
'. "Errandl"J.SheVranV to the, 'hedge,
along thWtopof which H.hlRh'Whlte hat
was now seen $perambulating; ahe

¦¦> MiBs,Betty • waved her hand, staring

af teflthem', her.'eyesilarge .with'.'wonder.
She^ compressed her 'lips tightly:'""Er-
rand!" Th's was the friend; of child-
hood's,happy; hour, and they .had [hot
met Iiiv twn years ! ". ; ¦>

''

Itis a wicked thing that some woni«n.
should kiss when a men is by; in the
present Instance the gentleman became
somewhat faint. ;. ;
,.<"rm so glad-T-ftlad!" exclaimed Betty.
"Yoq were just cd fhihg> to "see me,

weren't' you? My father is.'inthe li-
brary. -Let me—

"' ; .
Miss Bareaud drew'back. ; "No, no!"

she Interrupted hastily and "with evi-
dent perturbation. "I—we" mustbeon
our way immediately. 1

'
Sh? threw a

glance at the gentleman. wh!ch let him
know that she .now comprehended hi>
gloves,

'

and why theiri|"stroll- had
trended toward Carewe' street. "Come
at once!" she commanded him quickly,

in an undertone. < . ~

. ''But how that you're here," said Miss
Betty, wondering" very much why he
was noX 'presented; to her, "won't you
wait and let me gather a nosegay for
you? 'Our pansies arid violets

—
V •

"I'could help," the gentleman sug-
gested, with the lotrk of a lame, dog at
Miss Bareaud. "Ihave been considered
useful about -a garden."

"Fool!" Betty did not hear the word
that came from MlssBafreaud's closed
teeth, although 'she was mightily surf
prised at |the visible agitation • of;;her
schoolmate, for the

*
latter's .y face .was

pale • and "excited. And^Miss Carewe's
aroazement; was complete -when Fan-
chon,^without V more words, cavalierly,

seized the gentleman's arm and' moved
toward the. streetiwithv.hlm as rapidly

as his; pVrceptlble reluctance to leave
permitted.. But at •the; gate. Miss .Ba-
reaudv turned and called back over
hef.; shoulder, as 'If. remembering the
necessity of offering,an excuse '

for^sd
remarkable a. proceeding: ."Ishall cbme
'again. very soQn!', Just now we are upon
an; errand of^grettt'lmpcrtance, Goqd-
'dayi;''. . ' ....;•:.,. -;>-. :.[, '¦•'¦

'
y. r;----;.^"*/:

Eight most kind In cushioning' the' feet'
.of cats.

'
; ¦

'
¦ '.

"Ah!Ididn't want-it that much!"
"

IVA'cat In the hand Is worth two
nightingales In the bush,", he said*
boldly, and laughed. "I would shed
more blood 'than that!"

Miss Bettv blushed like a southern'
dawn,;and, started, back" frc-m^; him::
From the convent but yesterday— and
she had taken a man's hand in both of
hers!

' ' , .' r-' '.", :. '

'¦It was to this tableau that the lady m,
blue

'
entered,," following the hunt

through the gates,* where. shfe stopped
with a discomposed' countenance. At
once, however, she advanced, and with
a cry of greeting,' ejiveluped Miss Betty
in a brief embrace, to the relief of the
latter's confusion. It :was Fanchon
Bareaud. now two,years, emancipated
from St. Mary's, and far. gone in taf-
feta. With her lusterful light hair, ab-
sent blue eyes, and her gentle voice, as
small and pretty as her face and figure.

it was not too difficult to Justify Crai-
ley Gray's characterization of her as
one of those winsome.; baggages who
had made an air of

'
feminine helpless-

ness the fashion of the day..

prehstu down a loose branch, and called
Ina tender voice .to lhe stranger whom
Fanchyn'. -had chosen ,should remain
nameless:

' ,
"Be sure to put gome salve on- your

hand!" •
He made a*. bow which just missed

being too lo'w, butldid miss it.
"It is there— already," he said \;iand,

losing his courage after, the bow! made
his speech with bo palpable ajgaep.be-f
fore the last >ord that the dullest perrson in the world could have seen that
he meant it.

