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BYNOPSIA

CHAPTER I—Story opens-tn Rishmondl,
Wa. on day Fort Bumter surrendered.
h. Francis Brodnar makes remarkable

of his friend, Dick Somers, te
rlmnnnulym He

marry, blindfolded,
she

CGHAPTER Il—According te the agroes
is my;lerlou::l’ married te
& young woman, who is led

and belng left with her, they tnllnm
with each other. Upon her insistence he
& malch in the dark room,
may see sach other. A plstol t
sut Somers falls with a scalp
— Just ;s Frodnu eomes to take
away. ® is conveyed to the doo-

Ser’'s office. . .
CHAPTER ITl—Somers, en his recov-
oy, recelves telegram to report to war
immediately, He learns Frances
well, and asks the ‘dootor to tell her
Somers passes out of her life
sarve his country. His duty donae,
God, and she needs his arm, ‘:
will follow her to the end ef the sarth.'

b

'l

IV—Woman named Louise
88 visited by Raymond Hoibin, the fae
€wer of her child, who has not kept his
to mn.rhrty her, and who bears a
resemblance to Dlck Bomers,

She of having, in her

shot & man who she thought was he

CHAPTER V—Frances' father, Johm
Brookin, makes his will bequeathing hes
@srtsmin property upon condftiom that she
mmrry Holbin, his stepson. Just before
Be diss she dislilusions his mind ef now
she had beem dlsloyal tq him,
has wished hep

@ection between the shooting, told hirg
by Loulse, and the implied charge |
him made by Frances. He finds e

VII—Holbin decides to sl
hiithoknow.m_u
was shot “rances’ room. The doctow

be had been shot

CHAPTER XI—Frances becomes
Burse for the woupded soldiers broughg
%o Richmond. A wounded federal came
under her care.
Bomers, who had at the same time beem
desperately wounded. Frances' love und
:mt for Somers returns upon this news

ﬁi‘-!APTER XIl—Louise has an interview

into possession of evis
dence proving a common-law marriage,
Mrs. Brookin sees necessity of getting
her flnally and forever out of the svay,
but temporarily vields to all demands,
and agrees upon full reparation,
CHAPTER XIII—Holbin wins thg gratle
tude of Frances by offering to esgort liep
wounded federal (now well on e goad

to recovery) across the lines. He hus
learned reason of ances' Interest in the
soldler. The next day this soldler is
found dead, stiol in the back
CHAPTER XIV.

Locked within his own room, Ray-
mond Holbin drew from his pocket the
packet of papers taken by him from
the murdered man with the official
order for which e had committed the
erime. The order read: “Pass the
bearer, Thomuas Riley, paroled prison-
er, through the lines."” *“It will not
do Loiuse much good, anyway,” he
said, “even were | dizsposed to give it
te her.” ‘The name “Martha Somers”
upon the seualed packet attracted his
attention, and he recognized in a Dela-
ware address beneath she home of
Richard Somers. He remembered then
the dead soldier’s deseription of the
battle in which he was wounded, ané
guessed that the packet contained the
papers given to him to deliver, Holbin
would kardly have troubled himse'f to
wade through a score of farewell pages
from a soldier to his mother, and would
have promptly destroyed the whole
collection, but that the remaining en-
velope, addressed to Richard Somers,
lay before him, and upon it his eye
eaught the Brookin crest.

“This is very different,” he said to
himself with interest. “Let us see
what Franees has to say to the fellow.”
He broke the seal and read:

“I send you back, well and free, the
man who saved your life; I found him
grisvously wounded—a prisoner. It is all
that I have been able to do In return for
your kindness to me, a siranger, and for
the wound you received in my house. Think
e not indelicate when 1 say that the
fwWeetest memory my heort earrles Is in
the memory of your face beneath the
match that night and of the words
‘Frances, my wife,” which you have en-
graved In your locket, and over which 1
bave placed a messuge to you. Forgive me;
It can never matter much, for a son of blocd
rolls between us. Good night. God be
with you till we meet—in Henven.

