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Chapter xvi coxtixed

mat other should have come, n 
b to stand between her and this 

nU brpocrite whose dark glance bad 
I -b strength to disturb her. What 
|J* ttlat gaze contained, all in the one 
Lsb-tbe strange pretense of compre- 
ugjing her gently, but completely-». 
¿nioaipassion. too, and with it a look 

I . farewell, seeming to say. “Once 
I ore 1 have come for this—and just 
l^jaodby!”’ Eor she knew that be was 

ug with the others, going ]H*riiaps 
forever, only the day after tomorrow— 

Leu she would see him no more and be 
(rrf tff him. Let the day after tomor- 

Lw come sow! Miss Betty hated her- 
irif for understanding the adieu, and 
hated herself more because she could 

Lot be sun* that, in the start! d mo- 
Lent of meeting before she collected 
herself, she bad let It go unanswered.

She bad done more than that. Wlth- 
out knowlug it. she had bent her head 
to bis bow, and Mr. Carewe had seen 

Loth the salutation and the look.
The young men were gathered near 

the orchestra, and, to the hilarious 
Itrains of "Yankee Poodle," the flag 
they were to receive for their regi­
ment was borne down the room by the 
listers and sweethearts who had made 
It all of whom were there except Fan­
chon Bareaud. Crailey bad persuaded 
her to surrender the flag for the sake 
of spending this evening, next to his 

I last in Rouen, at home alone with him. 
I The elder < ’benoweth made tlie speech 
I of presentation—that is, he made part 
I of it bef ore he broke down, for bls son 

stood in the ranks of the devoted band. 
I fntil this incident occurred all bail 
I gone trippingly, for every one bad tried 
I to put the day after tomorrow from his 
I mind. Peril a [is1 there might not have 
I been so many tears even now if the 
I young men had not stood together so 
I smilingly to receive their gift. It was 
I seeing them so gay and confident, so 
I strong in their youth and so unselfish 
I of purpose. It was this and the feeling 
I that all of them must suffer and some 
I of them die before they came back, so 
I that when Mr. Chenoweth, choking In 
Ibis loftiest flight, came to a full stop, 
Itnd without disguise burled his face in 
Ibis handkerchief, Mrs. Tanberry, the 
lipostle of gayety. openly sobbed. 
ICtaiowetli. without more ado. carried 
■to flag over to Tappingham Marsh,
■ vbc Vanrevel directed to receive It,
■ sod Tappingham thanked the donors 
■without many words, because there 
Ivereniit then many at Ills command.
I Miss Csrewe had been chosen to sing 
IThe Star Spangled Banner.” and she 
lltepped out a little from the crowd to 
Iflit* the young man as the orchestra 
■Mnded the first chord. She sang in a 
Ifull, clear voice, but when the volun- 
Iters saw that as she sang the tears 
I »ere streaming down her cheeks in 
lipite of the brave voice they began to 
Ichoke with the others. If Miss Betty 
ICirewe found them worth weeping 

for. they could afford to cry a little for 
themselves. Yet they joined the chorus 
nobly and raised the roof with the 

I ringing song, sending the flamboyant, 
proud old words thunderously to 
heaven.

That was not the last song of the 
mght Genera! Trumble and Mr. Chen­
oweth had invited their young friends 
to attend, after the ball, a collation 
which they chose to call a supper, but 
which, to accord with tlie hour, might 
Bore aptly have been designated a 
breakfast. To afford a private retreat 
for the scene of this celebration they 
bad borrowed the offices of Gray <& 
Vanrevel, and Crailey hospitably an 
Bounced that any guest was welcome 
to stay for a year or two, since prob- 
*bly neither of the firm would have 
Beed of an office for at least thut length 
offline. Nine men gath< red about the 
tobie which replaced Tom's workaday 
•M devk the two Chenowetbs, Eugene 
■•dnllon. Marsh, Jefferson Bareaud, 
toe stout gem-rul, Torn Vanrevel. Cral- 
**5 and Will Cummings — the editor 
•■tag in a little late, but rubbing his 
Mud» cheerfully over what lie declared 
**» to be the last column from bis pen 
to rear its length on the Journal's 
•tont page for many a long day—a de- 
►riptlon of the presentation of the 
tog.
L » convivial party made merry and 
■"d to forget that most of them had 

“’*n mighty teary,” as Marsh said. 
*B hour earlier, while Mr. Chenoweth 
••t with his hand on bis son's shoulder. 
*icr)ns1.j,,US|y 0( time, apolo-
Jfficaiij- removing It when he observed

Many were the witticisms concern­
toy the difference in rank henceforth 
0 be observed between the young 

**n. as Tom was now a major. Marsh 
i/Bptain. Mil] Cummings a s«*cond 

U’enant and the rest mere private». 
r'*'I‘t Crailey. who was a corporal, 
"venbel^s. though the board was 
’Ave. It w is somewhat subdued and 

r*t until they came to the toasts.
was Tappingham who proposed 

•w Betty Carewe. "1 know Tom 
iarevei will understand—nay. 1 know 
’ man enough to join us.” said 
p'ii •• be rose. “Why shouldn't I 

^fliat we may hail ourselves as pa- 
q/*** *n<le*d. since at the call of our 

we ilepart from the town 
this lady's bome and at the 

m »** ’ sound resign the gracious 
' ng of «eefng her day by day. and 

•tootikla't we admit loyally and 

openly that it IsTier image alone wntcn 
shines in the hearts of most of ns 
here?”

