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¢ Two Vanrevels |

'._ By BOOTH TARKINGTON,

| Author of “The Gentleman From Indiana” and “Monsieur Beaucaire”
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These two youug men wore members
of n caverful band who feasted, nueh-
aol, wrangled over polities, daneed,
made love amd sang terrible chords on
summer evenings together, a8 young
men will, Wil Camnings, cditor of
the Rouen Journul, was one of these, |

n tall, sallow man, very thin, very |
awkwarl and very gentle. Mr. Cum-
mings proved himself always ready

with a lowd apd friendly laugh for the
poorest joke in the world, his countes |
nanee shining with such Kindness that |
no one over had the beart to reproach
Ll with the evils of his Journalistic
performances or for the things he broke
when he daneed.  Another was Tap-
piugham Marsh, an exceedingly lmnd-l
®ome person, somoewhat languid in ap- |

pearance, dalnty in manner with wom- |
en, offhand with men, almost as reck-
less ns Cralley and often the latter's
companlon and assistant in dissipa-
tion. Young IFFrancis Chenoweth never |
falled to follow both into whatever
they plannsd, He was short and pink,
and the uptilt of his nose was colierent |
with the appealing earnestness which
wis habitunl with bim, Eugene !\lu-l
drillon was the sixth of these intimates,
a dark man, whose Latin eyes and col-
or advertised his French ancestry as
plainly us his emotionless mouth and
Juck of gesture betrayed the mingling
of another strain, l

All these and othkrs of the town
woere wont to “talk polities” a great
deal at the little elub ou Muain street,
amd all were apt to fall foul of Tom
Vanrevel or Crailey Gray before the
end of any discussion. For those were
the days when they twisted the lion's
tail in vehement and bitter earnest,
when the eagle sereamed In mixed fig-
ures, when few men knew how to talk
and many orated, when party strife
was savagely personal, when tolerance
waus ealled the “pure fire of patriot-
fsm,” when eriticism of the existing
order of things surely incurred fiery
anathema and black invective, and
brave was he, Indeed, who dared to
hint that his country as a whole and
politically did lack some two or three
particular virtues and that the first
step toward obtaining them would be
to help it to renlize their absence, .

This latter point of view was that of
the firm of Greay & Vanrevel, which
was a unit in such matters. Crailey

«llill most of the talking, quite beauti--
|
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Sang terrible chords on summer evenings.

rfully, too, and both bad to stand against
odds In many a sour arguwent, for
they were not only abolitionists, but op-
posed the attitude of their country In
its diffleulty with Mexico, and, In com- *
mon wih other men of the time who
took thelr stand, they had to grow ac-
customed to belng called disloyal tral-
tors. foreign toadies, mallgnants and
traducers of the flag. Tom had long
bLieen used to epithets of this sort, suf-
rfering thelr sting in quiet, und was
glad when he could keep Crailey out of
worse employment than standing firm
for an unpopular bellef,

There was one place to which Van-
revel, seeking his friend and partner
when the Intter did not come home at
night, could not go. This was the tow-
er chamber, and it was in that mysteri-
ons apartment of the Carewe cupola
that Crailey was apt to be deeply occu-
pied when he remained away until
daylight. Strange as it appears, Mr.
Gray maintained peculiar relations of
Intimacy with Robert Carewe In spite
of the feud between Carewe and his
own best friend, This intimacy, which
did not necessarlly lmply any mutual
fondness, though Cralley seemed to
dislike nobody, was betokened by a
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furtive understanding of a sort be-
tweon them. They held brief, enrnest
conversiations on the street or In cor-
wers when they met at other ]n-nph"ﬂ'
Liouses, always spenking in volees too
low to be overheard, and they exercised |
A mysterious svinbolism, somewhat in |
the manner of fellow members of a
secret soclety.  They had been ob-
served to communicate neross crowided

! roomis by lifted eyebrow, nod of head
for a surreptitious turn of the wrist,

2o that those who observed them knew
that n question had been asked and an-
swored,

It was noticed also that there were
five other Initintes to this masonry— |
Eugene Madrlllon, the elder Cheno- |
weth, General Trumble, Tappingham
Marsh and Jefferson Bareaud. 7Thus

{on the afternoon following Miss Bet. |

ty's Introduction to Rouen’s favorite
gons and daughters Mr, Carewe, driv-
ing down Mnain street, held up one
forefinger to Madrillon as he saw the |
young man turming In at the e¢lub.
Eugene nodded gravely and as he went
in, discovering Marsh, the general and
others listening to Mr. Gray's explana-
tion of hig return from the river with
no fish, gtealthily held up one finger In
his turn. Trumble replied with a wink,
Tappingham  podded, but  Crailey
slightly shook his head. Marsh and the
general started with surprise and star-
ed ineredulously. That Crailley should |
shake his hend! If the signal had been
for 1 church meeting they might have
understood.

