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(CONTINUED,)

cCHAMTER XIX.
1LL CUMMINGS had abandon-

ed the pen for the sword until

such e as Santa Anon |

should ery for quarter, aud
had left the office In charge of an -
ported substitute, but late that night !
Le came to bis desk onee more (o write
the story of the accident to Corporal
Gray, und the tale that he wrote had
been aleeady put Into writing by Tom

Vanrevel as It fell from Cralley’'s lips
alter the doctor had come, so that none
might doubt It. No cae did doubt it
What reason had Mr, Carewe to injure
Cralley Gray? Ounly five in Rouen
knew the truth, for Nelson bhal gone
with hLis master, and, except Mamlie,
the other servants of the Carewe house-
Bold bad been among the crowd In

front of the Rouen House when the
shot was fired,

80 the story went over the town how
Crailey had called to say goodby to
Mrs. Tanberry; how Mr. Carewe bap-
pened to be examining the musket his
fatber had carried In 1512 when the
weapon was aceidentally discharged,
the ball entering Crailey’s breast; how
Mr. Carewe, stricken with remorse and
horror over this frightful misfortune
aud suffering too severe anguish of
mind to remain upon the scene of the
tragedy which his carelessness had
made, had tled, attended by his serv-
ant, and bow they had leaped aboard
the evening boat as it was pulling out
and were now on thelr way down the
river.

And this was the story, too, that Tom
told Fanchon, for it was he who brought
ber to Cralley. Through the long night
ghe knelt at Cralley's slde, his hand al-
ways pressed to her breast or cheek,
her eyves always upward and her lips
moving with her prayers, not for Cral-
ley to be spared, but that the Father
would take good care of him in heaven
till she came. “I had already glven
him up.” she said to Tom meekly In a
emall volee. “I knew It was to come,
and perhaps this way I8 better than
that—1 thought it would be far away
from me. Now I can be with him, and
perhaps I shall have him a little longer,
for he was to have gone away befote
noon."

The morning sun rose¢ upon a fair
world, gay with bird chatterings from
the big trees of the Carewe place and
pleasant with the odors of Miss Betty's
garden, and Cralley, lying upon the
bed of the man who had shot him,
hearkened and smiled goodby to the
summer he loved; and, when the day
proke, asked that the bed be moved so
that he might lie close by the window.
It was Tom who had borne him to that
room. *“I have carried him before
this,” he sald, waving the others aside,

Not long after sunrise, when the bed
fhad been moved near the window, Cral-
ley hegged Fanchon  to bring him a
miniature of his mother which he had
£Ziven her and urged her to go for it
terself, He wanted no hands but hers
to touch It, he sald. And when she
had gone he asked to be left alone with

“Give me your hand, Tom,” he sald
faintly. *“I'd like to keep hold of it a
"minute or 8o. I couldn't have said that
. yesterday, could I, without causing us
both horrible embarrassment? But I
fancy I can now because I'm done for,
That's top bad, isn't t? I'm very
young, after all. Do you remember
what poor Andre Chenier sald as he
went up to be guillotined ?—'There were
things In this head of mine!" But I
want to tell you what's been the mat-
ter with me. It was just my being a
bad sort of poet. I suppose that I've
never loved any one, yet I've cared
more deeply than other men for every
lovely thing I ever saw, and there's so

little that hasn't loveliness o It, I'd
be ashamed not to have cared for the

beauty in all the women I've made

love to—but about this one—the most
beautiful of all—1"—

“She will understand,"
quickly.

“She will—yes—she's wise and good.
If Fanchon knew, there wouldn't be

said Tom

even a mewory left to her, and I don't |

ean be done
| want me to go easlly, or yon wouldn't

“Iours, Crailey 7" Tom's hand twitch-
ed pitifully in the other's feeble grasp.
“1 know it's only a few."

“Theyre all fools, doctors!
el Vianrevel tiereely.

“No, no. And 1 know that nothing
You all see it, and you

.

exciunim-

let me have my own way so wmuch. It
frightens me, 1 own up, to think that
so soun 'l be wiser thaa the wisest In
the world, Yet I always wanted to
know. [I've sought and I've sought--
but now to go out alone on the senrch—
it must be the search, for the Holy
Grall—I1"—

“Please don't talk,” begged Tom in a
broken whisper, "for mercy's sake, lad,
It wears on you so."