Miss Betty disappeared;
There. was a;; rigidity of expression

abviit th« gentle,mouth of Fanchon
Bareuud; which vher companion did not
enjoy, Vis they went on their way. each
preserving an uneasy silence, until at
her own'door, she turned sharply upon
him. .."Tom

"
Vanrevel. .1 thought .you

were the steadiest— and,;now }you've
proved yourself the -craziest— soul' in
Rouen!" she burst out. "AndIcouldn't
say^worse !

" fj.';.'•'• ?'.'
"Why didn't you present me to her?"
ftEkod Vanrevel.. \lv

"Because;" Ithuusht ,a man oJ your
gallantry/ ;might%prefer':not to.face ''a
shotgun 'iii- the presence of.ladies! "^•. '.
'."Poo])!-'. • '.-¦ - •] ;
'¦'•' "Pooh!";' mirhjeked '.'Miss Hareaud.

"You can 'pooh' as much as -yt>u like,
but' if:he had; seen' us: from-the* windovv
-—','• Slie covered her r .face ~witlr,;her
lmnds for a moment; then dropped, them
and smiled upon him.

*
"Iunderstand

perfectly to what Iowe the pleasure'of

CHAPTER II.

SURVIVING EVILSOF THE REIGN
\ OF TERROR.

'

Does there exist an .Incredulous, or
jealous., denizen of another portion of
our co'untry who, knowing that the
room in the wooden cupola trver Mr.
Carewe's library "was commonly alluded
to by.Rouen as the "Tower Chamber,"
will prove himself so sectlonally preju-
diced as to deny that the town was a
veritable hotbed of literary interest, or
that teir"Walter, Sc<-tt was ill-appreci-
ated there? Some of the men looked sly,
and others grinned, at mention of this
apartment: but the romantic were not
lacking who spoke jof it in' whispers;
how the^llghts sometimes shone there
all night long, and the gentlemen drove
away, white! faced," in the dawn. The
cupola, rising above the library, over-
looked the garden, and the house, save
for 'that, was of a single story, with a
low: veranda running the length of its
front: The 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 Ions
hall which bisected the, house. The
stairway leading to the room In the cu-
poia rose In the library Itself, wh!i* the
bisecting hall afforded the only across
to the -library: hence, ths gossips.- well
acquainted "with the geography 6f tha
place, conferred Seriously together upon
what effect Miss Betty's homecoming
would have' In this connection; for any
one going to the stairway must needs
pass her door; and, what was, more to

the pi/lrit. a party of gentlemen de-
scending late from the, mysterious tur-
ret 'mjeht be not so quiet as they in-
tended, and the young; lady sufficiently
disturbed 'to Inquire' of h»r. father wh;it
entertainment he provided that should
keep his .-guests" until four in the, mim-

ing.
"But at 'present it was with the oppo-
site pnd of" the house that the town
was occupied, for there, workmen' were
hammering and sawing and painting all
day ..long. ,finishing the addition Mr.
Garewe was;building for his daughter'3
debut. 4 This hammering. disturbed Miss

a stroll with you this morning, and
your casual insistence on the shadl-
ness of Carewe street!" He laughed
nervously, but her smile vanished, and
she continued, "Keep away, Tom. She
is beautiful, and at St. Mary'sIalways
thought she had spirit and wit, too. I
only hope Crailey won't see her before
the. wedding! But It isn't safe for you.
Oo along, now, and ask Crailey pleaae
to come at three this afternoon."

This message from Mr. Gray's be-
trothed was all the one ill-starred Tom
conveyed to his friend. Mr. Vanrevel
was ordinarily esteemed a person of
great reserve and discretion; neverthe-
less there was one man to whom he told
everything, and from whom he had no
secrets. He spent the noon hour in fee-,
ble attempts to describe to Crailey
Gray the. outward appearance of Miss
Elizabeth Carewe; how she ran like a^
young Diana; what one felt upon hear-
ing her voice; and he presented In him-
self an example exhibiting something of
the cost of looking into her eyes. His
conversation was more or less Incoher-
ent; but the effect of It: was complete.

gence), but the open windows disclos-
ing a world all sunshine and • green
leaves, she threw. the book aside with
a good conscience, and danced out to
the garden..- There, coming upon/a'
fuzzy, white ball rollinginto/itself spir-'
allyon a lazy pathway, she pounced at
It. whereupon the. thing uncurled "with"
lightning swiftness, and ;fled^ rriore:ilk6.
a streak than, a kitten, 'down trie;' drive.'
through the i'otfi^i ga,te> and. into the

