
"What did he say?" she asked, her
curiosity getting the better of her.

"He laughed.
'

Said that the South
had need for such as I,"he replied with
sturdy honesty, "but that he would
take great pleasure in killing me when
the~war was over if we were both
spared." .' ¦

"Well, sir,Was not that a fine reply?"
"It was. Itwas a,gentleman's an-

swer. Iadmired him for it and told
him so. At the same time Itpld him
that he must cease his attentions to
you."

"By what right do you dare"
cried the girl almost choking with sud-
den and indignant protest.

"No right. Unless my love for you,
•with a desire to serve you, greater than
everything save my devotion to that
flag yonder, can excuse me."'

"And that cannot. Unless love be re-
turned it entails no rights whatsoever."

"And you do not love me?"
"Love you?" cried the girlscornfully.

"Iknow yam don't, but won't you?"

"You do -not dislike me?**

"Do.you love Lacy?"
"I.will not allow

t
you to question me";

"You must answer - me," • said the
man, taking her almost savagely by

the
"arm, and in^splte of.herself she

thrilled. at his ',touch.
.'.'You hurt me.". 'said the g\fL
"Nonsense! ~.You"hurt me more than

iVdo. Do.you'; love this man?"
."Why not? fHe'. has 'his fallings, his

weaknesses, but he fights against them,

he tries to overcome them. The whole
South knows hlni, loves him for.his
deeds, pities him for his fallings. And

"Yes? Tou what?" /
-

; "You shall see. -Meanwhile; r before
you depreciate a fellow soldier. Why
don't you 'do- something yourself T You
aiVnot liithe!same class." ."'¦•-. ".

•1 wouldn't say that. Miss Olen, ifI
were you," exclaimed

-
., Major Lacy,'

quietly entering the long room, through
one cf

'
the long windows opening . on

the
"

veranda.
'* "Ah]''Bempland/

*
have"

you told your little.tale?"

I*y that unkind remark! she .,lost a
larg-e part -of her. advantage.' ..

jj "As you say," he;, returned wincing
under her cruel thrust, but persistent,

•"but we are not discussing me, now,
but Lacy."

¦ "Speaking of wickedness, you would,
better discuss yourself, Ithink, than
him." . ' ¦ • . ; '.., .:

"Iwill not be put off in this way.
Miss Fan-

—
¦" . .

"Miss Glen, please," she interrupted,
but he paid no attention. . *'
¦¦' "Lacy is. well' enough as a soldier.
There is much to commend in him. He
has^ the manner of a gentleman when
he wishes to display it',but nevertheless
he is not a fit person to be entrusted
with the future of a lovely, pure, inno-
cent young girllike you." :

"Shame! Shame!" cried the. girl.
"You may cry .'shAme* upon me,", he

•went on calmly, "and Irealize, of
course, that Iam censurable in speak-
ing thus of my rival." .-'

"You flatter yourself."
"How Is that?"

y "You are no rival of Major Lacy's."'
"No? Well, then, as a friend."
"Of his?" .
"Of yours." . :
"Nor are you a friend of mine.". .
"Well, then; as an enemy, a fobl| any-

thing! .I"want to tell you that nothing
but unhapplness awaits you Ifyou en-
courage him. Iknow him,11tell you. I
know what sort of a man he is. Un-
stable as water, fickle, dissipated—" •=
. "I'llhear no more!" cried the. girlpas.
slonately, turning her" head, attempting
to leave the"'room.

"Excuse me," said the man coolly,I
preventing her by. occupying the door-
wayv "You shall hear me!. And¦hear
thls'flrst of all. Iam.not saying. any-
thing about Major Lacy which Is not
a matter of vpnbllo :;knowledge , and.
which Ihave not' said to him directly,
and which Iwould tnot -repeat In his

¦'iyesence.''
-
.*''"'."¦'

. "You;tell me that
*• ..... "You do not believe me?** • ,?

'
"Ibeg: to assure you, Miss Glen, upon- my
'

word.of^honors—end Jt' has not been'
doubted', heretof ore-Hthat • I. told% him <

/ these \very things not longer ,than;halfi
"an'hour ago." And"IInformed him that'
Iwas going to;tell.you." :

had '.repaired, to,FanitKiL-t^lep'si = house
--and 'there Wad repeated;- standing erect
and Ilooking down upon'Vh'er ,beiKled-•head,^ what he had said 'so- bften'jwiVh'

•his,eyes-:arid ohce'at least;with his lljis.'
.fromthi33>ea in.the ward— that he loved
her.andTwaitftd her-fdf his" wife..