Cralley laughed wenkly. *“Do you
think 1 could die peacefully without
tolking n great deal?
I want, Tom—I want to see all of them
onece more, all the old friends that are
going down the river at noon. What
harm could it do?
come by here on their way to the boat,
with the band and the new flag. But

A=k 'em to play ‘Rosin the Bow," will
you? I've never believed in mournful-
uess, and I don't wand to see any of it
now. It's the rankest implety of alll
Aud, besides, I want to see them as
they’'ll be when they come marching
howme—they must look gay!"

“Ah, don’t, lad, don't!” Tom flung
one arm about the other's shoulder, and
Cralley was silent, but rested his hand
gently on his friend’s head. In that at-
titude Fanchon found them when she
came,

The volunteers guthered at the court-
house two hours before noon. They
met each other dismally, speaking In
undertones as they formed in lines of
four, while thelr dispirited faces show-
ed that the heart was out of them, Not
80 with the erowds of country folk and
townspeople who lined the streets to
see the last of them, for these, when
the band came marching down the
street and took Its place, set up a royal
cheering that grew louder as Jefferson
Bareaud, the color bearer, earried the
flag to the head of the proceszion. With
the recrults marched the veterans of
1812 and the Indilan wars, the one
legged cobbler stumping along beslide
General Trumble, who looked very de-
Jected and old. The lines stood In
silence and responded to the cheering
by quietly removing thelr hats, so that
the people whispered that it was more
llke an Odd Fellows' Sunday funeral
than the departure of enthusiastic pa-
triots for the seat of war. General
Trumble's was not the only sad face In
the ranks. All were downcast and nery-
ous, even those of the lads from the
country, who had not known the com-
rade they were to leave behind.

Jefferson unfurled the flag, Marsh
gave the word of command, the band
began to play a quickatep, and the pro-
cession moved forward down the cheer-
Ing lane of people, who waved little
flags and handkerchlefs and threw
their hats in the alr as they shouted;
but, contrary to expectation, the parade
wis not directly along Maln street to
the river. “Right wheel! March!"
commuanded Tapplngham hoarsely,
waving his sword, and Jefferson led
the way Into Carewe street,

“For God's sake, don’t ery now!” and
Tappingham with a large drop streak-
Ing down his own cheek turned savage-
ly upon Lientenant Cummings. ‘““That
Isn't what he wants, He wants to see

ug lcoking cheerlng and smiling. We
cau do It for bim this once, I guess! 1
never saw him any other way."

“You look very smiling yourself!"
snuffled Will.

“I will when we turn in at the
guates,” retorted the captain, “On my
soul I swear I'll kill every snifling
' {diot that doesn't! In line, there!" he
stormed feroclously at a big recruit.

The lively strains of the band and
the shouting of the people grew louder
and louder in the room where Crailey
lay. His eyes glistened as he heard,
and he smiled, not the old smile of the

worldly prelate, but merrily, like a
child when musiec Is heard. The room

think she'd live. And. do vou know, I | Was darkened, save for the light of the

belleve I've done a favor for Miss Bet-
ty In getting myself shot, Carewe will
never come back, Tom, was ever a
man's knavery so exactly the architect
of his own destruction as mine? And
for what gain? Just the excitement of
the comedy from day to day, for she
was sure to desplse me as soon as she
knew, and the desire to hear her volce
say another kindly thing to me, and

the everlasting perbaps in every woln- |

an, and this one the heart's desire of
all the world! Ah, well! Tell me—I
wiant to hear It from you—how many
hoyrs does the doctor say ¥

one window which fell softly upon his
head and breast and upon another fair
head close to his, where Fauchon knelt,
In the shadows at one end of the room
were Miss Betty and Mrs. Tanberry
and Mrs. Bareaud and the white hair-
ed doctor who had said, “Let him have
his own way in all he asks,” Tom
stood alone, elose by the head of the
couch,

“1Inil to the band!" Cralley chuckled
softly. “How the rogues keep the
time! It's ‘Rosin the Bow,' all right!
Al, that is as it should be. Mrs, Tan-

There's one thing ‘

I want them to |

I want the bhand to play cheerfully! |
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comimon, if you'll let me flatter my- ‘
gelf so far. We've always believed in
good cheer, you and I, eh? The best |
of things, even if things are bad, dear |
lady, eh?"