"

street, Miss Bi^iftlfull ery!&
Across the Way^he're Chanced to bestrolling^ younir lady In blue, '"accom-*panled bV a gentleman whose le'isurely-

sait gave no 'indication of the-ma-
neuvering he had done to hasten their
walk into its Present- direction. -He wasapparently thirty or thirty-one, tallvery straight, dark, smooth shaven'
his eves keen, deep set and. thought-ful, and his high white hat, white satin
cravat and careful collar were evi-
dence of an elaboration of toilet some-what unusual in Rouen" for the morn-ing; also, he was carrying a pair of
white gloves in his hand and dangled
a slender ebony cane from his wrist.
The flying, kitten headed toward the
couple, when, with a celerity only to be
accounted for on the theory that his
ey* had been fixed on.the Carewe gate-
way for some time previous to thn
sudden apparition, the

'
gentleman

leaped in front of the fugitive.
The kitten attempted 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—and Just as Misa „Carewe,
flushed and glowing, ran into the street
—the. small animal doubled, evaded
Miss Betty's frantic clutch, re-entered
the gateway, and attempted a disap-
pearance into the lilac bushes, instead
of going round them,' only t<5 find it-self, for a fatal two seconds. 1 in diffi-
culties with the close-set thicket of
stems.
In regard to the extraordinary agility

of which the pursuing gentleman was
capable, it is enough to say that he
caught* the cat. He emerged from the
lilacs holding itin one hand, his gloves
and white hat In the other, and pre-
sented himself before Miss Betty with a
breathlessness not entirely attributable
to his'exertions.

For a moment, as she came running
toward him and he met her 'flashing
look, bright with laughter and recogni-
tion and haste, he stammered. A thrill
nothing less than delirious sent the
blood up behind hts brown cheeks, for
he saw that .she, too, knew that thjs
was the second time their eyes had met.
Naturally, at that time he could not
know how many other gentlemen were
to feel that same thrill'(in their cases,
also, delirious, no less) .witKiihe same,
accompanying,

'
mysterious'

' '
feeling

which came - Just before M^ss Betty's
lashes fell, that 'one had found, at last,
a precious thing, lost long since in
childhood, err left, perhaps, upon some
other, planet in;a life ten thousand
years ago.

He could not speak at once., but when
he could,- "Permit me, madam,", he said,
solemnly, offering the captive,

"
to re^

store your;kitten.'.'
*

An agitated kitten should no- be de-
tained by clasping its waist, and val-
ready the conqueror was paying for,his
viBtory. There ensued *-aJ final, outra-
geous saulrm of despairf -two j frantic
claws, . extended, ;;Idrew.•:oTSe long red
mark across the stranger's Wist,' and
another down the, back of {'.is.hand to
the knuckles. They were gjJod, 'hearty
scratches. ,and the- blood fallowed the
artist's lines rapidly; but frf this the
young man took no note, f|ir he knew
that he was •

about to f,hear Miss
Carewe's .voice

;
for> the first iftlme..

,"They.^say. the best vi:ay. to hold
them, M he observed, "is'by; the", scruff
of'the neck." v "

:Beholding his wounds, suffered in Her
cause, she gave a pityingcry

5that made
his \ heart

'leap • with^1 the ¦ richness "and
sweetness o-f ¦ it.

-
Catching the kitten

from him! sbe'dropped.it to the, ground

in such wise as to prove nature's fore-

CHAPTER I.

Copyright by McClure, Phillips A Co.

A CAT CAN DO MORE THAN LOOK
AT A KINO.

IF was long, ago in the days when
men sighed when they fell In love;

when people danced by candle and• lanip^ and did dance, too. Instead of
solemnly gliding about; in that mellow•
time so long ago, when the young were
romantic and cummer was roses and

• wine, old Carewe brought his lovely
daughter home from the convent to
wreck the hearts of the jputh of Rouen.
.That was not a fjir Journey; only an

afternoon's drive through the woods
and by the river. Inan April longago;
Miss Betty's harp carefully strapped
behind the great lumbering carriage,
her guitar on the front seat, half-.buried under a mound of bouquets and
odfijy shaped little bundles, farewell. gifts cf her comrades and the good sis-. ters. In her left hand ehe clutched a
email lace handkerchief, with which she. now and then touched her eyes.
brimmed with the parting from Ei3ter
Cecilia. Sister Mary Bazilede, the. old
efon*-- st*>i>? and all the girls; but*for
every time that she li*ed the dainty
kerchief to brush away the edge of a
tear, she took a deep breath of the
Western woodland air and smiled at
least twice: /or the years of strict in-
closure within St. Mary's walls and
still garden were finished and done with