“FRANCES."
ankly upon the

Holbin sat gazing bl
lines. His head was in a whirl,
“Her husband! husband!

her
Pshaw!” he execlaimed with an uneasy

laugh, springing to his feet and begin-
ning to walk the floor, “this comes of
the damnable work cut yonder to-day;
my nerves are simply unstrung.” He

took a bottle from his dresser, poured
out a stiffl drink, and tos<ed it off with
one gulp. Then he went back to his
table and, picking np the letter, read
e R,

aloud: “wound received in my house”
—"your face beneath the lighted
match.” As he stood thus the letter
sipped from his hand. “Louise!™ he
whispered, “the man whom Louise
shot!” Not in all the vicissitudes of
his wild career had Holbin received
such & shock of surprise. His mind,
dazed and bewildered, could not ar
range a deduction beyond the discov-
ery that Richard Somers was the man
around whom so much of mystery had
gathered, and that Frances referred to
him in the tender word “husband.” He
laid his hand upon the bell-cord and
hesitated; then his wicked smile eame
baek again as he pulled it.

“Tell your mistress I shall be glad if
she will favor me with her presence
here,” he said to William. When, a
few minutes later. Mrs. Brookin came
intg the room he failed to hear her.

“What is it, Raymond?" she nsked.-

He roused himself and spoke rapidly.

“Frances got her wounded soldier a
pass through our lines, and to please
her I carried him to the front. After
he left me I found these papers in the
buggy where he had dropped them.
The fellow's ecaptain is Riohard
Somers.”

“Richard Somers]”

“And now, madam, read the note
from Frances to him and let me con-
gratulate you upon—"

She read it rapidly, and when bher
amazed face was lified he added:

“Your son-in-law.”

“I do not understand!
it mean?”

“Answer that question for me, moth-
er; my head has ceased to be of any
assistance, Undoubtedly, however, the
woman who you lead me to believe gave
you her promise to marry mesome day
is already in point of law Richard
Somer's wife and has forfeited her
right to any part of her father's es-
tate. Madam, fortune favors the bold;
I congratulate you!” His manner be-
trayed an intense excitement and bit-
terness,

“Wait, wait!™ said the woman, qui-
etly, her eyes riveted upon the letter.
“It seems that he was her husband
that night. Was not that night prior
to the signing of the will?”

“Yes, the night before.” The son,
looking upon his mother's face, could
find no evidence of satisfaction there,
It was ghastly. “Why, what is it
now?"

“A stronger will and a clearer head
than we i* gired has been at war with
e, 1 vow.the law hut
were trying to defeat the will in
vance. It does defeat it in some way,
or our enemies would not have taken
the risk. If Frances were really mar-
ried before the will was aigned, she
eannot comply with its requirements,
and the law will not demand an impos-
sibility.”

“Well!™ He bent forward, his voice
reduced to a whisper,

“We have lost, you and I. Except
for my pittance, we shall be beggars
upon the day that Fravces comes of
age; and that day is near at hand."*

A long silence followed, and then the
eyes of mother and son met.

“Do you not share alike if the will
fails "

“No. The intention of my husband
will be operative; only the gcondition
fails. There is no hope that way.” His

What does

mother looked from him and spoke
slowly,

“Is there na remedy?™ he asked.

“Yes. If Richard Somers is not liv-
ing when Frances comes of age, or
should Frances

“Mother, mq« , take care!” The
words burst in sudden energy from the
wretched man Lift &« hand to harm i
but one hair of her hiead, and, by the |
Mother of G :

“Hush! Hus she said, quietly,

“You love her; that is enough, Sheis

safe."”
“Swaar it."
“Read the other letter,”

she saidd,
disregarding him.

“It is likely that a

man would mention his wife in his last |
< ; “ 4 . | He had use for the old woman, for

letter to his mother.,” HRaymond
stripped off the envelope and shook
two letters Lo the table, One, unsealed,
was addressed to Mrs, Martha Somers.

“Nothing but gush,” he said, running
his eye hurriedly over the lines. Mrs.
Brookin had picked up theother, which
was addressed to Dr. Brodnar.