And no man arose to contradict that 
speech, which appears to have ning 

they went about their daily work, 
had whistled it on the streets, 
had drifted into dreams at night 
the sound of it still chiming in 
curs, and now with one accord

fleet

bis companions while they stared at 
him, surprised, but toward the locusts 
of Carewe street.

“To Miss Betty Carewe,” he said, 
“the finest tlower of them all! May she 
remember those who never come 
home!”

And without pausing be lifted bls 
rich baritone In an old song that had 
been vastly popular with the young 
men of Rouen ever since the night of 
Miss Betty's debut. They bad hummed 
it as 
they 
they 
with 
their 
as they stood gathered together for 
the last time in Rouen they joined Tom 
Vanrevel and sang It again. And the 
eyes of Crailey Gray rested very gen­
tly upon his best friend as they sang: 
"Believe me. If all those endearing young 

charms.
Which I gaze on so fondly today. 

Were to change by tomorrow and 
from my arms

Like fairy gifts fading away.
Thou wouldst still be adored as this mo­

ment thou art.
Let thy loveliness fade as it will.

And around the dear ruin each wish 
my heart

Would Intwine Itself verdantly still.”

of

CHAPTER XVII.
T was the misfortune of Mr. 

Cummings' final literary of 
fering to annoy one of the ed­
itor's friends. The Journal 

was brought to the new corporal at 
noon, while he was considering wheth­
er he should rise from his couch or 
sleep another hour. Reclining among 
his pillows, be glanced through Cum­
mings* description with the subdued 
giggle he always had for the good Wil­
liam's style, but as his eye fell upon 
one paragraph be started, sat upright 
and proceeded to read the passage sev­
eral times with anxious attention:

“Only two or three sources of regret 
occurred to mar tlie delight lin which 
young and ohl participated! of that fes­
tal and dazzling scene. One was the 
absence of Miss Fauchon Bareaud, one 
of the douors: another, that of Corpo­
ral Gray; a third was the excessive 
modesty of Major Vanrevel, who. al­
though present at the time, refused to 
receive the ladies' sumptuous offering 
and insisted that Captain Marsh was 
the proper person to do the honors, to 
which the latter reluctantly, though 
gracefully, consented. Also, we were 
sorry that the major appeared in citi­
zen's dress, as all were anxious to wit­
ness him in his uniform. However, in 
our humble Judgment be will be com­
pelled by etiquette to don It this after­
noon to receive the officers of the reg­
ular armv. who will arrive by the stage 
at>out 5 o'clock, it is expected. to in 
spect the company and swear them in- 
tz the sarvice of the federal govern- 

serve his last day as he wished and to 
make all smooth.

He finished his toilet with particular 
care, took a flower from a vase on his 
table placed it in bis coat ami went 

to the dusty street, where every- 
was warm and bright with sum- 
It was Joy to lie alive; there was

down 
thing 
mer.
wine enough in the air. ami Crailey 
made up hi- mind not to take a drmk 
"at day -the last day! The last dar 
The three words kept ringing through 
his head like a minor phrase from a 
song Tomorrow at noon they wotid 
Is- churning down the river, and this 
was the last day-the last day

-Still not too late to make another 
friend at home.' he said, stopping to 

the heel of a mangy street cur 
that came crouching Bnd 
ward him like a staveteaa little keg Z^bys-rriesofwind

- spirit of their 
_ \’n«- the mongrel, at Dl>

tou.rb.!immediately turnd 
^naTtoX^^mar 

nifleent in the «r"rto’“T *
«»«t a ffi'nii»*4** upon tnwJeigD* to cast a gi mp 1 that

u.., nueutr of rU* 1 -VW««’« that 

.•uui uearr is too gentle to kick me tn 
my present helplessness. Yet do with 
me as you will.”