.and at last the many-colored world
flashed and danced in a mystery before•
her. This myetery was brilliant to the
consent, pirl because it contained men;

•she vcis Aper to behold it.
T: ey rumbled into town after sunset,

in th« fair Cvilight, the dogs barking
before them, and every one would have
been surprised to know that Tom Van-. rgvel. instead of Mr. Crailey Gray, was
the flrs.c to see her. By the merest ac-
Cident. Tom was Rtrolilng near the
Carewe ajlace at the time; and when• the carriage _<wung into the gates, with. rattle arid,clink and clouds of dust at
t!>5» finifa. it was not too soon lost be-
hind the shrubbery and trees tor Tom
to catrh something more than a glimpse
of a eray^klrt behind a "mound of flow-
ers, ana of a charming face with parted
l>ps and £ark eyes beneath the scuttle

.of 9a enormous bonnet. It happened
—

perhaps it is more accurate to say that
Tonjthought Ithappened— that she was
Just clearing away her veil when he

¦ turneC to look. She blushed suddenly,
eo much was xne% to be mistaken; and

; the eyes th«,-\t met his were remarkable•for ojjheJoreSeons than the sheer love-
*llness of them, in that, even in the one
.flash of them he caught, they meant so
rnany things at one time. They were
sparkling, yet mournful; and they were
w lFtful, although undeniably lively

¦jViUi tV>» gayest comprehension of the
recipient of their glance, seeming to
«^y. "Oh, It's you. young man. is it!"
An? they were shy and mysterious
wit»» youth, full of that wonder at the
worljwhich has the appearance, some-
times.*of wisdom gathered in the un-
known out of which we came. But,
above all. these eyes were fully con-
scious of Tom VanreveL

'¦ . '^Vithout realizing what he did. Mr.
Vanrevel stopped short. He had been

I swinging a walking-stick, which, de-• ecril£ng'a brief arc, remained poised
8 half £ay^ in its descent There was
only -that* one glance between them;

\ and the carriage disappeared, leaving
'••{¦fern of epring flowers In the air.

The young man was left standing on
the woode^i pavement in the midst of a
pre?t loneliness, yet enveloped in the
afterglow, his soul roseate, his being
quavering, his expression, like his cane.• Instantaneously arrested. With such
promptitude and finish was he disposed

'
of that had Miss Carewe been aware of
iAs name. and the condition wrought In

> him by the single stroke, she could have
feoupht on'V the terse Richard of Eng-
land for a like executive ability, "Qt£
wUh his head! So much for Vanre-
vel!"
• 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 regained with
the dazed young man as he went down
the street: and itmay have been three-
quarters of an hour later ¦when the
background of the picture became vivid
io him; a carefully dressed gentleman

with heavy brows and a handsome
high nose, who sat stiffly upright be-
eide the girl,his very bright eyes quite

i\« conscious of the. stricken pedestrian

as were hers, vastly different, however,
in this; that they glittered, nay. almost
bristled, with hostility: while every
polished button of his blue coat seemed
to reflect their malignancy, and to dart
little ecboicg shafts of venom at. Mr.
VanreveL

Tom Mas dismayed by the acuteness
of his perception that a man who does
ret Fpeak to you has no right to have
a daughter like the lady Inthe carriage,
and. the moment of this realization oc-
curring as he sat making a poor pre-
t<-rt-<' to eat his evening meal at the
"Kcruen. House." hp dropped his fork
rattling upon his plate and leaned back
staring at nothing, a proceeding of
which his table-mate, Mr. William
Cnmmings. the editor of

>

the Rouen
Journal, v.as too bUEy over his river
ba^s t«i takp not<\

"Have you heard what's new in
to"-}!^" asked Cumniings presently,

lo^Vinjr vr>.
••No," taid Tom truthfully, tor he had

seen what was new, but not heard It.
"Old Carewe's brought his daughter

home. Fanchon Bareaud was with her

at St. Mary's until last year; and
Fanchon says she's not only a great
beauty but a great dear."

