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CHAPTER I

As Clarence Brant, President of the Robles Land
Company, and husband of the rich widow of John
Peyton, of the Robles Ranche, mingled with the out-
going audience of the Cosmopolitan Theatre, at San
Francisco, he elicited the usual smiling nods and re-
cognition due to his good looks and good fortune.
But as he hurriedly slipped through the still linger-
ing winter’s rain into the smart coupé that was await-
ing him, and gave the order “Home,” the word
struck him with a peculiarly ironical significance.
His home was a handsome one, and lacked nothing
in appointment and comfort, but he had gone to the
theatre to evade its hollow loneliness. Nor was it
because his wife was not there, for he had a miser-
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able consciousness that her temporary absence had
nothing to do with his homelessness. The distraction
of the theatre over, that dull, vague, but aching sense
of loneliness which was daily growing upon him re-
turned with greater vigour.

He leaned back in the coupe and gloomily re-
flected.

He had been married scarcely a year, yet even
in the illusions of the honeymoon, the woman, older
than himself, and the widow of his old patron, had
half unconsciously reasserted herself, and slipped
back into the domination of her old position. It was
at first pleasant enough—this halfmaternal pro-
tectorate which is even apt to mingle with the affec-
tions of younger women—and Clarence, in his easy,
half-feminine intuition of the sex, yielded, as the

strong are apt to yield, through the very conscious-

ness of their own superiority. But this is a quality

the weaker are not apt to recognise, and the woman
who has once tasted equal power with her husband
not only does not easily relegate it, but even makes
its continuance a test of the affections.

triumphant feminine conclusion, “Then you no longer
love me,” had in Clarence’s brief experience gone
even further and reached its inscrutable climax,
“Then I no longer love you,” although shown only

The usual
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in a momentary hardening of the eye and voice.
And added to this was his sudden, but confused
remembrance that he had seen that eye and heard
that voice in marital altercation during Judge Peyton’s
life, and that he himself, her boy partisan, had sym-
pathised with her. Yet, strange to say, this had
given him more pain than her occasional other
reversions to the past—to her old suspicions of him
when he was a youthful profége’ of her husband’s
and a presumed suitor of her adopted daughter
Susy. High natures are more apt to forgive wrong
done to themselves than any abstract injustice. And
her capricious tyranny over her dependants and
servants, or an unreasoning enmity to a neighbour
or friend outraged his finer sense more than her own
misconception of himself. Nor did he dream that
this was a thing most women seldom understand, or
understanding, ever forgive. A

The coupe rattled over the stones or swirled
through the muddy pools of the main thoroughfares.
Newspaper and telegraphic offices were still brilliantly
lit, and crowds were gathered among the bulletin
boards. He knew that news had arrived from
Washington that evening of the first active outbreaks
of Secession, and that the city was breathless with
excitement. Had he not just come from the theatre,



8 CLARENCE.

where certain insignificant allusions in the play had
been suddenly caught up and cheered or hissed by
hitherto unknown partisans, to the dumb astonish-
ment of a majority of the audience comfortably
settled to money-getting and their own affairs alone!
Had he not applauded, albeit half-scornfully, the
pretty actress—his old playmate Susy—who had
audaciously and all incongruously waved the American
flag in their faces. Yes! he had known it; had lived
for the last few weeks in an atmosphere electrically
surcharged with it—and yet it had chiefly affected
him in his personal homelessness, For his wife was
a Southerner, a born slaveholder, and a Secessionist,
whose noted prejudices to the North had even
outrun her late husband’s politics. At first the
piquancy and recklessness of her opinionative speech
amused him as part of her characteristic flavour or
as a lingering youthfulness which the maturer in-
tellect always pardons. He had never taken her
politics seriously—why should he? With her head
on his shoulder he had listened to
diatribes against the North.

outrageous indictment of his ca
for the sake of the imperious b
uttered it.

her extravagant
He had forgiven her
ste and his associates
ut handsome lips that
But when he was compelled to listen to
her words echoed ang repeated by her friends and
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family; when he found that with the clannishness of
her race she had drawn closer to them in this con-
troversy—that she depended upon them for her in-
telligence and information rather than upon him-—
he had awakened to the reality of his situation. He
had borne the allusions of her brother, whose old
scorn for his dependent childhood had been em-
bittered by his sister’s marriage and was now scarcely
concealed. Yet, while he had never altered his own
political faith and social creed in this antagonistic
atmosphere, he had often wondered, with his old
conscientiousness and characteristic self-abnegation,
whether his own political convictions were not merely
a revulsion from his domestic tyranny and alien sur-
roundings.