' '

-.Pleasant, thing Lt was for her to hear,
too: . : .'

And Fanny Glen had, not rejected
him; neither had she accepted him. >

She had pleaded for time, -.she had
hesitated and would have been lost had
Sempland been as -wise as he was brave.
Perhaps he wasn't quite master of him-
self on- account of his experience in
war, and his lack of it in women, for
he instantly conceived that her hesita-
tion was due to some other cause than
maidenly incertitude, and that Harry
Lacy, of whom he had grown mightily
jealous, was at the bottom of it.

He hated and envied Lacy, More, he
despised him for. his weaknesses and
their consequences. The two had been
great friends once, but a year or two
before the outbreak of the* war they
had drifted apart.

Sempland did not envy Lacy any tal-
ents that he might possess, for he waa
quite confident that the only thing he
himself lacked had been opportunity-
Fate had not been kind to him, but the
war was not yet over. Consequently,
when he Jumped to the conclusion that
Fanny Glen preferred Lacy, he fell into
further error and made the frightful
mlBtake of depreciating his rival.

Assuming with masculine Inconsis-
tency that the .half acceptance she .had
given him entitled him to decide her
future, he actually referred to Lacy's,
well-known habits and bade her have
nothing to do with him.

CHAPTER IL

SHE. HATES THEM BOTH.
"You are," he Bald at last,

'ra lonely,
unprotected young girl. Where youcame
from or what you have been doesn't
matter to me. Iknow what you are.
'And that is whyIlove you. You have
no father, or brother to advise you. , I
must do it and Iwill,much as it pains
me.

'
Ifyou won't take my affection you

must my counsel"— he called it counsel,
"but only an expert could have distin-
guished Itfrom command— "you do not
know this man Lacy. He is a dissolute,
abandoned— ~"

I'StopJ'V cried the girl. "To me he Is
always a gentleman-^a hero." { '

.'The man Isbrave enough, m admit.
And he has done some fine things." ',¦-..¦

"Yes,, while other men have escaped
dangers by being made prisoner."

"Yes." . *

"Exposed me to this young lady?"
"

"Ihave."
"And condemned me as - an utter •

scoundrel, a blackguard?"

"Not quite. Itold"the truth;" replied
Sempland calmly, "jus'tas Isaid to you
Iwould, and. for that Iam ready, to
answer in any way you please." "We
can settle the -matter when tho war'Is
over." -'• > • '• • . • .

"Very well. Wliat did you say. Miss
Glen?" continued Lacy, turning to the
girl.
"Itold him it wasn't true," burst out

the girlimpetuously.
"Ah, but Itis." said Lacy softly. "I

am all that he says, and more."
•.• . "But look at what you have done." :

"But little after all. Iheard you
reproaching Sempland for wSat he
had not done when Icame in. That
isn't fair. No braver man lives than
.Rhett Sempland. Why, did it not take
courage to defy me. to tell roe to my
face that Iwas a scoundrel, a black-
guard? And it took more courage to.
defy custom, convention/propriety, to
come here and tell

"
you . the same

• things. No. Miss Glen, Sempland only

lacks opportunity. Fortune has not
been kind to him. In that settlement
after the war there will be struggle,
I'llwarrant you,"

'

. ."See! He can speak nobly of you,"
cried Fanny Glen, turning reproach-
fullyto Sempland.

"Inever Baid he was not a gentle-
man, could not be a gentleman,' that
is, when he was

—
when he wished to

be one, that fs. as well as a hero.
'

He'
has good blood in him, but- "that
doesn't alter the case. He Isn't a fit

.match for you. or for any woman. I'
am not speaking for myself.' Iknow
my case is hopeless

""
"Gad!" ilaughed Lacy, '"you^ have

. tried ». then ? and? lost?- It's my- turn
then. Miss Glen, you have heard- the
worst of me this afternoon; I;have

'been a drunkard, a scoundrel." I-have
fallen low, very low. But sometimes
Iam a gentleman. Perhaps in your

•presence Imight.always be. Ican't
, tell. I'm not sure. Will you take me
for.your lover,. and* in-good time.your-
husband, under such, circumstances?
Faith> I'm. afraid it'llnot be 'for bet-
ter/but for worse." .......... ¦.
• -; Semplahd' said nothing. He would
not interfere now. ,Fanny Glen must
ianswer for herself. He clenched his
teeth and strove ,to control himself.