"Ah!" rejoined the other with mas-
terly indifference* "Dare

—
dare

say." .
"No wonder you're not interested,"

said Cnmmings cheerfully, returning t»
the discussion of his bass. '.The old
villain will take precious good care you
don't come near her."

Mr. Vanrevel already possessed a pro-
found conviction to the same effect.
Robert Meilhac Carewe was known not
only as the wealthiest citizen of Rouen,

but also as its heartiest and most stead-
fast hater: and, although there were
only five or six thousand inhabitants,
neither was a small -distinction. For
Rouen was ranked, In those easy days,
as a wealthy town; even as 4t was
called an old town: proud of its age

and its riches, and bitter in its politics,

of course. The French had built a fort
there, eoon after .LaSalle's last voy-
age, and. as Crailey Gray said, had
settled the place and had then been set-
tled themselves by the pioneer militia.
After the -Revolution. Carolinians and
Virginians had come, by way of Ten-
nessee and Kentucky; while the adven-
turous countrymen from Connecticut,
traveling thither to 'sell, remained to
buy

—
and then sell

—
when the country

was in its teens. Incourse of time the

HUle trading-post of the Northwest
Territory had grown to be the' leading

center of elegance and culture In the
Ohio Valley—at least they said so in
Rouen; only a few people in the coun-
try, such as Mr.Irving of Tarrytown,

for instance, questioning whether a
center could lead.

The pivotal figure, though perhaps
not the heart, of this center, was un-
questionably Mr. Carewe. and about

him the neat and tight aristocracy of
the place revolved: the old French
remnant, having liberally intermarried,
forming the nucleus, together with de-
scendants of the Cavaliers (and those
who said they were) and the industri-
ous Yankees, by virtue (if not by the
virtues) of all whom the town grew

and prospered. Robert Carewe was
Rouen's magnate, commercially and
socially, and. until an upstart young

lawyer named Vanrevel struck into his

power with a broad-ax, politically.

The wharves were Carewe's; the ware-
houses that stood by the river, and the

line of packets which plied upon It,

were his; half the town was his. andCtU
Rouen this meant that he was porff

sessed of the Middle Justice, the higrji
and the low. His mother "was a'

French woman, and, in those days,

when to go abroad was a ponderous

and venturesome undertaking, the fact

that he had spent most of his youth in

the French capital wrought a certain
glamor about him; for to the American,

Parlf was Europe, and it lay shimmer-
ing on the far horizon of every imagi-

nation, a golden city, Scarce a draw-
ing-room in Rcuen lacked Its fearsome

engraving entitled "Grand Ball at the

Tullerles," nor was Godey's Magazine

ever more popular than when It con-
tained articles elaborate of similar
scenes of festal light, where brilliant
uniforms mingled with shining jewels,

fair locks, and .the white shoulders of
magnificently dressed duchesses, coun-
tesses, and ladles., (Credit for this de-
ecripticm should be given entirely to the
above mentioned periodical.) Further-
more, a sojourn in Paris was held to
confer a "certain nameless and in-
describable polish" upon the manner
of the visitor: also, there was some-
thing called "an air,of foreign travel."

They talked a great- deal 'about polish
In those days; and some ..examples still
extant do not deny their^justiflcation;
but in the case of Mr. Carewe,* there ex-
isted a citizen of Rouen, one already
quoted, who had the temerity to de-
clare the polish to be in truth quite
nomeless and indescribable for the rea-
son that one cannot paint a vacuum.
However, subscription to this opinion
ehould not be over-hasty, -since Mr.
Crailey Gray had been notoriously a
rival of Carewe's with every pretty
woman in town, both having the same
eye in such matters, and also because
the slandered gentleman could assume
a manner when he chose to, whether or
not he possessed it. At his own table
he exhaled a hospitable graciousness
which, from a man of known evil tem-
per, carried. the winsomeness of sur-
prise. When he wooed, Itwas with an
air of stately devotion, combined with
that knowingness which sometimes off-
sets for a widower the tendency a girl
has to giggle at him; and the combina-
tion had been, once on twice, too much
for even the allurine; Crailey.