Mr. Gray's conduct was surprising
two other people at about the same
time —Tom Vanrevel and Fanchon
Bareaud; the former by his sudden de-
votion to the law; the latter by his
sudden devotion to herself. In a breath
he became almost a domestic charae-
ter.

Miss Bareaud was even happier than
she was astonished —and she was
mightily astonished—to find her be
trothed developing a taste for her so-
clety alone, Formerly she had counted
upon the gayeties of her home to keep |
Crailey - near her; now, however, he
told her tenderly he wished to have her
all to himself. This was not like him,
but Fanchon did not question,

The Bareawd house wus the most
hospitable in Rouen, Mrs. Bareaud, a
southerner, loving to persuade the vis-
itor that her home was his, not hers,
lived only for her art, which was that
of the table, Mr. Bareaud at fifty had
lived so well that he gave up walking,
which did not trouble him, but at slxty
he gave up dancing, which did trouble
him. His only hope, he declared, was
in Cralley Gray's promise to invent for
bhim a concave partner,

There was a thin, gquizzing shank of

a son, Jefferson, who lived upon qul-
nine, ague and deviltry, and there were
the two daughters, Fanchon and Vir-
ginia. The latter was three years old-
er than Fauchon, as dark as Fanchon
was falr, though not nearly so pretty,
a sma!l, good natured, romping sprite
of a girl who had handed down the
heart and bhand of Cralley Gray to her
gi=ter with 1the best grace in the world,
For she bad been the beroine of one of
Mp, Gray's half dozen or so most seri-
ous wlffalrs, nnd after a furlous rivalry |
with Mr, Carewe the victory was gen- |
erally conceded to Cralley.  His tri- |
umph bad been of abont o fortnight's
duriation when Fanchon returned from
St. Mary's, aud with the mdvent of the
younger slster the elder, who had de-
clded that Cralley was the Incompara-
ble she had dreamed of gince Infancy,
wis generously allowed to dlscover
that he was not that vision; that she
had fallen in love with her own ldea
of him, whereas Fanchon cared only
that he be Cralley Gray.

To be in love with Cralley became
Fanchon's voeation, She spent all her
time at it and produced a blurred ef-
fect upon strangers, Nor was she
alone in suspectiug Mr. Gray of gen-
lus. In the first place, he was so odd;

| Nevertheless Crafley still bow s

in the second, his poems were “already

attracting more than local attention," |

as the Journal remarked generously,

for Cralley had ceased to present his |

rhymes to that valuable paper.
Boston no less was his mart,

Aye,
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Embroideries
For which we are
Headquarters

1 inch wide, 3¢ yard.
2} inches wide, 5¢ yard.
3 inches wide, 8c yard,

5 inches wide, 10c yard.,

Other widths at equally
low prices.

By —

Burson Hose, the only stocking without a
Made to fit at the ankle and NOT
Stockings with extra
large tops for fleshy ladies.

shape.

Some Bargalns
in Stockings

Infants’ Stockings at 10
15 and 25¢,

Misses' Stockings at
124, 15 and 18¢.

A fine, dressy stocking at
25¢.

Bovs' Stockings at 10, 15
and 18c¢.

10,

“No Mend” Stockings,
with extra linen knee, at
25C. ,

Fancy Lace and Embroidered Sﬁbclgiiigs in the
very latest designs.