“You darling vagabond!” Mrs. Tan
berry murmured, trying to smile back |
to him, .

“IHark to 'em!" said Cralley. “They're
very near! Only hear the people cheer |

won't they? And how right that is!”

and over the hedge gleanmed the on-
coming banner, the fresh colors flying
out on a strong breeze. Crailey greeted
it with a breatliless cry. “There's the
flag—look, Fanchon, your flag!—wav-
ing above the hedge, and it's Jeff who
carrles It. Doesn't it always make you
want to dance! Bravo, bravo!”

in the street, and the music ceased.
Then, with a jubilant fourish of brass
and the roll of drums, the band struck
up “The Star Spangled Banner,” and
Jefferson Bareaud proudly led the way
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**Here they come!l"

through the gates and down the drive-
way, the bright sllk streaming over-
head. Behind bim briskly marched the
volunteers, with heads erect and cheer-
ful foces, as they knew Corporal Gray

Ishing his sword in the air,

‘“‘Here they come! Do you see, Fan-
chon?" crled Cralley excitedly. “They
are all there—Jeff and Tappingham and
the two Madrillons and WIll, the dear
old fellow—he'll never write a decent
paragraph as long as he lives, God
bless him!—and young Frank—what
deviltries I've led the boy into!—and
there's the old general, forgetting all
the tiffs we've had, God bless them all

on earth are they taking off their hats
for? Ah, goodby, boys, goodby!"
They saw the white face at the win-

farewell, and Tappingham halted his
men,

“Three times three for Corporal
Gray!" he shouted,

how to keep the smile upon his lips,
“Three times three, and may he rejoln
his company before we enter the Mex-
| lean capital!”

them! They'll ‘march away so gayly, |

The vanguard appeared In the street, |

The procession halted for a moment | i o wigh.

wished to see them, thelr captain flour- |

and grant them all a safe return! What |

dow and the slender hund fluttering its |

managing some- |

cheers that they gave.  The procession
desceribed a eirele on the lwn ang
then, with the bhand plaving aml ecolors
fiying, passed out of the gates and took
up the mareih to the wharf.

“The flog, the og!™
ley, following It with his cres, I
shows vou helped make it, Fanchon,
It's s0 beautitul, Al Tom, they've
sold we abunsed it sometimes, It was
only that we loved It so well we dido’t
| like to =ee any one make it look silly

or menn. But, after all, no man can
' do that—no, nor no group of men or
| party! 1lis voice grew louder as the
| lnst strains of the music eame more
| faintly from the street.  “They'll take
| your hanner across the Rio Grande,
| Fanchon, but that is not all-some day

its stars must spread over the world!

Don't you all see that they will?”

After a little while he elosed his eyes
The doctor bent over him
quickly, and Miss Betty started for-
ward unconsclously and erled out.

But the bright eyes opened agaln and
fixed themselves upon her with all thelr
old gay Inscrutabllity.

“Not yet,” said Cralley. *“Miss Ca-
rewe, may I tell you that I am sorry I
could not have known you sooner? Per-
haps you might have liked me for Fan-
chon’s sake, I know you care for her."”
| "1 do—1 do!” she faltered. *“I love
| her, and—ab—1 do like you, Mr. Gray,
for 1 know you, though 1 never—met
you until—last night. God bless you—
God bless youl"

She wavered a moment, like a llly in
the wind, aud put out a hand blindly.
“Not you!" she sald sharply as Tom
Vanrevel started toward her. Mrs.
Tanberry came quickly and put an arm
about her, and together they went out
of the room.

; “You must be good to her, Tom,"”
| aald Crailey then In a very low voice.

“1¥" answered Tom gently, “There
was never a chance of that, lad."