'. ¦

Mr. farewe lived in an old-fashioned
house on the broad, quiet, shady street
which bore his name. There was' a
wide lawn in front, shadowy under elm
and locust trees, and bounded by thick
shrubberies. A long gard.n. fair with
roses and hollyhocks, lay outside the
library windows, an old-time garden,

with fine gravel paths and green arr
lors: drowsed over in summer time by
the bee*, while overhead the locust
rasped h's rusty cadence's the livelong
day; and a faraway sounding love note
from the high branches^ brought to
mind the line, like an old refrain:
"The voic* of the turtle was heart In thf land.

Between the garden and the carriage
gates there was a fountain "where a
bronze boy- with the dropsy (but ¦not
minding it) lived in a perpetual bath
from a green goblet held over hia head.
Nearby, a stone sun dial gleamed
against a clurap of lilac bushes; and It
was upon "this >pot{that; the, white
kitten introduced Thomas Vanrevel to
Miss Carewe. / ;

Upon .the morning after her -arrival,
having finished- her pianoforte prac-
tice, touched, her. lyrp twice, and ar-
pepgioed the Spanish Fandango on her
guitar, Mies Betty read two.paragraphs

of Gilbert (for she was profoundly de-
termined to pursue her task with,dili-

Betty, who had become Xirrost.as Du?y

with the French devolution as with her
ir.antua-maker. F"or she hadtfouncl in

her father's library many.b»oks.not for
convent shelves; and fahe bad become a
Girondin. . . ?. .... "-...

She founrl memoirs, histories .and
tales of that delectable, period, then not

•so dim with time but that the. figures

of it were mo:fr than tragic; shadows;

and for a week thf-re,wa3.r.o riieal in
that house to which ;§he sat down
-earlier than half'an hoiir'late. She had
a rightfulproperty-interest in the Rev-
olution,: her" own great-uncle having

been one of those who "suffered:" not.
however, under 'the ¦.guillotine; for to

'Georges Mellhaj: appertained the rare
distinction of.death by accident on the

,day. ..when . the business-like young

Bonaparte played upon the -mob with
his cannon.^ ¦-.-¦.••¦ .'.•

There were some yellow,letters of this
great-uncle's in a box which-had be-
longed,to her grandmother, a rich dij-.

covery tor Miss Betty, who read and
re-read them with eager and excited:
eyes,. livingmore InParis with George*
and hia friends than in Rouen with.her,
father. Indeed, she had little.else to
do. Mr.1Carewe

'

wai no- comrtdi for^
her, by far the reverse. She,.seldot»-
»aw him, except at the. .table.,when l»v
sat with averted eyes, and t»
her very little: and. while making flab-;.
orate preparation for her introduction ,
to his friends (such was his phrase).
he treated her with a perfunctory, civ-
ilitywhich mad'e her wonder l£.b.«r,adrl
vent was altogether welcome tQ .him;,
but when1she noticed ; that his. halir_
looked darker than usfuaT about every,'
fourth day, she began to

'understand,
why he appeared' ungrateful *to her for/,
growing up. He went but a graat^deaV;
though no visitors came'to.th* h0tw«!,
for it was known that Mr. Carewej de-*
sired tb present his daughter tb no on«

~

until he presented her to alL Fanchon
Bareaud, indeed, made^ne hurried' and
embarrassed call; evading Miss B-tty'»

reference to the chevalier of the.Wtten^
with a dexterity too -'nlmbfe to be
thought unintentional.

"

Miss
> Carewe

was forbidden -to return Tier friend's
visit until after her debut: andrMr.

.Carewe explained that ihere
'
was

'
al- '¦

ways some worthless young men hang-
ing about the Bareauds'. where (he did
not add) they interfered with a worthy

old one -who desfred to honor Fanch6n'»
older sister, Virginia, with his atten-'
tlons. r -

;;.V
This was no great hardship for jllss

Betty, as since plunging into the Revo-
lution with her great-uncle, she "had *

lost some curiosity concerning: the "men
of to-day, doubting that they

-
would

show forth as heroic, .as deborinalr," gay
and tragic as he. He. was the legen- •

dary hero of her childhood; she remem-
bered her'mother'* stories of him;per-
haps more clearly" than ''she' remem-
bered her-mbther; and one of the older'
ulsters Bad known

*"
him'/fh Farte • d

had talked of Mm at-length/ giving thV
flavor of his" dandyism and his beauty"
at first hand to his 'young, relative-.-' H*~
had ¦ been- one"- of "those hardy young-
men; wearing ¦ unbelievable garments,