“We are getting to the heart of the
mystery,” she said, “Read this one.”
Raymond read in silence first, and
then, leaning forward, excitedly read
aloud:

“Go to the girl I married at your request
and say death has dissolved the bond.
Break the news to her as gently as pos-
sible, for [ have boen valn enough to bee
Ueve that the child loves me. You pre-

pared the way by vour oo [Ty, ara ner
loneliness and excess 01 sraliiude Locom-
plished the rest. l.et me coniess that I

have been foolish enough to love her and
te dream that zome day you would permit
me Lo return and open.y seek her out. But
this cursed war has killed my dream, Brod-
nar, and If this letter reaches you, it will
be after it has killed your friend also! Go
to her and say thal since he met her Rich-
ard Somers has loved her as a man loves
but once.”

There were other lines dealing with
the friendship between the two men
while in Paris and containing a tender
farewell.

“It is now plain to me,” he said. “The
meddlesome scoundrel Brodmar is the
muthor of the whole piot!” Mrs. Brook-
in folded the letters into their places.
Her hands were without a tremeor.

“Let them keep their seeret. Toin-
form them is to urm them, We will
continue to be—their dupes. Richard
Somers muy pot pe living when Fran-
ces reaches twenty-one; who can tell?
The man who lest these letters has, I
supposs, ere this made a full report.”

“The man who lost the letters, moth-
er, has reported elsewhere with a bul-
let through his heart.”

“Raymond!”

“What does it matter? We are kill-
ing them in front of our lines every
day. One behind counts for little, He

i right hyah, an’ | goin' ter stay hyah.

i «f necessary, and to-night he rather

 able in the best rooms after the man-

Fhad a pass; | peeded it. 1 need it now
more than ever.” The woman's face
glowed with a sudden light,

“You are tog rash, my boy; take no
steps before consulting me. In the
meantime these papers have no value
for us. DBurn them. burn them now!
But no! give me the letter to Brod-
nar; it may be valuable some day as
evidence that Richard Somers is
dead.” One by one Holbin held the
others over lighted matches and saw
them vanish into ¢inders. His moth-
er placed her hand upon his shoulder.

“Raymond, you are again planning
to cross the lines—"

“I know what I am doing!
week to influence me.™

“What do you mean?"

“There is no time for explanation,

understand.

that I am going across fhe iines £&F
more than one purpose now." '

stated that many officers killed
battle are shot from behind.”
“That is one,” he replied,

war are forgiven many things. I am !
In possession of that which will se- |
cure for me a review of my case and
restore to me my commission. I have '
offered my sword to the confederacy

peoint first!™
" “You have valuable information for
sale. Is that what you mean? Go

slow upon that line; if you draw your
sword against Virginia openly you
sacrifice all interests here. Better be
& friend to both sides, and when you
eome back with proofs that Richard
Somers is really dead all may yet
be well. If she is free at 21 the will
iz binding, even if it were held that
she has not already sacrificed her in-
terest.”

“Come what may,” he said, pas-
wionately, “while I live Brodnar shall
never see Frances Brookin the wife
$n truth of Richard Somers.”

“Nor while I live,” said his mother;
“there is my hand upon it.”

“EKeep out of it, mother, keep out,
or you will regret it!™ said the
wretched man.

“Ungrateful boy! Where is your '
promise? Do you repudiate that?
Have you forgotten your danger?”

“No, but she shall not suffer at
your hands. Leave her to me. And,
mother, if you ever find us dead to-
gether in that room downstairs, have .
no thought of me. The man who has
neither love nor revenge has mnoth-
ing to live for.” He seized his hat and
rushed from her presence.

CHAPTER XV,

Col. Richard Somers dismounted and
took refuge upon the veranda of a
little cottage that fronted a cross-
round near Mechaniesville while his ar-

position to face the ememy. Men,
horses and officers were worn out with

THE RICH MON",E;

Do net hadordersagains.

mor is there any need, for you already back the curious
It is sufficient to say for Somers to an

“There are all sorts of people in room!™
an army,” she said; “I have seen it ed the frail form
in it upon the bed in

| amination disclose he wound; a shot
“and men ' from behind har
who serve their country in time of through the body.

once; the next time 1 will offer it | den consciousness.

from somewhere and pathetically at- |
tempted to extend its hospitalities to
the officers who began to swarm inte
the yard. Clinging to her skirts was
a little girl of six or seven years, |
whose fair complexion, blue eyes and
silken curls bespoke a patrician par-
entage, but whose frail figure and in-
eessant cough gave evidence of =
fatal weakness.