‘I doubt if you've breakfasted, broth­
er. Crailey responded aloud, rubbing 
the dog's head softly with the tip of his 
boot. "M ill you share the meager fare 
of one who is a poet, should be a law­
yer, but is about to become a soldier? 
Eh. but a corporal! Rise, my friend. 
Vp and t»e in your own small self a 
whole corporal's guard! And if your 
corporal doesn't come home from the 
wars, perhaps you'll remember him 
kindly. Think?”

lie made a vivacious gesture, tba 
small animal sprang into the air, con­
voluted with gratitude ami new love, 
while Crailey. laughing softly, led the 
Way to the hotel. There, while he ate 
sparsely himself, he provided munifi­
cently for his new acquaintance and 
recommended him, with an accompani­
ment of silver, to the good offices of 
the Rouen House kitchen. After that 
out into the sunshine again he went 
with elastic step and a merry word 
and a laugh for every one he met. At 
the old English gardener's he bought 
four or five bouquets and carried them 
ou a round of visits of farewell to as 
many old Indies who had l>een kind to 
him. This done, leaving his laughter 
and Ills flowers behind him. he went to 
Fanebon and spent part of the after­
noon bringing forth cunning argu­
ments cheerily to prove to her that 
General Taylor would is* in the Mex­
ican capital before the volunteers 
reached New Orleans and urging u|>on 
her his belief that they would all be 
back in Rouen la-fore th«* summer was 
gone.

But Fauchon could only sob and 
wbis]>er. "Hush, bush!” In the dim 
room where they sat, the windows 
darkened so that after be had gone be 
should not remember bow red her eyes 
were and the purple depths under 
them and thus forget bow pretty she 
bad been at her best After a time, 
finding that the more he trl«*d to cb«*er 
her the more brokenly she wept, be 
grew silent, only stroking her bead, 
while th«* summer sounds came in 
through th«* window, the mil] whir of 
locusts, the small monoton«* of distant 
farm bells, the laughter of children in 
the street and the gay arias of a mock­
ing bird swinging in th«* open window 
of the next bouse. So they sat together 
through the long, still afternoon of the 
last day.

No one in Rouen found that after­
noon particularly enlivening. Even 
Mrs. Tanlierry gave way to the com­
mon depression, and. once more her 
doctrine of cheerfulness relegated to 
the ghostly ranks of the purely theo­
retical. she bowed under the burden 
of her woe so tar us to sing "Methought 
1 Met a Damsel Fair” ti er of the burst­
ing sighs) nt th«* piano. Whenever sad­
ness lay upon hertooul she had acquir­
ed the habit of resorting to this un­
happy ballad: today she sang it four 
times. Mr. Carewe was not at home 
and bud announced that, though he In 
tendeil to honor the evening meal by 
his attendance, lie should Is* away for 
the evening itself, as comment upon 
which statement Mrs. Tanberry had 
offered ambiguously the one word. 
“Amen.” He was stung to no reply, 
and sh«* hail noted the circumstance as 
unusual and als > that lit* bad appeared 
to labor with the suppression of a keen 
excitement which made him anxious 
to escap«* from her sharp little eyes; 
an agitation for which she easily ac­
counted when siie recalleil that he had 
seen Vanrevel on the previous evening. 
Mr. Carewe had kept his promise to 
preserve the pence, as he always kept 
It when the two met on neutral ground, 
but she liad observed that his face 
showed a kind of hard leashed vio­
lence whenever he had been force«l to 
breathe the air of the same room with 
bls enemy, and that the thing grew on 
him.

Miss Betty exhibit«! not precisely a 
burning Interest In the adventure of 
the damsel fair, wandering out of the 
room during the second rendition, wan­
dering back again ami once more away 
She bad moved about the house In 
this fashion since early morning, wear­
ing what Mamie described as a “peak 
el look.’ White faced and restless, 
with distressed eyes, to which no sleep 
bad come in the night, she could not 
read. She could no more than touch 
her harp. She could not sleep. She 
could not remain quiet for three min­
utes together. Oft«*n »lie sank Into a 
• hair with an air of languor ami weari­
ness. only to start lmm«*diately out of 
it and seek som«* other part of ths 
bouse or to go am! pace the garden 
Here In the air heavy with roses and 
tremulous with June as »be walked 
rapidly up and down late In the after 
noon, nt the time when the faraway 
farm t>ells were calling men from th* 

Helds to supper, the climax of her rest­
lessness came. That anguish and des­
peration. so ohl In her sex. the rebel­
lion against the law that inaction must 
Im* her part had fallen upon her for 
the first time. She came to an abrupt 
•to]> ami struck her bauds together de­
spairingly an«! spoke aloud.

“M hat shall I do? What shall I do7” 
"Ma'am?" asked a surprised voice 

just behind her.
ghe wbeeleil quickly about to behold 

» »hock beaded or« bin of ten In the 
path near the little clearing. He was 
raggtsl. tanned, dusty, neither shoes nor 
\ trammeling bis iu«l«1<endence. and 
be bad evidently entered the garden 
through the gap in the badge.

T thought you «¡«oke to me," he said 
Inquiringly . ,

•I didn't see you. »he returned. 
“Wbat is it?"

"You Miss «'arewer* b«- asked, but 
before she couM answer be said res* 
snringiy "Why. of «vurse you are! I 
rememlwr yon perfect, now I git the 
light on you. so to apeak. Don't you 
rtDffDlNT m**'

No. I d «u t think I do"
Txird**’ he re»f«on«!ed won«lering*y 

•I was on* ot the hors with von m> 

«ueua «Mixes toe ir.gnt ot you pa s nrer 
Miugled with the surprise in bis toue 
was a rvs]M*ctful unction which Intl- 
matisl how greatly h«* honored her fa­
ther for having la*eu the owner of so 
satisfactory a conflagration.