“Listen,” whispered Cralley, *“Lean
id.own—mH!uaer." He cast a quick
| glance at Fanchon, kueeling at the oth-
| er side of the bed, her golden head on
| the white coverlet, her outstretched
| hand clutching his, and he spoke so

tone that only Tom could hear,

“She never eared for me. She felt
that she ought to, but that was only
because I masqueraded In your his
tory. She wanted to tell me before 1

for me. She was telling me that when
he called from the window. It was
at the dance, the night before, that she
knew, I think there has been some one
i else from the first—God send it's you!
{ Did you speak to her that night or she
| to you'?t"

“Ah, no,” said Tom Vanrevel.
the others."”

Mrs, Tanberry and Betty and Mr,
Bareaud waited in the library, the two
women buddled together on a sofa,
with their armws round each other, and
all the house was very still, By and
by they heard a prolonged, faraway
cheering and the steamer's whistle
amd knew that the boat was off., Half
|nn bour Iater WIll Commings came
| back alone, entered the room on tiptoe

and sllently sank into a chalr near Mr.
| Bareaud, with his face away from
Miss Betty, Ile was to remalin in Rou-
en another week and join his regiment
with Tom, None of the three appeared
to notlee his coming more than dimly,

“All

berry, you and | bave one thing In | He beat the time for the thunderous | and he sat with his face bowed in his

¢lose to Tom's ear and In so low a |

went away that there was no chance |

hands and did not move.

Thus perhaps an hour passed, with
only n sound of footsteps on the gravel
of the driveway now and then and n

A .. | low murmur of volces in the rear of
whlspered Cral |

the house, where people came to ask
after Cralley., And when the door of
the room where he lny wias opened the
four watchers started as at a loud ex-
plosion. It was Mrs. Bareaud and the
old doetor, and they closed the door
agnin softly and eame in to the others,
They had left Cralley alone with Fan-
chon and Tom Vanrevel, the two who
loved him best,

The warm day beyond the windows
became like Sunday. No volces sound-
| ed from without in the noon hush,
though sometimes a little group of peo-
ple would gather across the street to
eye the house curiously and nod and
whisper., The strong, blue shadows of
the veranda pillars stole slowly across
the white floor of the porch In a less-
ening slant and finally lay all in a
line, as the tall clock In a corner of the
| library asthmatlcally coughed the hour
| of noon, In this jarring discordance

there was something frightful to Miss
| Betty. She rose abruptly, and, lmperi-
ously waving back Mrs, Tanberry, who
would have detalned her—for there
was in her face and manner the lgelp-
ient wildness of control overstrained to
the breaking point—she went burried-
ly out of the room and out of the
house to the old bench In the garden.
There she sank down, her face hidden
In her arms; there on the spot where
she had first seen Cralley Gray.

From there, too, had risen the sere-
| nade of the man she had spurned and
| Insulted, and there she had come to
worship the stars when Crailey bade
her look to them, and now the strange
young teacher was paying the bitter
| price for his foolerles, and who could
| doubt that the price was a bitter one?
To have the spirit so suddenly, eruelly
riven from the sprightly body that was,
but a few hours ago, hale and alert,
obedlent to every petty wish, could
dance, run and leap; to be forced with
such hideouas precipitation to leave the
warm breath of June and undergo the
lonely change, merging with the shad-
ow; to be flung from the exquisite and
commonplace day of sunshine into the
appalling adventure that should not
have been his for years, and hurled Into
| 1t by what hand—ah, bitter, bitter price

| for a harlequinade! And, alas, alas, for
| the brave harlequin!

A gentle touch fell upon her shoulder,
and Miss Betty sprang to her feet and
screamed. It was Nelson who stood
before her, bat In hand, his head deep-
ly bowed.

“Is he with you?" she cried, clutching
at the bench for support.

“No'm,” answered the old man hum-
| bly. “I reckon we all ain’ goin' see dat
man no mo'."

“Where 1s he?"

“On de way, honey; on de way.”

“The way—to Rouen!” she gasped., _

('I'o be Continued )
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Here Is Rellef for Women.

Mother Gray, a nurse in New York,
discovered an sromatic pleasant herk
cure for women's ills, called Austral-
jan-Leaf, It is the only certain
monthly  regulator. Cures female
wenknesses and backache, kidney,
bindder and urinary troubles, At all
druggists or by mail 50 cents. Sample
free. Address, The Mother Gray Co,,
LeRoy, New York.
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