“Her ma is done dead, sah,” said the
old woman, respectfully, when Col.
Somers hurriedly questioned her con-
cerning the family, “an’ her pa left
*fo' you-all come; done come yistiddy
an’ go right back to town. He don't
stay hyar anyhow.,™

“But that child must not remain
here; she is in danger every moment.
You must move out!™

“Whey we goin® move, sah? Don't
know nobody any better off'n we are
roun' hyah. Marster tell me to stay

jetter tek yo' folks an' move on, sah,
whey you started.” Somers had other
things to think about, and turned !
sway. Very likely the movement next |
duy would earry them beyond the cot-
tage, and the danger was not press-
ing at the moment. In the morning
the child might be sent to the rear

welcomed the adjuncts of refined life,

he was but recently out of hospital
and somewhat spoiled by nursing. He
made himself and officers comfort-

Rer of old campalgners anG preparex
for the short rest which he so much
needed.

Somers had made the necessary dis-
positions and, left alone upon the poreh
for amoment, his thoughtsreverted to
the cherished memento in his looket,
the worldlese message of love which
had so mysteriously reached him. It
was just one slender curl—the ecurl
thathadiouched hischeek, he was sure,
and withitaname. They were enough;
no words conld have summoned wup
more vividly the scenes of that dark-
ened wing-room, nor have told him
more eloquently that within the ex-
eited eity there was one heart which
held no hatred for him. It wasno hour
for dreaming, and he roused himself
to the present. Around him were con-
tending hosts of doomed men, the spir-
it of war hevered over the rude camps,
and death lurked in the shadows, eagen
for his harvest. From the distance, the
echoes of dropping shots came faintly
to the ear, and presently what seemed
to be a small volley. This volley
claimed his attention and that of the
junior officers, and he had ordered a
sergeant up to inquire as to the cause,
when the sound of rapid hoof-beats ap~
proached upon the road, and in the diny
light as he waited a frightened horse,
pursued by half a dozen troopers, sped
by. Presently the men returned lead-
ing the captured animal and carrying
its late rider. The latter was youthlul
and clad in confederate gray, which
was drenched with blood and covered
with dust; for the wounded rider,
olinging desperately to the mane of
the horse as he lay extended upon its
neck, had finally fallen and been

dragged until the weight stopped the
runaway. The face of the unfortunate

$

,and so young and
. the hardened sol-

ing an officer,”™
aims to have se-

“Place him - h and call a
surgeon. id be dome from?”
Somers was ¥ affected.

“Don’t know, ; . He came riding

headlong througl ihe rebel pickets, I
think. and they | ot him. We didn's
shoot at all, . t first the horse

seemed to be loo
he was too neay

. and when we did
# on him, we knew
e to escape. We
nnecessary alarms,

and so we ran hist -wn.” The surgeon

. came and laid ‘ the jacket of the
now unconscious (fferer. He waved
oup and motioned
cach.
“A woman!" k& hispered.
“Is it possiblel © "o my room—to my
The moldiers again lift-

mderly and placed
ide. A hurried ex-

passed entirely

“She cannot live." gsaid the surgeon,
gently, as he arose and covered up the
white form. “There is not the slight~
est chance for her, The sentence of
death seemed to iy her with a sud-
1€88.  She opened her
eyes widely, and they rested in wonder
upon the blue un’ -ms and strange
faces.

“What has happ 1¢2?” she asked,
weakly. “Where an: 17" |

“You have beer wounded, madam,”

said the surgeon, ly wounded; bud
you are in friendly Kands.”
“Ah!—Raymond— told me—that he

had—had arranged with—the picket—
to pretend only to fire—oh, they have—
killed me!” She shuddered, but with
sudden return of full consciousnessshe

“more if you can; It will sustain you."”
“In the saddle pockets—my papers!™

. Her eyes closed in exhaustion. A Young
H officer who was sent to find tha docu-

ments came back quickly:
“S8addle trailing uuderneath; pocke
etas empty."” She heard him and uns

“Lost! Then—I, lost. Ray-
mond!—Raymond!™ She turned her
face away and wept milently.