"Were you? 1‘erhaps I'll remember 
you if you give me time.”

But at this point the youth recalled 
the fact that he liad an ertsind to dis­
charge, and. assuming an expression of 
busiuesslik«* bast«* too pressing to per­
mit further parley, sought In his p M*ket 
and produced a scaled euvelo|«e with 
which he advanced upon her.

"Here. There's an answer. He told 
mi* not to tell anybody who sent It. and 
not to give it to nobody on earth but 
you. ami bow to slip in through the 
hedge and try and find you in the gar­
den when uobtsly was lookin', ami lie 
give a pencil for you to answer on the 
back of It. and a dollar.”

Miss Betty t«M>k th«* note, glancing 
on<-e over her shoulder at th«* house, 
but Mrs. Tanberry was still <x-cupl«*d 
with th«* maiden, and no one was in 
sight. She read the message hastily:

I have obeyed you and shall always. 
You have not sent for me. Perhaps that 
w-as because there was no time when you 
thought It safe. Perhaps you have still 
felt there would be a loss of dignity. 
Does that weigh with you against good- 
by? Te’l me if you can. that you have 
It In yovr hi art to let me go without see­
ing you on« »■ more—without goodby—for 
the last tim« Or was It untrue that you 
wrote me what you did? Waa that dear 
letter but a little fairy druim of mine? 
Ah. will you s««e me ugain. this once— this 
once—let me look at you. let me talk with 
you. hear your voloe? The last time!

Tlicri* was no signature.
Miss Betty quickly wrote a few lint*» 

upon the sam«* sheet:
Yes— yes! I must see you—must talk 

with you before you go. Come at dusk. 
The garden near the gap in the hedge. 
It will be saf" for a little while. He will 
not be here.

She replaced the paper In Its en­
velope, drew a line through her own

Carcuc »ilzcd the mUstee.
name on the letter and wrote “Mr. 
Vanrevel" uuderneath.

"Do you know the gentleman who 
seut you?" slit* asked.

“No'm; but he'll be waitin' at Ills of- ' 
tice. Gray A Vanrevel, on Main street, 
for th«* answer.”

“Then hurry!" said Betty.
He needed no s«-cond bidding, but. : 

with wings on his bare iii'cls, made off 
through the gap in the hedge. At th«* 
corner of the street lie encountered an 
adventure—a gentleman's legs and a 
heavy band at the same time. The 
band fell ou bis shoulder, arresting Ills 
scamper with a vicious Jerk, and the 

I lx>y was too awtsi to attempt an es- 
■ enpe. for he knew his captor well by 
sight, although never before had he 
found himself so directly in the com 
pany of Rouen's richest citizen. Th«* 
note dropp«*«l from th«* small trembling 
fingers, yet those fingers did not shake 
as di«l the man's when, like a flash. Ca- 
rewe seized upon the missive with his 
di»engag«*d hand an«l saw what two 
rallies were on the envelope.

"You were stealing, were you?” he 
crl«»l savagely. "I saw you sneak 
through my Inslge!”

“I didn't either!”
Mr Carewe ground his teeth. “Wbat 

were you doing there?"
“Nothing!"
"Nothing!" mock«»! Carewe. “Noth­

ing! You didn't carry this to the 
young Indy In there ami get her an­
swer?”

"No. sir!" answered the captive ear- 
nestlt. "t'ross my heart I didn't. I 
found it!"

Slowly the corrugations of anger 
were levelfl from the magnate's fare, 
the white heat co<il«-<i, and the prisoner 
marveled to find himself in the pres­
ence of an urban«* gentleman who»» 
pla< iiilty made th«- scene of a moment 
ago appear som«- trick of distorted vi­

sion. Am! yet, curious to beliokl, Mr. 
«'arewe's finger» ebook even more vlo 
leutlj than before as he releas«*«! ths 
boy's shoulder amT gave him a friendly 
tap on th«- bead, at the same time smil­
ing lienevolent ly.

There, there." lie said, bestowing a 
wink upon the youngster "It's all 
rigtit. It doesn't matter; only I think 
I see the < barns* of a Jest in this. You 
wait while I read this little note, this 
message that you found!” He ended 
by winking again with the friendliest 
drollery.

He turned bls back to the boy and 
opened th«- note, continuing to stand in 
that ]iowltion while be r«m«l the two 
m«~«ag«-« It struck the messeng«T that 
after this there n«*v«i Im- no great 
shame in bis own lack of this much 
vaunt«s| art of reading, since It took 
so famous a man as Mr. «'arewa such 
length of time to («eruse a little note. 
But perhaps tlie great gentleman was 
111. for It apjieare«! to the boy that he 
lur< b«sl several times, once so far that 
be wouhl have gone over If he bad not 
saved himself by a lu« ky stagger And 
once, except for the fact that the face 
that bad turned away bad worn an ex

presstoll ot such genial liuuior, tue ooy 
would have believed that fmm it ln- 
sue.1 u sound like the gnashing of 
teeth.