•In;:spite of his efforts, however, the
blood flamed into his dark face. Fanny

;^G,len grew very white, her blue eyes

.shone. like,stars, in the pallor of her
iface "under her fair" hairl She hesi-

tated. She looked from one to tha
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CHAPTER L
r

—
HERO VERSUS GENTLEMAN.

]F there was any person that Miss
Fanny Glen especially detested and
to whom ehe was determined she
would not submit it was a master-

ful man. And if there ever was—if ap-
}> arances counted for anything— a
masterful man on earth,
Rhett SeaiDland, at that moment, was
he.

» Th» contrast between the two was
amusing, or would have been had not
tli-' iUrcosphere been so surcharged
v.-ith passional* fueling, for Rhett
Beapl&ttd MMsix fr-et high if he was
au Jnch. vhfle Fanny Glen by a Pro-
crustean extension of herself could just
n.ar.ape to cover th» live-foot mark;
yet «?;:<-h was th^ spirit permeating the
c:na!ltr fijsr-jre that there seemed to be
v<> ;rr#-at disparity, from the standpoint
Oi combatants between tliem after alL

Ithett Sempland was deeply in love• [fll"liss Fanny Glen. His full con-
f ;oup:>eFs of that fact shaded his at-
te-ipto-d mastery by ever so little.

He was pure of the state of his affec-
tions and by that knowledge the weak-"
*»r. for Fcr.ny Glen was not at all sure
that she was in love with Rhett Semp-
Iar.d. That is to say. she had not yet
realized it;perhaps better, she had not
yet admitted the existence of a recipro-
cal passion in her own breast to that
*hc liad Jor.rr since learned had sprung
up Inhis. By' just that lack of admis-
i!cn she was stronger than he for the
moment. When Ehe discovered the un-
doubted fact that she did love Rhett
flerrpland her vlewp on the mastery of

would probably alter
—

at least for
a tlnie! Love, In its freshness, would
m&ke her a willingslave: for how long,
events only could determine. For some

a lifetime, for others an hour
en!y can elapse before the chains turn
frtm adornments to shackles.

The anger that MIsa Fanny Glen felt
at this particular moment gave her a
temporary reassurance as to some ques-
tions which had agitated her—how
xnech she cared, after all for Lieuten-
ant Rhett Sempland, and. did she. like
fclin better than Major Harry Lacy?
Both Questions were Instantly decided
In the negative

—
for the time being.

Eh* hated Rhett Sempland, per contra,

at that moment, she loved Harry Lacy.
For Harry Lacy was he about whom
tbe difference began. Rhett Sempland.
confident of his own affection and hope-

ful as to hers, had attempted, with
zncscrullne futility and obtuseness, to
prohibit the further attentions of Har-
ryLtcy.

Just as good blood, au fond, ran In
Harry Lacy*s veins as In Rhett Semp-
lacd's, but Lacy, following In the foot-
steps of his ancestors, had mixed his
vith water that Is not water because
Itis fire.

He "crooked the pregnant hinges" of
thr elbow without cessation, many a
time and oft. and all the vices

—
as they

usually do
—

followed en train. One of
the oldest names in the Carolinas had
b$;n dragged in the dust by this latest
d*5?nerate scion thereof. Nay, in that
dust Lacy had v.allowed

—
shameless.

persistent, beast-like.
Lacy, therefore, the Civil War

earn* as a godsend, as Ithad to many
another man in like circumstances, for
It afforded another and more con-
renial outlet for the wild passion beat-
In?: out from his heart. The war sang
to him of arms ar.d men—ay. as war.
has sung since Troia's day, of women,
too.

He did not give ever th- habit* of a
lifetime, xvhich. though .short, had been
hard, but he leavensd them, temporar-
ilyobliterated them even, br splendid

feats of arms. Fortune was kind to
him. Opportunity smiled upon him.
T.'as it running the blockade off
Charleston, or parsing through the en-
emy's lines with dispatches !n Virginia,
or heading a desperate attack on Little
Round Top InPennsylvania, he always
Von the plaudits of men. often the love
cf women. And in It all he seemed to
be.'ir a charmed life.

When the people saw him Intoxicated
on the streets of Charleston that winter
of *C3 they remembered that he was a
hero; when some of his more frightful
transgressions came to light, they re-
called some splendid feat of arms and
condoned what before they had cen-
sured.

Wow he happened to be In Charles-
ton was because he had been 6hot to
rieccs at Gettysburg and had been

?•ett down there to die. But die he
would not, at least not then. He would
dot have cared much about living, for
fee realized that, when the war was

ever, ha would speedily sink back to
that level to which he habitually de-
scended, there being nothing to engage
his energies, but his acquaintance with
Miss Fanny Glen 1had altered him.