India Linons

L

Worth more, but sell

at following prices:
27 inches wide, 8¢ yard.
52 inches wide, 124¢ yard.
36 inches wide, 15¢ yard,
40 inches wide, 20c¢, 25¢.
L.ong Cloth at 15¢ yard.
Nainsook at 20c yard,

f, NEWHOUSE, Dry Goods, Laces.

him, as every one had hoeretof i
agreed, the most dexterons wyltor o

his day and the most notable humor's
of any day. Of course the Luci<hman
had not visited and thoroughiy stadivg

such a city as Rouen, Crailoy eon
fessed twinklingly; Dbut, alter  all,
wasn't there some truth In “Martin

Chuzzlewit?" Mr, Dickens might have
been far from a clear understanding of
our people, but didn’t It argue a pretty
ticklish vanity In ourselves that we
were so flercely resentful of satire, and
was not this very heat over “Martin
Chuzzlewit” a confirmation of one of
the polnts the book had presented

| against us? General Trumble replied

to this suggestion with a personal one
to the effect that a man capable of say-
ing a good word for so monstrous a
slander—that a man, sir, capable of de-
claring hls uative country to be valn
or sensitive, ought to be horsewhipped, |
and at this Cralley laughed consum- |
edly.

Trumble retorted with the names of |
Benediet Arvold and Aaron Burr.
“And If it comes to a war with these
greasers,” he spluttered apoplectically,
“and it Is coming, mighty soon, we'll
tind Mr. Gray down In Mexico throw-
ing mud on the stars and stripes and |
cheering for that one legged horse
thief, Banta Anna! Aunything to seek |
out some thing foolish among your own
prople!™

‘Don’t have to seck far sometimes,
genceal ' murmured Cralley from the |
depths of the best chalr in the eclub,
whereupon ‘I'rumble, not trusting him- '
sell to answer, went out to the street, » |

CIHAPTER V.

ISS CAREWIE was at her desk,
writing to Sister Cecilla,
whom she most loved of all
the world, when the bells

startled ber with thelr sudden clangor.

The quill dropped from ber hand, she |

| started to her feet, wide eyved, not un-

derstanding, while the whole town,
drowsing peacefully a moment ago, re- |
sounded immedintely with a loud con- |
fusion. She ran to the front door and |
looked out, her heart beating wildly, |
The western sky was touched with a
solt vose color, which quickly became a

| warm glow, fluctuating, and in the |

instant shot up like the coming of a
full aurora, Then through the broken
follage of the treetops could be seen
the orange curls of flame, three-quar- |
ters of a mile away though they were. i

People calling loudly that *it was |
Carewe's warehouses" were runnlng?
down the street. From the stable old |
Nelson on her father's best horse came
gulloping and, seeing the white figure |
in the doorway, cried out In a quaver-
ing volce without checking his steed: ‘

“I goin' to tell yo' pa, Miss Betty.
He in de kentry on lan’ bus'ness. Go

He was rather radical in his literary | back In de house, missy!"
preferences and burt the elder Cheno- |

weth's feellngs by laughing heartily at
some poems of the late Lord Byron,
offended many people by disliking the
style of Bir Edward Bulwer and even
refused to adwit that James Fenimore
Cooper was the greatest novelist that
ever lived, But these things were as
nothing compared with his unpatriotie
defense of Charles Dickens, Many
Americuns had fallen into n great rage
over the vivaclous assault upon the
United States In “Martin Chuzzlewit."

The other servants, lke ragged
sketches in the night, flitted by with
excited ejaculations to join the run- |
ners, and Miss Betty followed them
across the dew strewn turf in bher light
slippers, but at the gate she stopped,

From up the street came the sound
of a bell smaller than those of the
churches and courthousge, yet one that
outdid all others In the madness of Its
appedal to clear the way, It was borne
along by what seemed at first an In-
definite black mass, but which—as the

| aurora grew keener, producing even |

here a faint yellow twilight—resolved
itself Into a mob of hoarsely shouting
men and boys, who were running and

| tugging at ropes which drew alon
| three extruordinary vehleles. The
| came rapldly down the street an

passed Miss Betty with a hubbub and
din beyond all understanding-—one line
of men, most of them In red shirts and
ollcloth helmets, at a dead run with the
bhiose cart, a second with the hand en-
gine, the third dragging the ladder
wagon. One man was riding, a tall,
stralght gentleman In evening eclothea
and without a hat, who stood precari-

viisly In the hose cart ealling In an an-
noyed tone through a brazen trumpet,
Miss Betty recoguized him at once. It
was be who caught ber kitten, nnd sho