But when it was turned to him again 
it b«>re the same* amiable J«M-oaity of 
mouth and eye, and nothing seeme«l 
to la* tlie matter, exi-ept that those Cu 
gers still shook so wildly too wildly, 
iudetsl—to raatore th«* note to its eu- 
velope.

"There," said Mr. Carewe. "put it 
back, laddie; put it back yourself. 
Take it to the gentleman who seut 
you. 1 s«*e he's even disguise«i bis baud 
a trlti«*— ha. ha! and I sup]»«»«* lie may 
not liavt* ex|M*«-ted the young lady to 
writ«* his uame quit«* so boldly ou the 
euvelo]H*! Wbat do you suppoae?"

"1 d'kuow," returmsl the l«oy. “I 
reckon 1 dou't hardly understand.”

“No, of course not." sunl Mr. Ca 
rewe, laughing rather madly. "Ha. 
ba. ba! Of course you wouldn't. Aud 
how much di«l he give you?”

“Yay!" cried the other Joyously. 
"Didn't lit* go aud baud me a dollari”

Tlow much will you taki* not to tell 
him that 1 stoppeil you aud read it? 
How much uot to speak of me at all?” 

"What?”
"it's a foolish kind of Joke, uothiug 

more. I'll give you S'* never to tell 
any on«* thut you saw m«* today.”

"Don't sh«M>t. colom l!" exclaimed th«* 
youth, w Illi a riotous fling of bare feet 
iu th«* air. "i'll come «low n!”

“You'll do it?”
"Five!" h«* shouted, dancing upon the 

boards. "Five! 1'11 cross my heart to 
I di«- 1 never hear tell of you or ever 

kuew they was sicli a man iu the 
world!”

Carewe bent over him. “No! Say, 
'God strike me dead and coudemu me 
eternally to tin* everlasting flames of 
hell If 1 ever tell!' "

This entailed quick sobriety, though 
only beuevoieuce was iu the fa«*e above 
him. The Jig step stopped, and the 
boy poudered. frighteue«!.

; “Have I got to say that?"
Mr. Carewe produciil a bank bill 

about which the boy beliekl u halo.
1 Clearly this was his day. Heaven 

showed its approval of his conduct by 
an outpouring of im]>erishable riches. 
Ami yet the oath misliked him. There 

j was n savor ot the demouiacal cou- 
I tract. Still that was to be borne and 

the plunge taken, for there fluttered 
the huge sum before his dazzled eyos. 
He took u deep brea.h, ” 'God strik«* 
me dead,' ” In* began slowly, " If I

. ever’
"No. ‘And coudemu me to the ever- 

| lusting flames of hell'
“Have I got to?"
“Yes."
“ ‘And condemn ui«* to—to the ever 

lasting flumes of—of bell if I ever 
j tell!'"

He ran off, pale with tin* fear that he 
might grow up, tak«* to driuk ami some 
day tell iu bls cups, but so resolved 
uot to coquet with temptiitlou that he 
went round it block to avoid the door 
of the Rouen Hous«* bar. Nevertheless 
the note was in bis hand and the for 
tune in ilia pocket.

And Mr. Carewe was safe. He knew 
that th«* boy would never tell, and he 
knew another tiling, tor he had read the 
Journal, though it came no more to 
his house—he knew that Tom Vanrevcl 
wore Ills uniform that evening and 
that, even in tlie dusk, the brass but­
tons ou an officer's breast make a good 
mark for a gun steadied along the 
ledge of a window. As be entered the 
gates nnil went toward the bouse b«* 
glanc<>d up at the window which ovor- 
looked bls garden from the cupola.

CHAPTER XVIII.

C 111 Al I I. Y was not tlie only linn
In Rouen who had been say- 

rt .. ., mg to I 1 -«'If all «lay that
cn« li accustonied thing lie di<i 

was «lone for the last time. Many of 
ills comrade» went nlxiut with "Fare­
well, ohl friend," In their hearts, not 

I only for the people, but for the usual 
things of life ami the actions of habit, 
now become unexgect«*dly dear and 
sweet to know or to’|>erform. So Tom 
Vanrevel, relieved of his hot uulform, 

1 loose as to collar, wearing a big dress­
ing gown and stretch«*d In a chair, 
watched tb«* sunset from the western 
window of the dusty office, where be 
had drcanusl through many sunsets In 
summers past, and now took ins leave 
of this ol«l habit of ills In silence, with 
n long cigar, «»nslderlng th«* chati«*es 
larg'-l against bls ever »«s-lng tlie sun 
go down l«ebin<! the long wooden bridge 
at tb«* foot of Main street again.