Lacy met her in the hospital and
there he loved her. Rhett Sempland
met her in a hospital, too. Poor Semp-

land had been captured In an obscure
skirmish late in 1831. Through some
hitch in the matter he "had been held*
prisoner In the North until the, clos« ;
of 1S63, when he had been exchanged*"
and. wretchedly ill. he had come back'
to Charleston, like Lacy, to die. '-._. ,;.

He had found no opportunity for dls->
tlnctlon of any sort. : Ther^ was n.?';
glory about his situation, but prison;

life and fretting had made him ehoVr
what he had suffered." At.the hospital;-
then, like Lacy, he too had fallen in
love i\ith Miss Fanny Glen. . ' >

By rights the hero, not of this story,
perhaps, but the real hero, was much
the handsomer of the two—it is always

so in romances; and romances— good
ones, that is—are the reflex of life..Such
a combination of manly beauty with
unshakable courage and reckless auda-
city was not often seen as Lacy exhib-
ited. Sempland was homely. Lacy had
French and Irish blood in him and he
showed it. Sempland was a mixture
of sturdy Dutch and English stock. Yet
if women found Lacy charming they in-
stinctively depended upon Sempland.

There was something thoroughly at-

tractive in Sempland.. and Fanny Glen
unconsciously fell under the spell of his
strong personality. The" lasting.impresf

Fion Tvhlch the .gay^ty 'and; passionate \

Abandon of Laey could, hotr 'make,

Sempland had pf/ected, and the girl.was
already powerfully under his Influence >

—stubbornly resistant, nevertheless.
She was fond of both men. She lox*ed

Lacy for the dangers he had passed,

and Semp'.and because she could-notv
help it;which marks the relative qua\-?
Ity of her affOtions... Which ;one- 8K<^
loved the bettor until thd.^hienV'.at
which the story open's she could not-
have told. ,'. . '

'_¦ •..
Nobody knew anything about F,anny

Glen. At least there were two facts
only in possession of the general pub-,

lie concerning her. These, how«ver.
were sufficient. One was that she was
good. The men In the hospital called
her an angel. The other was that she
was beautiful. The women of the city

could not exactly see' why the men
thought bo, which was confirmation
strong as proofs of Holy Writ!

She had come to Charleston at the
outbreak of the v/ar accompanied by

an elderly woman of unexceptional
manner and appearance who callea
herself Miss Lucy Glen, and described
herself as Misa :Glen*s\ aunt.
They had taken a house' in the fashion-
able quarter of the city—they were not
poor at any rate

—
and. had Installed

themselves therein With their slaves.
They nade no -attempt .to enter .into

the social life of theVcIty and .pnly;be-

came prominent when Charleston" be"-
gan to feel acutely the hardships of the
war which it had done. more than, any
other section to promote.

Then Fanny Glen showed her quality.
Avast hospital was established and the
young women of the city volunteered
their services.

The corps of nurses was Ina state
of constant fluxion. Individuals came
and went. Some of them married pa-
tients, some of them died with them,

but Fanny Glen abided.
Not merely because she stayed while

others did not, but perhaps on account
of her innate capacity, as well as her
tactful tenderness, she became the chief
of the women attached to the hospital.
Many a sick soldier lived to love her.
'Many another, more sorely stricken,

died blessins her.
In Charleston she was regarded as

next in Importance to the general who
commanded the troops and who. with
hisBhlps. his forts, his guns and his
man. had been for two years fighting

off the tremendous assaults that were
hurled upon the citj( from the Union
ironclads and ships far out to sea. It
was a point of honor to take, or to hold.
Charleston, and the Confederates held
it till1665! .

Fanny Glen was a privileged cnarao-
ter. therefore, and could go anywhere

and do anything, within the lines.
Under other circumstances there would

have been a thorough inquiry by the
careful Inhabitants of the proud strict
Southern city into her family relation-
ships: but th* v:ar was a great leveler,
people were taken at their real value
•when trouble demonstrated It, and few
questions were asked. Those that were
asked about Fanny Glen were not an-
swered. Itmade littledifference then.