“Gentlemen,” said Richard Somers,
hoarsely, “wil you leave us? I know
this unfortunate woman.” He was
instantly the focus of wondering eyes,
but for &« moment omly. ‘The little
group saluted in silemce and with-
direw. :

“Louise!” he said, sadly, standing
by her side. The eyes of the woman
were fixed on him as he sought to
sontrol his voice,

“Who spoke—who called Louise?™

“It was J—"

“Richard!™

*“Yes; sadder, older—but Richar4
still. God kuows I speak the truth
when I say | have notbing in my hesrt

i derstood.

| for you but the tenderest sympathy.”

Her eves clung to his face through

| \he spasmi of pain that twisted her

body and drew the beautiful mouth
fato a thia line of scarlet.

“How may 1 help you? I would
Relp you?—Louise, if I might"”

“Tell me—upon your soul's honor—
is—is—it—dentl 2

He covered his eyes and stood si-
lent. She waited in' agony; he did
not answer her.

“Death!™ she said, in horror. “Help
me! help me, Richard!” Sobs shook
her, and she streteched out her hand
to him as one who is drowning. A
cry burst from the lips of the wmanly
soldisr, a ery no less agonized than
hers.

“Louise! Louise!—I would give my
life to help you! Den’t speak, don't
look at me that way!™

“You must help me—you must!
Quick—let me whisper! He will

come—he won't refuse now! He was
—to come—soon! The marriage—
must—must—be fulfilled]l Bring bhim
~—bring him—to mel! Bring my
child!”

“Impossible, Touise,” he eried.

“You do not know what you are say-
ing. He is beyond the enemy's lines!™

“Ah—but—but he is—coming! Wa-
ter—water!"—he placed the drink
quickly to her lips—‘coming, Rich-
ard! Bring him—I am dying—tell
him— am dying—I—Louise—dying!
Nanon! Nanon!”

“I am a soldier,” he said, “sworn
fn my country’s defense. My life be-
longs to my country—not to myself.
No one would give me permission to
go on such an errand. And if 1 were
captured I should die as the spy dies!”

“Richard—you and I—are—in God's
presence!™ ‘

“Yes; in the presence of God!™

“Would . lie—oh, would—I le—
now?” !

MNG.”

“Kneel here—TI shall tell yon—now!
¥ swear in His presence—I have loved
no man in life—but you—but you!”

“Hush!”™ he whispered, chilled and
shocked, seeking to release his hand.
“Believe, oh, believe mel”

“I cannot!™

“Believe!™

“I canmot—I womid f—"
“Believe—beli~ve me-—Richard.” Her

hands tore feebly at a slender chalf
that had slipped down into her bos-
om, and drew a little locket into view.
He recognized it.

“I believe you,” he said, gently, at
length. And be did: he had never
doubted it in his heart.

“It is the last prayer of the wom-
an—who in all these years—of suf-
fering—shame—has loved you! Go
to him! He will come—my child's
life—save the child for—her mother’s
sake! Let me see her!”

The soldier had faced every danger
of the baitlefield without a tremor.
In the presence of this woman’s awful
agony his heart failed him. “The lost
papers—duplicates—duplicates! Rich-
mond is yours—Lee's army—de-
stroyed!” He stood up then, and was
eool, his eyes reading her pale face
as an open book. He turned to the
door.

“Surgeon,” he said, “come to this
poor girl. Louise, I will retyrn.” He
rode to headquarters and laid before
his chief all the facts. A long dis-
cussion followed.

“It is & desperate venture, general,
and if I fail—death! I know that.
But if I succeed, it may mean life
for many a man in this army. Still,
let me be frank; I shall go not for
that alone.”

“The decision is with you, eclonel.
My advice 15 against your plan. And
yet—if that informnation opened the

road to Richmi: t would mean
Gen. Somers."”
“I have your permission?” There

was no answer. *“l shall start in 30
minutes, then,” said Somers. The
general gave his hand in silence and
turned away.

“Avoid capture,” he said, sadly.
Day by day famuiar faces were pass-
ing from him.

“I shall not be captured. If it
comes, it will be a soldier’s death,”
was the reply. He reentered the pres-
ence of Louise clad in the uniform of
a confederate captain. The old ne-
gress was with her, and, hat in hand,
& young man, her son, was delivering
& message to her. Somers caught
enough of the words to gather that
he came from Richmond.