Th«- ruins of the war«*hous«*» had l««*eu 
remove«!, and tlx* river was lal«I clear 
to lit» sight. It ran betw«*«-n brown 
banks like a river of rubles, am! at 
the wharf the ».mall evening steam- 
ti'iit ugly and grim enough to lM*hold 
from near by. lay pink an«l lovely In 
that br«M«l glow, tooting Imminent de 

pnrture. although an Imur might elupM 
before It would back Into tin* curreut.

The situ widen«»!, clung briefly to 
th«* horizon ami dropped tiehlml the 
low hill* beyond the bottom lamia; the 
stream grew ¡>ur|>le, then tm»k on a 
luster of pearl as the «tars came out, 
while ro»y distances ehiing«») to misty 
blue; the chatter of tin- lilrds in the 
.Main »tre«*t maples tss-aine quieter 
and, through lessening little choruses 
of twittering, fell gradually to silen«-e. 
An«! now tiie blue dusk crept on the 
town, am! tb<* corner drug «tore win­
dow lights threw mottled colors on 
the psv«*ment. From the hall, outside 
the clo»«*<! office door, came the sound 
of quick, light f«M»tsteps It was Crsl- 

ley going out but Tom only sigh««! to 
himself and did not hall him. Bo these 
light f«*»t»tej«s of «'ralley Gray «*«-bo«*d 
but a mom«-nt in the stairway and 
were heard no more.

A few momenta inter a tall figure, 
wrappe.1 from ne«-k to heels In a gray 
cloak, rapidly cross»»! tlie mottled 
light» and di»apiM-sr««l Into «'arews 
street. This cloaked person wore on bls 

« ssikltar'» can aud Tutu. Dot rec- 

ognizmg him surely, vngu«*l.v womli*r«*<l 
why Tapplugtmm Mnr»li elu»»«* to muf­
ti«* himself so warmly on a Jun«* even­
ing. lie noted the <|Uick. alert tread as 
unlike Marsh's usual gait, but no sus­
picion erosstsl his mind that th«* figure 
might Is* that of his partner.

A rocket weut up from the Rouen 
House, tlieu another, follow««! by a 
salvo of anvils aud a rackety discharge 
of small arms, th«* ta*glnn!ng of a 
noble display of fireworks Iu <»*lebra 
tlou of tin* |«ros|»-etivt> victories of the 
Vuitisl States and tin* utter di««*om- 
flture of tlie Mexicans when tin* Rouen 
voiuuteer« should reach th«* seat of 
war. mi exhibition ««f patriotism wbi«-h 
brought lit th* pleasure t • Mr. Vanrevcl.

But over tin* uol»«* of the street lu* 
heanl his own name sb«Hit«*d from tli«> 
stairway, and almost instautly a vio­
lent knocking assailed th«» <loor. Be­
fore In* could bid th«* visitor enter, the 
door was tiling open by a stout and ex­
cited colore«! woman who, at sight of 
him, threw up tier hands iu tremulous 
thanksgiving. It was th«* vain Mamie.

She sunk luto n chair aud mekeil 
herself to and fro, gas«,Ing to regain 
her lost breath. "Bless d«> go«»l Goil 
Tmiglity. you a'u' gon«* out!" she pant­
ed "I run an' I run. au’ I come so fas' 
1 got stitches in «It* side f'utn bead to 
1hm*1!"

Tom br «light her a glass of water, 
which sin* drank l»etw«*eu gasps.

"1 licMili run so befo' eudllln' my 
llvln' «lays." she assert«»!. “You knows 
me. who I atn an' wliuni 1 cum fuin, 
nlgli's well's I knows who you Is, I 
reckon. Maje’ Vanrevel?"

“Yoh, yes. I know. Will you tell me 
who sent you?"

"Mix Tanb«*rry, suh, dat who sended 
me. an' in a venomous hurry sin* done 
de same!"

“Yes Why? D«m*s she want me?”
Mamie emitted a screech. “ ‘Deed she 

moo' everlas'ln'ly does not! l»nt d«* 
vc'y exacklndes' livin' t'lng she does 
not want!"

“Then what is it. Mamie?"
"I.«*mm<* git my href. suh. an' you 

hoi«* yo'ne wliil«*s I tell you! She say 
to me. she say. 'Is you 'qualntetl Maje' 
Vanrevcl. Mntnle?' s’ she. an’ I up’n' 
an.'iuh. 'Not to speak wid, but «ley ain' 
none on ’etn I don' knows by sight, an' 
non«* t>«*tterer dim him.’ 1 say. Don 
she say. sli<* say. 'You run ail de way 
an' tin' dat yotmg man.’ sb«* say, s' »be. 
‘an’ if you don’ git dull fo' In* leave, or 
iloa’ stop him on de way, den God 
Tmlgtity forgive you!’ six* say. 'But 
yo 1 tell him Fivu .Tan«* Tanberry not to 
com«* nigh dis bolts«* or «11» gyahden dis 
night! Tell bl n dat Jane Tanberry 
warn him lx* unis' k«»*|> outer«'arewe's 
way ontel h<* safe on <le boat tomorrer. 
Tell him Jane Tanberry beg him to 
stay In tie own room «11» nlgiit. an' «lilt 
sin* beg It on her betit«*«l knees!* Au’ 
dis sin* say to tn«* when I tote her what 
N -lson soe In dat house ills evenin’. 
An' hyuh I 1». an' liyuli you la. nn’ de 
bl *»»«»! Jesvs Im* thank*, yon Is hyuh!"

