drggo« 
and Indian fighter, stout old General 
Trumble, were upon the field before the 
enemy appeared—that is to say. they 
were in the new ballroom before their 
host; lndee»l. the musicians bad notab 
rived, and Nelson, an aged negro serv­
itor. was engaged in lighting the house.

The crafty pair had planned this ear 
ly descent with a view to monopoly by 
right of priority in case the game prov­
ed worth the candle, and they were 
leaning effectively against the little 
railing about the musicians* platform 
when Mr. Carewe entered the room 
with his daughter on ills arm.

She was iu white touched with count- 
leas small lavender flowers. There 
were rows and rows of wonderful silk 
and lace flounces 011 her skirt, and b« 
fan hung from a rope of great pearl«. 
Ah. hideous, blue rough cloth of the 
convent, unforgotten, but laid aside 
forever, what a chrysalis you were!

Tappingham twitched bis compan­
ion’s sleeve, but the general was al­
ready posing, aiul neither heard the 
words of presentation, b»»cause Miss 
Betty gave each of them a quick look, 
then smiled upon them as they bowed. 
The slayers were prostrated before 
their prey. Never were lady killer» 
more instantaneously tamed and subju­
gated by the power of the feminine 
eye. Will Cummings came in soon, 
and, almost upon his heels. Eugen» 
Madrlllon and young Frank Cheno­
weth. No others appearetl for half an 
hour, and the five gentlemen looked at 
one another aside, each divining his 
own diplomacy in his fellow's eye. and 
Meh laboriously explaining to the oth­
ers /bis own mistake in regard to the 
hour d»»signated upon Mr. Carewe’s 
cards of invitation. This small embar­
rassment. however, did not prevent 
General Trumble an»l young Mr. Chen­
oweth from coming to high words over 
Miss Carewe's little gilt filigree "pro- 
gramme” of dances.

It may be not untimely to remark 
also of these five redoubtable beaux 
that during the evening it occurred to 
every one of them to be glad that Creb 
ley Gray was betrothed to I anebon 
Bareaud. nnd thnt he was down on the 
Rouen river with a canoe, a roil and a 
tent. Nay. without more words, to de 
Clare the truth in regard to 1 rallef. 
they felt greater security in his ab- 
sence from the field than in bis I* 
tr itlyjl. As Mr. Chenoweth, a yooth as 
open as out of doors both In counbh 
nance and mind, observeil plaintive 
to Tappingham Marsh in a corMf. 
while they watched Miss Betty s laven­
der flowers miraculously swtnR» 
through a quadrille, “Crailiy» 
know—well. Crailey'» l*e»»n engaged 
fore!" It was not Mr. CbenoireW» 
habit to disguise his apprebensiO* 
and Cralley Gray would not fish 
bass forever.

The same Chenoweth was be * 
madden«! by the general's trumpbaa 
ly familiar way of toying with M 
Betty's fan between two dance», 
tempted to propose to her during 
sunrise waltz. Having sung ''^b, 
lieve me!" in her ear as loudly «* 
could, he express«! the wish. ln ' 
loudly, "that this waltz might la»« 
alwara*

single brilliant and resoa¿¿

Continued Next W.-ek

Hop growers will do well 
placing orders for hop tickets to 
at the Gnard office »nd see ,t" 
system for the growers.
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