“How did you pass through the
lines?” he asked, abruptly. The ne-
gro grinned and was silent. “Can you
guide me through—quick, man,
speak.” The negro looked at the
uniform.

“Yes, sah. But it's er long ways
now—an' through the swamp, too.”

“Louise, for your sake and the
child's I shall try. If I return mo
more—it will be because I—have
failed!”

“Come—to me, Richard—kneel. And
mow, God—bless you. '"Tis a sinful
woman's prayer—but He will hear—
even me, a murderess!”

“Murderess! Louise!™

“I tried to kill him—tried to emnd
ft! I fired to kill in my despair—it
was the wrong man: I saw dimly—
through the blinds—another woman's
room—under the light of a matech
only—and I killed him—an innocent
BRBRL™ S . i a0
-mmud—mmm
blinds—a year ago?"

“Ah, you heard of it?"

*“I was the man.”

“It cannot be!™

“It was a wing-room. She was
kneeling before me, and the bullet
struck here!™ He drew aside his hair
and rested his finger upon a white
spot. “Brodnar—"

“God i® comforting me,” she whis
pered. “The rest will come.” Tears
streamed down her cheeks from her
closed lids. Somers chose the mo-
ment to leave her.

“Keep her alive until morning,” he
said, to the surgeon. “I will come
then—or mot at all” And then to
the negro: “Now, my boy, $100 in
sold if you guide me safelv into
Richmond and back. Will yon need a
horse?” The negro shook his head.

“No horse can cross whar | gointer
go.” He led away briskly into the
Chickahominy swamp, and when
Richard Somers found the stars again
he was within the lines of his ene-
my with the Richmond lights in
sight. Not uytil then did he remems-
ber that he Lad no knowledee of Ray-
mond MHaolbin wherealouts, He
stopped, amazcd that he had failed in
this vital matter,

“Do you kuow Mr. ITolbin in Rieh-
mond," he askoed of the negro, “Mr,
Raymond Holbin?"

“Yes, sah, ‘course I know him. We
all b’longs to es ma”

“What! Then that house back yon-
der! Whose is that?"

“Dat's his hous=e, sah, I reek’'n. Don't
nobody come cut but him, to see es lit-
tle gal.”

£

| “His girl! Her name—what is her
name?"

“Calls er Chicky most pgenerally.
Sometimes he called "er Nanen.”, Som-

eérs stopped then and stood with his
face toward the stars in breathless
reverie a few moments.

“My boy,” he said, “you saw the
woman who was shot?”

“Yes, sah.”

“She is dying; that is her child and
she does not know it. Here is all the
money I have with me; it is yours if
you will go buck with all your might
and tell her about the ¢hild. Do this,
my boy, and God will bless you.”

“How you gointer get back, mars-
ter?”

“Thatdoesn'i matterl—go! go! Here
is your money—be quick now!"™

“Bring it along wid you, marster.”
The negro vanished as a shadow with-
in a shadow.

“And now, Louise,” said the soldier,
as bhe plunged on into the city, “God is
comforting you!"

So far as the chance of detection
was concerned, Richard Somers was as
safe on the streets of Richmond that
night as in his own camp; but he re-
yalized that perhaps he had a difficult
task before him to find Raymond Hol-
bin. Ané if he found him, what then?

The city was in a turmoil. Excited
men and women crowded the streets
and wounded soldiers were on every
side. There was to be little sleep that
might in Richmond or in the next five
to come, for the fate of the city hung
in the balance during the seven days'
battle. Somers carried off his novel
experience bol!dly, and, passing into
the Spotswood hotel, he sought a diree-
tory. His search for Holbin's name
was at once successful, and, taking a
note of the address, he went forth and

-

His safety lay in the character of the
service he was rendering to the woman
to whom Holbin owed much. At Jeast
he argued so. How little he knew the
depths of villainy he was about teo
probe!