In the midst of this gloomy retrospect the coupe
stopped with a jerk before his own house. The door
was quickly opened by a servant, who appeared to
be awaiting him.

“Someone to see you in the library, sir,” said
the man, “and——” he hesitated and looked to-
wards the coupe.

“Well?” said Clarence impatiently.

“He said, sir, as how you were not to send away
the carriage.”
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“Indeed, and who is it?” demanded Clarence
sharply.

“Mr. Hooker. He said I was to say Jim Hooker.”

The momentary annoyance in Clarence’s face
changed to a look of reflective curiosity.

“He said he knew you were at the theatre, and
he would wait unti] you came home,” continued the
man, dubiously watching his master’s face. He
don’t know you've come in, sir, and—and I can
easily get rid of him.”

“No matter now. Tll see him, and,” added
Clarence, with 2 faint smile, «]et the carriage wait.”

Yet, as he turned towards the library he was by
10 means certain that ap Interview with the old

furniture ang luxurious accommodation with his
usual resentfy] enviousness, Clarence hag got a
“soft thing.” That it was more o less the result
of his “artfulness,” ang that he was unduly “puffed
up” by it, was, in Hooker’s characteristic reasoning,
equally clear. As his host smilingly advanced with
outstretched hand, M, Hooker’s efforts to assume g
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proper abstraction of manner and contemptuous in-
difference to Clarence’s surroundings which should
wound his vanity, ended in his lolling back at full
length in the chair with his eyes on the ceiling. But,
remembering suddenly that he was really the bearer
of a message to Clarence, it struck him that his
supine position was, from a theatrical view-point, in-
felicitous. In his experiences of the stage he had
never delivered a message in that way. He rose
awkwardly to his feet.

«Jt was so good of you to wait,” said Clarence,
courteously.

“Saw you in the theatre,” said Hooker, brusquely.
«Third row in parquet. Susy said it was you, and
had suthin’ to say to you. Suthin’ you ought to
know;” he continued, with a slight return of his old
mystery of manner which Clarence so well remem-
bered. “You saw her—she fetched the house with
that flag business, eh? She knows which way the
cat is goin’ to jump, you bet. I tell you, for all the
blowing of these Secessionists, the Union’s goin’ to
pay! Yes, sir!” He stopped, glanced round the
handsome room, and added, darkly, «“Mebbee better
than this.”

With the memory of Hooker’s characteristic fond-
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ness for mystery still in his mind, Clarence over-
looked the innuendo, and said, smilingly,

“Why didn’t you bring Mrs. Hooker here? I
should have been honoured with her company.”

Mr. Hooker frowned slightly at this seeming
levity.

“Never goes out after a performance. Nervous
exhaustion. Left her at our rooms in Market Street.
We can drive there in ten minutes. That’s why I
asked the carriage to wait.”

Clarence hesitated. Without caring in the least
to renew the acquaintance of his old playmate and
sweetheart, a meeting that night in some vague way
suggested to him a providential diversion.- Nor was
he deceived by any gravity in the message. With

his remembrance of Susy’s theatrical tendencies he

was quite prepared for any capricious futile extra-
vagance.

“You are sure we will not disturb her?” he said
politely.

“No.”