Toward the clo6e of 1863. • however,

there was an eclipse i" the general
hospital, for Fenny Glen fell 111. ,

She was not completelj' recovered
early in 1864, when she had the famous
Interview with -Rhett Sempland, but
there tias not the slightest evidence of
invalidlsm about her as she confront-
ed him that. afternoon InFebruary. ._

Wounded pride, outraged dignity,
burning ¦.indignation,

'
supplied health

enough for a regiment of convalescents.
The difference between the twoculmin-
ated Ina disturbance which might apt-
ly be called

-
cyclonic, for Sempland on

nearly the first occasion
'
that he had

been permitted to leave the hospital
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The girl a*axed; from ,oc«4to/fit5»(efi«r
In Indignant;bejwtldef^e^t.^j'tsueVj'wa«
an Ideal lover." iJUjcJcfdcIlks
a stern master acd eb«4hated

;«,in«&t«r.
She made a half step toward the'hand-
sorner and slighter man, and a half turn
toward the homelier 'and stronger. In
her heart .of hearts she found in that
moment whom she preferred. And as
love Is wayward, in the knowledge

came a surprise for her
—

and itbrought
shame. Lacy was handsome .and gal-

lant and distinguished, in spite of all,
but Sampland was strong— a man In-
deed. :

- "
j "Oh." she cried, looking at him, "if
you only had dona something great.

or
"

"What!" he cried, his face alight.
But she -turned Instantly away. In

her words Lacy, subtler and raora used
to women, read her preference and hl»
rejection. But he smiled bravely and
kindly at her in splta of his knowledge.

"Major Lacy." she said, giving him
her hand, "Iesteem you,Ihonor you,
Irespect you. Ido not believe what
this

—
what has been said about you.

But I.do not lova >ou." She drew
away from him. "You were mistaken.
There is no choice between you, for 1
love neither of you. .Ida not love any-
body. Ihate you both!"she flashed out
Inconsistently. "Now go! Idont want
to se« either of you again."

She buried her face Inher handa aad
burst Into tears.
"Iwilldo something to desarre your

praise," said Sempland In his deep
voice, turning away.

"Miss Glen.", said Lacy most gra-
ciously (Fanny Glen's ¦ presence
seemed to call all that was good inhim
to the surface), "no one has respected
me, or trusted me. or honored me aa
you have, for years. 8emplasd cannot
rob me of that even though he should
win you. Good-by, and if It be not
grotesque from me, may. God bits*
y°U!

" '
'-¦*.'•*

CHAPTER~ni.
HOW THE OPPORTUNITY WAS

PRESENTED.

\ "Well, Sempland," said Lacy* with
astonishing courtesy and forbearance
under all the circumstances, as ho over-
took the older man plodding along the
shaded street, "you don't seem to -be
In much greater favor with the yeans
lady than I." ,

"Lacy." returned the other, "you did
well this evening. You are not rood
enough for Miss Glen, Istill think.
Nobody la for that matter, but you less
than other*. My opinion of yen, you
know

" i'i•>
"Faith, all th* world may know It

apparently!"
"That's unjust. Ihava never men-

tioned it to any one and should not
have expressed it to Miss Glen had It
not been to save her. But you showed
the stuff that was in you, that used
to be In you, to-night. Itwas fine. I
thank you for having aald J* he
paused.

"What?" asked Lacy.
"Why. that about my not having.

had a chance, you know." t
"On. that was a trifle."
"Iknow. But not many men would

have s<ild itat the time."
"Itell you what it is, Cempland. jI

like you. Ialways havtf liked you.

When I—<r
—

dropped out of the old set,

you know, before the war, Ididn't
mind givingup any one so much as you.

AndIwas sorry for you to-night Tou
hadn't had a chance. God knows Ilove
the girl, but Iam not the man for her.
Iwould break her heart In a month.
Tou don't know women. Itake It,but

Ithink she will.be yours In the end. I
give her to you." . i »

4<She Is not yours to gtra."
¦ "No. Iknow she lsnt. ButIwith-
draw inyour favor." . *>r
¦ "Idon't want that sort of a fair field,

Harry," went on the other man, un-
consciously dropping Into the familiar
form of- boyhood, which caused Lacy's

face to flush withpleasure; "Iam sur«

she loves you. Ithought It was Iat

first, but eincfl.thU afternoon Ihave
changed my mind. Why can't you be
different? You are not a fit man to
marry

'
any honest woman now, and

whenIthought of your record Idoubt-
ed that you ever would be. Iwas sura
you would not, but—see here, old man!
Throw the past aside! A fellow that's
got it In him to do what you have
done for the South— why can't you con-
trol yourself? Turn over a aaw leaf. I

"love her, too. She's more to me than
life itself, but her happiness la more
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