Tom regard«*«! her with a grave at­
tention. "Wlint ma«!«* Mrs. Tanberry 
think I might t«e coming there tonight?" 

"Dey's cur'ons goln'a on In dat house, 
suh! D<* young lady, she ain' like her­
self. All do day long she wnnduh up 
an' down an' rotin’ about. Mlz Tnn- 
berry are a mighty gtn-sslfyltig wom­
an. an' <!<• mliiut«* I tell her what Noise 
ee »bi* s'|«i c' you n-coinin' nn' dat «1» 

I««»». < m«M* plntedly preparin' fo' It!"
•fan you make It n lltth* clearer for 

me. Mamie? I’tu afralil I don't under- 
*ta nd.”

“Well. »uh. you know <lnt ole man 
N«l« »ti: b«> allay» tell me ev'yt'lng he 
kn .v.' nn' ev'yt'lng In* think he know. 
Jnss de same. suit. All' dat ole Nelse, 
he mos’ 'sessful cull'd man In <|e worl’ 
to ero|M* roun' <!<■ bouse an' pick up <1s 
go sip an' gjt de 'fo' an' tietiln«« or 
what's gain' on. So 'twns dat he see 
d« boss, when be come In to'des eveu-

• t «.-«is the mln .Mamlt.

In’, tek dat heavy musket offn' de 
racks an' load an' dean her, an' he do 
It wid a mighty bad look 'bout de 
niouf. I»eii be gone up to de cupoly 
an' lef It dah an' d«*n come down 
ag'in. Whiles dry all Is «sitin' he 
'Bounce th'ee time' dat be goin’ Im* 
'way endu'in' de evenin'. l«eu he gone 
out de front «io’ an' out de gates an' 
down <le street. Den, suli, den, suh. 
'tain t no mo’n a hHlf 'n '<»ur ago. Nelse 
come to me an' say dat be »ee de Imms 
come roun' de stable, k«-eplD' close In 

-;>•■ in «le ' 
room wln«l«*r, w'lch is dose to de 
groun*. suh. Nelse 'uz a cleanin' he 
barn«*sa In de back yo'd, an' he let on 
not to a«»* him, like. Mias Betty, «ha 
walkin' in her gyataleii an' Ml« Tan­
berry fan' on de po’cb. Nelse. be slip 
de houae whuh «le lights ain' lit an' 
stan' an' listen long time In de 11 berry 
at de foot er d«*m sta bs, an’ be hyuh 
dat man move, suh! Den Nelse know 
dat be done crope up to de cupoly room 
an*—an' dat be aettln' dab. waitin'! 
Hoze lie come an’ tole me, an’ 1 beg 
Mlz Tanberry come in de klti-ben. an'

• noex ue «to au t toie tier, au 
sende«! me hyuh to you. suh. An' If 
you us a g>iu‘, de good God 'luiighly 
miu' er kep’ you outel I gut liyuh!"

“No. I wasn't golug." Tout suii!«*d 
upon her sadly. "1 dare say tiiere's a 
sim|«ler explanation I tou t you »up- 
pose that If Nels m was right and Mr. 
Carewe really did come back It waa 
because h<* did not wish bis daughter 
aud Mrs. Tauberry to know that that 
In* ex]*ecte«l a party of friends. ]h»ssI- 
lily, to join him then* Irter?"

"What he «loin* wi«i dat gun, sub? 
NoIhhI.v g-iin' play cynbds ner frow 
dice wi«l a gun. is «ley?" aske<l Mamie 
as she rose and wnlkisi toward the 
door.

"Oh. that was probably by chance.”
"No. suh!" sin* crltsl vehemently. 

"An' dem gelmuu wouldti' piny t'nlght 
no way; tnos' on ’em golu’ wid you 
tomorrer. an’ <!<•>• sayin' goodby to de'r 
folks dla evenin', uot gamblin'! Mil 
Tanberry 'll la* In n state er mine ontel 
sin* liyuh rum me. au' I goin* hurry 
back. You won’ conn* dar. suh? I kin 
tell her dat you say you sutney ain’ 
«»»uiln' nigh our neighborhood dis 
night?"

"I had not dreamed of coming, tel! 
her. pieuse. Probably I shall not go out 
nt all this evening. But it was kin«! 
of you to come. Good niglit.”