A polieeman directed him to the ad-
dress secured, and he found himself
before a spacious and pretentious man-
sion of the older style. There were
lights in front and he hesitated,
prompted by some intuition. If he
could get to the rear, he imagined,
and question a servant, the risk would
be less. There seemed to be a garden
and a wing, and vpon a side street he
found an entrance through an iron
gate, which stood ajar. Entering and
passing & horse tied in the shrubbery,
he approached the wing-room without
connecting the place with any impres-
sion of memory; but suddenly, as he
neared the closed door, the plashing of
a fountain smote his ear, and the expe-
rience of & memorable night rose to
mind. The iron gate, the gravel walk,
the shrubbery and the wing-room! All
were there; and above all the low mu-
sic of the fountain. Then, swift as a
flash of lightning, rose his promise. He
was pledged not to enter. But as he
stood, his mind confused and without
power to measure the significance of
the new facts, the door opened and a
young woman stepped out. The light
from the iron lamp swinging overhead
fell full upon her. He saw that her
face was womanly, sad, and beautiful,
a face hallowed by the sufferings of
others like unto those he had seen so
often in the convent and hospital. A
vague half memory of it arose in his
mind. He lifted his hat instinctively as
she paused in surprise,

“I fear you have made a mistake,”
she said, gently. “Whom do you seek ?”

At the sound of her voice he uttered
a low ery; and then—

“Frances!™

At the same instant she recognized
him and started forward; but, check-
ing the impulse, she drew back,
stunned and distr ssed.

“God has arranged it for us,” he said,
a glad note in his voice. *I have found
you without secking; I have looked
into your face without knowing—why
—what is it?" The girl had drawn be-
yond the reach of the arms stretched
out towards her and was sadly shak-
ing her head.

“What does it mean?” she said, in
fear, her voice trembling. “Why are
¥you here in that uniform?”

“Upon a mission requirimg the ut-

.

most secrecy, Frances; discovery
would cost me my life! I shall ex-
plain—"

“A spy! You a spy! Ah, I can believe
all the other things now—they told me
only the truth!™ She began to wring
her hands; but, suddenly drawing up
her slender figure, she said:

“Capt. Somers, leave these premiscs
at once—and Richmond, or —yes, even
I—will give you up to the law.” He
saw her mistake, but he wasas proud.

“You condemn me without a hear-
ing.” 5

“Your uniform, your presence in this
city condemn youl”

“Nn Somers was ever a spv 1 harve
risked my life to help a dying woman,”
he said, quietly. “I came here to see a
man named Raymond Holbin.”

“Raymond! What of him?*

“You know him, then?"

“Yes! Yes! He is here—in this
housel™

“Take him my message, and we pairt
for all time, Frances; tell him that
Louisg is dying—tell him to come here
b nn! "

“Louise! Oh, sir—wait!
not tell me who is Louise 2"

“A lovable woman whose life has
been a failure, It was she who fired
the shot that night—not at me who
once loved her, but at Holbin, as she
thought, the man who had brought her
nothing but sorrow."

Will you

Amazed and dumb, Frances was re-
garding him with guestioning eyes,

“And the child?" she began, weakly.

“Ah, there is the most pitiable part
of it. Holbin has never married Lou-
ise,” The girl covered her face aun in-
stant.,

“Forgive me,” she said. “I wronged
you—my fri 2

“You do n my husband. Solet
it be.”

*1 cannot.” = nswered, in rent
distress, *“w ink of my or

boys Jying I around me!l—
sone ay wihwg LSl

] | over, perl
but not now, not n

IBut oh, sir,"” she
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exclaimed, locking in terror about her,
“come inside, come in; the danger is
frichtful.”

Somers drew himself up and saluted.
“Kindly deliver my message. 1 shall
wait here.”

“*You must not—you shall not!

Quick, sir, into my room.”

“It is the room of a young girl,” he
said; “if 1 am discovered there the life
that 1 lose is nothing compared to her
loss!™ A struggle was poing on in her
heart. Her face was white, and a wan
smile dwelt upon it.

“It is your wife's room,” she said,
“and you will be safe there.”

He took the hand, touched his lips to
it, and suffered her to lead himin.

Above their heads, a woman, hearing
every word, leaned out a moment. The
upward glare of the swinging lamp lit
up her face, savage in its vindictive joy.
As Richard Somers entered the room
the woman overhead closed the blinds
gently. The floor she traversed gave
no warning to those below,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Barred.

Mrs. Blue—Are you going to join th
Aundubon club this winter?