“Hail Vanrevel!” panted Tapplng-
hom Muarsh to Eugene Madrillon as the
two, ruuning In the van of the “hose
compuany,” splattered through a mud
puddle, *You'd think he was Carewe's
only son and helr instead of his worst
enemy. Hark to the man!”
| “I'd let It burn If I were he,” return-
ed the other,

“It was all Cralley's fault,” sald Tap-
pingham, swinging an arm free to
| wipe the sputtered mud from his face.
“He swore he wouldn't budge without
his uniform, and the rest only backed
[ him up, that was all. Cralley sald
Carewe could better afford to lose his
!slmntles than the overworked depart-
ment its first chance to look beautiful
and earnest, Tom asked him why he
didn't send for n fiddle,” Marsh fin-

thought that If she had been Fanchon! lshed, with a chuckle.

Barenud she must bhave screamed nl
wurning, for hls balance appeared a |
thing of mere Iuck, and If he fell hui
would be trampled under foot uml]

| probably run over by the engine. But

happlly, she remembered, she was not
Fanchon Bareaud.

Before, behind and beside the depart-
ment raced a throng of boys, wild with
the Joy experienced by their species
when property I8 heing handsomely de-
stroyed. After them came panting wo-
men, holding thelr sldes and gasping
with the effort to keep up with the fly-
ing procession,

Miss Betty trembled, for she had nev-
er seen the ke In her life. Bhe stood
close to the hedge and let them go by,
Then she turned in after them and ran
like n fleet young deer. She was golng
to the fire.

Over all the uproar could he heard
the angry volee through the trumpet
enlling the turns of the streets to the
men in vain, upbraiding them and
those of the other two companies lin-
partially, and few of his hearers denied
the chief his right to express some chi-
grin, since the department, organized a

She was going to the fire.

half year, hard drilled and this Its first
fire worth the name, was late on ac-
count of the refusal of the members to
move until they had donned their new
uniforms, for the uniforms had arrived
from Philadelphia two months ago, and
tonight offered the first opportunity to

| display them in public,

' Here's Maln street.

“Carewe might afford to lose a little,
even a warehouse or two, If only out of
what he's taken from Cralley and the
rest of us these three years.”

“Taken from Vanrevel, you mean.
Who doesn’'t know where Cralley's—
Look out for the
turn."”

They swung out of the thick shadows
of Carewe street Into full view of the

fire, and their faces were llluminated
as by suurise,

The warehouses stood on the river
bank, at the foot of the sircet, Just
south of the new “covered bridge.”
There were four of them, huge, bare
slded bulldings, the two nearer ths
bridge of brick, the others of wood and
all of them rich with stores of every
kind of river merchandise and costly
freight—furnlture that had voyaged
from New England down the long
const, across the Mexiean gulf, through
the flat delta and had made the wind-
ing journey up the great river a thou-
sund miles and almost a thousand
more, following the greater and lesser
tributaries; cloth from Connecticut that
had been sold In Philadelphin, then
carrled over mountaips and through
forests by steam, by eanal, by stage
und six mule freight wagons to Pltis-
burg, down the Ohlo and thence up to
Rouen on the packet; Tennessee cotton,
on Its way to Massachusetis and Rhode
Island spindles, lay there beside huge
mounds of raw wool from Illinols,
ready to be fed to the Rouen mill;
dates and nuts from the Caribbean sea,
lemong from groves of the faraway
troples, clgars from the Antllles, to-
bacco from Virginia and Kentucky;
most precious of all, the great granary
of the farmers' wheut from the level

| lelds at home; and all the rich stores
and the houses that held them, as well
as the wharfs upon which they had
been landed and the steamers that
brought them up the Rouen river, be-
longed to Robert Carewe,

(To be Continued )
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A Guaranteed Cure for Plles.

Itehing, blind, bleeding, protruding
piles. Druggists are authorized to
refund money if Pazo Ointment fails
to cure in 6 to 14 days. B0 cents.

—

Have you been betrayed by promises
of quacks, swallowed pills and bottle
maudicine without results except a dam-
nged stomach® I'o those we offer Hol-
lister's Rocky Mountain  Tea. 35

|cents. C. L. Cotting.
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