Clarence led the way to the carriage. If Mr,
Hooker expected him during the journey to try to
divine the purport of Susy’s message he was dis-
appointed. Hig companion did not allude to it
Possibly looking upon it as a combined theatrica]
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performance, Clarence preferred to wait for Susy as
the better actor. The carriage rolled rapidly through
the now deserted streets, and at last, under the
directions of Mr. Hooker, who was leaning half out
of the window, it drew up at a middle-class restau-
rant, above whose still lit and steaming windows
were some ostentatiously public apartments, accessible
from a side entrance. As they ascended the stair-
case together, it became evident that Mr. Hooker
was scarcely more at his ease in the character of
host than he had been as guest. He stared
gloomily at a descending visitor, grunted audibly at
a waiter in the passage, and stopped before a door,
where a recently-deposited tray displayed the half-
eaten carcase of a fowl, an empty champagne bottle,
two halffilled glasses and a faded bouquet. The
whole passage was redolent with a singular blend-
ing of damp cooking, stale cigarette smoke, and
patchouli.

Putting the tray aside with his foot, Mr. Hooker
opened the door hesitatingly and peered into the
room, muttered a few indistinct words, which were
followed by a rapid rustling of skirts, and then, with
his hand still on the door-knob, turning to Clarence,
who had discreetly halted on the threshold, flung
the door open theatrically, and bade him enter.



14 CLARENCE.

“She is somewhere in the suite,” he added, with
a large wave of the hand towards a door that was
still oscillating.  “Be here in a minit.”

Clarence took in the apartment with a quiet
glance. Its furniture had the frayed and discoloured
splendours of a public parlour which had been
privately used and maltreated; there were stains in
the large medallioned carpet, the gilded veneer had
been chipped from a heavy centre table, showing the
rough, white deal beneath, which gave it the ap-
pearance of a stage “property;” the walls panelled
with gilt-framed mirrors reflected every domestic
detail or private relaxation with shameless publicity.
A damp waterproof, shawl, and open newspaper were
lying across the once brilliant sofa; a powder-puff, a
plate of fruit, and a play-book were on the centre
table, and on the marble-topped side-board was Mr.
Hooker’s second best hat, with a soiled collar, evi-
dently but lately exchanged for the one he had on,
peeping over its brim, The whole apartment seemed
to mingle the furtive disclosures of the dressing-room
with the open ostentations of the stage, with even a
slight suggestion of the auditorium in a few scattered
programmes on the floor and chairs,

The inner door o

pened again with 3 slight
theatrical start,

and Susy, in an elaborate dressing-
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gown, moved languidly into the room. She ap-
parently had not had time to change her under-
skirt, for there was the dust of the stage on its
delicate lace edging, as she threw herself into an
arm-chair and crossed her pretty slippered feet be-
fore her. Her face was pale; its pallor incautiously
increased by powder; and as Clarence looked at its
still youthful, charming outline, he was not perhaps
sorry that the exquisite pink-and-white skin beneath,
which he had once kissed, was hidden from that
awakened recollection. Yet there was little trace of
the girlish Susy in the pretty, but prematurely jaded,
actress before him, and he felt momentarily relieved.
It was her youth and freshness appealing to his own
youth and imagination that he had loved—not her.
Vet as she greeted him with a slight exaggeration
of glance, voice, and manner, he remembered that
even as a girl she was an actress.

Nothing of this, however, was in his voice and
manner as he gently thanked her for the opportunity
Of mef:t'mg her again. And he was frank, for the
diversion he had expected he had found; he even
was conscious of thinking more kindly of his wife
who had supplanted her,

“I told Jim he must fetch you if he had to
carry you,” she said, striking the palm of her hand

e
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with her fan, and glancing at her husband. “I
reckon he guessed wiy, though I didn’t tell him—I
don’t tell Jim ewverything.”

Here Jim rose, and looking at his watch, “guessed
he’d run over to the Lick House and get some cigars.”
If he was acting upon some hint from his wife, his
simulation was so badly done that Clarence felt his
first sense of uneasiness. But as Hooker closed the
door awkwardly and unostentatiously behind him,
Clarence smilingly said he had waited to hear the
message from her own lips.