-
who began to appear In the garden of
the Tullerles with- knives in their"
sleeves and cudgels -in their hands,
about April.1794, and whose dash and
recklessness inmany matters were th«

first intimations that the Citizen Tal- ¦

Hen was about to cause the Citizen
Robespierre to shoot himself through *

the Jaw.
• ¦..;¦¦¦' • *

In the 'library hunic a- small.' tail-'
length drawing of Georges.' Hone In
color by Miss Betty's grandmother;'

and this she carried to her own room
and studied long: and ardently, until
sometimes the1:man himself seemed to
stand before her. In.spite of toe fact
that Mile. Metlhac had not a,distin-

guished talent? and M.« Mellhac's ".;te»- •

tures might have been anybody's.
-
It

was to-be seen, however, that ht wu
smiling. : . "

Miss Betty had an Impression that
'her grandmother's' art of portraiture

would have been more successful .-with
the profile than the "full-fac«." .Never.
tbeless, nothing could be more clearly

indicated than that the hair of M. Mell-
hac was very yellow, and hia short.
huge-lapelled

-
waistcoat,

"
striped .with

scarlet. An enormous cravat covered
his chin; the heavy collar. of his yellow

coat rose behind hls-ears; while Its tails \
fell to his ankles: and the tlght.trou-
sers of white and. yellow stripes wer»

tied with,white ribbons about- the mid-
dle of the calf;;he wore white stocking*

and gold-buckled yellow shoes,- a>d on ¦

the back of his head a Jauntily] cocked
black hat- Miss Betty Innocently, won-
dered why his letters did not speak cf-,

Petioti.- of Vergniaud, or of Pumouxiex,.

since in the historical novels which sh»

read the hero's . lot was inevitably

linked with that of every one of Impor-

tance in his generation; ¦* yet Georges

appeared to have been unacquainted

with these personages.
_Robespierre, bet-

ing the only name of consequence men-,

tioned in.his letters; and then It ap-
peared in much the same. fashion pracr.

tised by.her father, in alluding• to.the
Governor of the State- who had- the

'misfortune to be unpopular with.Mr.
Carewe. But . this did .not dim ,*her.

¦great-utfcle's luster in ,Miss' IBetty's..
eyes, nor lessen for her the.- pathetic

romance of the smile he wore. ."
Beholding this smile, one remembered,

th* end to which his light footsteps had
led him, and it was unavoidable Jo.
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 one. small, cynical

speech, murmured to himself, cdncetp-
irig the.inutility of a gentleman's get-
ting shot by his friends. for 'merely be-
ing present to applaud them. So,..fan-

cying him thus, with his yellow hair.,

his scarlet-striped waistcoat and; his
tragedy, the young girl felt;a share pf
family greatness, or at least of pic-
turesqueness.. descend. to her. And she
smiled sadly back upon the. smile in
the picture; and dreamed about its orig-

inal night;, after night.
Whether -or not another figure, thttt

of a ;dark youhg.man In' a hat.,
Vkitha white kitten etching his wrist in
red, 1found any place in her dreams at
this period tt"} împossible to' d^ter,-
mine. .She, did not see him aw*in. Itis
quite another thing, hazardpu9^to yeu-
turr. to 'state that lu^dld'npt see'hff.'
At all events., it is certain .that many
people, who had never beheld her were
talkfb'g of her; that Koueri waa full of

IN view of the iurpriting
dearth of really good book*
daring the past season. some of those that made

their appearance a year or more
ago are now enjoying a re-
niarkable new popularity; none
more so than "The Two Van-
revels," by Booth Tarkington,
which may. however, be better
accounted for by the fact that
t.his las>t creation is said to/be
by far the best novel ever writ-
ten by the talented young au-
ihnr "of "Monsieur Beaucaire
and "A Gentleman From Indi-
ana." It is a <tirrin& story, and
?a prent h.-.s been the demand
for it that the Sunday Call, fol-
lowing its literary policy of giv-
ing its readers the very best

American literature obtainable,

has secured it by special ar-
rangmtitts wi'h the publishers.
ft'Cvi'.l therefore be printed
complete- in the Sunday Call
Mapnrine in four installments

—
an offer never before equaled
in the West. "The Two Van-
revels" cannot be secured any-
where in any other form for
less than five times what it will
cost you in the Sunday Call.

THE :SAN' FRANCISCO -SUNDAY GALU
2

THE TWO VANREVELS