H<> st«MHi with a candle to light her 
dowu the stairs, but after she liad gone 
In* did not return to tlie office, instead, 
lie went slowly up to his owu room, 
glancing first Into Cralley's th«* doors 
of neither were often l«M'k«*«l to l«ehol«i 
u chaos of disorder anil unfinished 
pneklug In tils owu chamber it only 
remaiinsl for him to c1«m«* th«* lids of 
a few lilg box«*» and to pack n small 
trunk which he meant to take with 
him to the cauip of the state troopa 
and lie would be ready for departure. 
Hi* set about this task ami. concluding 

I that liter«* was no u«*ceMity to wear 
, his uniform on the steamboat, decided 
to place It In the trunk aud went ta 
tin* tM*«l where in* tin«! folded and left 
It. It was not tliere; nor «lid a thor­
ough search reveul It anywhere lu the 

■ room. Yet no oue could have stolen 
it. for wlieu in* bad gone down to tlie 
otilie Crailey bad remained on this 
floor. Mamie had come within a few 
minute« after Crailey went out. and 
during Ills conversation with her Die 
office door bail tM«en open; no one could 
hnve passisl without la-lug seen. Also, 

a thief would have taken other tilings 
ns well ns tin* uniform, and surely 
Crulley must have h«*ard; Crailey would 

‘ -CrullAy —
Tlii'ii Tom reniember«»l tin* figure in 

tlie long cloak mid tin* military cap 
ami with a sick heart begun to under­
stand. He had rvatl tlie Journal, and 
lie knew why «Aaiiey might wish to 
masqn<*ra«i«' In u major's uniform that 
ulglit. if Miss Carewe read It, too, 
and n strange w«»ud«*r rose In her mind, 
this aud a word woulil convince her. 
Tom considered It Improbable that the 
wouiler would rise, for elrcumatancea 
bud too well estulilisli««l tier in n mis­
take trivial and ordinary enough at 
first, merely tlie confusing of two 
names by u girl new to th«* towu, but 

i so strengthened by every confirmation 
1 Crailey'» wit could compass that sbo 

would no doubt only set Cummings' 
paragraph aside as u newspaper error, 
Still Crailey had wished to be on the 
safe side.

Tom sigh««l rather bitterly. He was 
convinced that the liarlequln would 
come home Boon, replace the uulform 
(will, li was probably extremely becom­
ing to him. as they were of a height 
and figure much the same) anti after- 
war«! In bls ordinary dress would sally 
forth to s|«en<l bls lust evening with 
FaiK'hon. Tom wondered how Crailey 
would f«*el mid what lie would think 
about himself while he was changing 
his clothes, but ti«* remembered his
partner's extraordinary powers of men- 

s tai adjustment, and for the first time In 
Ills life Vanrevcl made no allowance 
for the other's temperament, and there 
«■ame to him a moment when be felt 
that he could almost dislike Crailey 
Gr.n

At h!I events, he would go out until 
«'ralley had come and gone again, for 
he had no desire to iM-hold the inas- 
querader’s return. Ko he exchanged 
Ills dresnlug gown for a <«>at, fasten«»! 
bls eollnr mul had liegun to arrange 
his cravat nt the mirror when sudden­
ly th«* voice of the old Degress s«*em«»l 
to sount! close tM-side him lu the mom;

“He's s«*ttln' <lah—waitin’!”
Tlie cravat was never tl«*d. Tom's 

hands dropp«»l to bls »iiles as he start- 
<»1 back from the staring face In the 
mirror. Robert Carewe was waiting, 
mi«l Crailey All at once there wns 
but one vital n«»'<"<slty In the world for 
Tom Vanrevel that was to find 
t'rnlley He must go to Crailey even 
In Carewe's own bouse. He must go 
to Crailey!

He dashrrl down the stairs and Into
t!>- stre«-t. The |H*ople were making a 
great uproar In front of the hotel, ex­

ploding bomlie, firing muskets In th« 
air, sending up rockets, and. rapidly 
crossing the ou’aklrta of the crow.l, ha 
passed Into Carewe street unnotteed. 
Here the detonations were not so «leaf- 
etilng. though the little steamboat at 
the wharf waa contributing to the con­
fusion with all In her ]»ower. scr»*<*chlng 
simultaneously approval of the celebra­
tion and her last signals of departure.

At the first coruer Tom hail no niora 
than left tin* shlewalk when be cam« 
within a foot of being ridden down by 
two horsemen who rode at no d«*sperate 
a gallop that, the sound of tbelr hoof 
beats lielng lost In the uproar from 
Main street, they were upon him before 
he was aware of them. ,
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A famous Wisconsin woman one« 
said. “All this poor eaith needs Is 
nat the art of living kind.” Won’t 

some one t»e kind enough to propoes 
Hollister's Rocky Mountain T**a? 
It helps ta make people kind anti 
well. Tea or tablets,® ceata. Linn 
Drug Co.