Mrs. True—I intended to, but the
say bird's wings are all the style

millinery this fall, and [ don't see ho
I could possibly join and be consisten
—Detroit Free IPress.

Somewhat Different,
Tom—uid you ever notice with wha

style and grandeur Miss Flatleig
sweeps into a room?
Jack—Yes; but when it comes

sweeping out a room she isn't in |
with her poor old meother,—Cinecinnal
Enquirer.
Luck in Misfortune.

“Great guns!” exclaimed the absent
minded man. *1 just stuek the lighte
end of this cizar (n mv mouth.”
“How fortunalte *ou were in discon

Drepared himself for the final trial

————

ing it at one>, my varl” rejoined hi
wile.—Tit-Bits.
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BAD BOY IS CHECKMA'ED.

How a Wise 011 Bachelor Persanded
His Squallinz Nephew to Shut
His Mouth.

A bachelor is not usually credited
with a knowledze of the proper trezfis
ment of children, but sometimes, sayr
the Chicago Inter Ocean, they step ie
where angels fear to tread. A confirmee
specimen, who is pretty well on ir
Years and not very fond of children
went to see a married sister the othes
#ay, and found her trying to amuse hes
little boy, aged five years.

Not long after he arrived she stepped
out of the room to attend to s0me
household duty of other, leaving him
alone with the child The latter eyed

“CRY LOUDER!

him dubiously for some minutes. He
was a spoiled c¢hild if ever there was
one, and had no idea of making pro-
miscuous acquaintances. The bachelor
tried to make the little one laugh, but
all he got for his antics was a sour
look.

Finally, without any warning, the
child burst out crying. Here was a
quandary, to be sure. He didn’t dare
to pick the boy up and soothe him.
His attempts in a verbal line were dis-
mal failures What should he do?
Finally a thought st-.<k him. He
looked at the crying youngster, and
the crying youngster looked at him
through his tears. He was evidently
much pleased with the impression he
was making.

“Cry louder,” said he.

The child obeyed.

“Louder yet,” urged the bachelor.

A yell went up that would have done
credit to an Indian.

“Cry louder still,” insisted the man,
and the boy did his best to obey.

“Louder!” fairly howled his uncle.

“l won't!"” snapped the infant, and
he shut his mouth with a click and
was quiet for the rest of the day.

n

THE BLUFF THA" n

Mr. Staylate Attempts to Fool His
Better Half, But Instead Is
Fooled Himself.

A cloek in a near-by tower had just
tolled off the houg of 4 as he arose un-
steadily from the card table, where he
had sat for three hours, stretched his
weary limbs, bade his comrades good-
night and started in the direction of his
home.

After a half hour's walk, in which ail
the lamp post and telegraph poles in-
sisted on getting in his way, he arrived
at his home, took out his bunch of keys,
at last found the elusive kevhole and
softly opening the door and discarding
his shoes at the foot of the stairs,
climbed heavenward on all fours. With

“*YOU'D BETTER GO TO BED.”

cat-like footsteps he crept across the
threshold of his bedroom and proceeded
to undress. He heard his wife move
restlessly, which made him hurry, and
in doing so he upset a chalr., Stepping
quickly over to the cradle in the corner
he commenced to rock it violently.

“Is that you, John?" came his wife's
voice from the bed.

“Yes, dear."” he replied.

“Well, whal in the world are you do-
ing?"’ she asked.

“Why, I'm rocking this blamed kid to
gleep.”

“How long have you been there?”

“Since 11:30."

“Well, John, 1 think vou had better
get right into bed, as [ have the child
fn here beside me, and, moreover, I've
had him here ever since 11 ¢'clock last
night.”

Rich Wives for Aristocrats.

A company has been organized In
London for the procuring of wealthy
brides for impoverished aristocrats. A
percentage on the estimated wealth of
the bride is the fee for this work, to
be paid within a week after the mar-
Yiage takes place.

A Mean Trick.
Clara—Why in the world did you em-
gage yourself to that Mr. Hardhead?
Dora—He toolt me at such a disad-
vantage that 1 had to.
“Nonsense!™
“Oh, but you don’'t know. He !pro—
d to me in an ice cream saloon,
x?l knew perfectly well that if I
didn't accept him he wouldn't ask me
if I'd have another plate."— N. Y.

Weekly.
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