“Jim only knows what he’s heard outside: the
talk of men, you know—and he hears a good deal
of that—more, perhaps, than you do. It was that
which put me up to finding out the truth, And I
didn’t rest till I did. I'm not to be fooled, Clarence
—Yyou don’t mind my calling you Clarence, now
we're both married and done for—and P'm not the
kind to be fooled by anybody from the Cow
counties—and that’s the Robles Ranche. T'm a
Southern woman myself from Missouri, but I'm for
the Union first, last, and al the time, and I call
myself a match for any lazy, dawdling, lash-singing
slave-holder and slave-holderess—whether they’re
mixed blood, Heaven only knows, or what—or their
fri?n§‘1§ or reL,zgjons, or the dirty half:-Spanish grandees
FTT TN @,

LR N A v
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and their mixed half-nigger peons who truckle to
them. You bet!”

His blood had stirred quickly at the mention of
the Robles Ranche, but the rest of Susy’s speech
was too much in the vein of her old extravagance
to touch him seriously. He found himself only con-
sidering how strange it was that the old petulance
and impulsiveness of her girlhood was actually bring-
ing back with it her pink cheeks and brilliant eyes.

“You surely didn’t ask Jim to bring me here,”
he said smilingly, “to tell me that Mrs. Peyton”—
he corrected himself hastily as a malicious sparkle
came into Susy’s blue eyes—“that my wife was a
Southern woman, and probably sympathised with
her class? Well, I don’t know that I should blame
her for that any more than she should blame e for
being a Northern man and an Unionist.”

“And she doesn’t blame you?” asked Susy,
sneeringly.

The colour came slightly to Clarence’s cheek,
but before he could reply the actress added—

“No, she prefers to use you!”

4T don’t think I understand you,” said Clarence,
rising coldly.

“No, you don’t understand Zer!”’ retorted Susy,
sharply. “Look here, Cli(?ce Brant, y%\;{% r_iglzt;
s % ‘
s CENTTALA

2 d WRBVERSITARA

Clarence.
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I dido’t ask you here to tell you—what you and
everybody knows—that your wife is a Southerner.
I didn’t ask you here to tell you what everybody
suspects—that she turns you round her little finger.
But I did ask you here to tell you, what nobody,
not even you, suspects—but what 7 know!—and
that is that she’s a traitor—and more, a spy /—and
that I've only got to say the word, or send that man
Jim to say the word, to have her dragged out of her
Copperhead den at Robles Ranche and shut up in
Fort Alcatrez this very night!”

Still with the pink glowing in her rounding cheek,
and eyes snapping like splintered sapphires, she rose
to her feet, with her pretty shoulders lifted, her
small hands and white teeth both tightly clenched,
and took a Step toward him. Even in her attitude
there was g2 reminiscence of her wilful childhood,
although still blended with the provincial ac
whom he had seen on th
Thoroughly alarmed at h

conceal his feelings, he was not above a weak
retaliation. Stepping back he affected to regard her

with a critica] admiration that was only half simulated,
and said with a smile:—

“Very well done—h
flag.”

tress
€ stage only an hour ago.
er threat in his efforts to

ut you haye forgotten the
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She did not flinch. Rather accepting the sarcasm
as a tribute to her art, she went on with increasing
exaggeration. “No, it is you who have forgotten the
flag—forgotten your country, your people, your man-
hood—everything for that high-toned, double-dyed
old spy and traitress! For while you are standing
here, your wife is gathering under her roof at Robles
a gang of spies and traitors like herself—Secession
leaders and their bloated, drunken ‘chivalry’! Yes!
you may smile your superior smile, but I tell you,
Clarence Brant, that with all your smartness and
book learning you know no more of what goes on
around you than a child. But others do! This
conspiracy is known to the Government, the Federal
officers have been warned; General Sumner has been
sent out here—and his first act was to change the
command at Fort Alcatrez, and send your wife’s
Southern friend— Captain® Pinckney—to the right
about! Ves—everything is known but one thing—
and that is where and /how this precious crew meet!
That I alone know, and that I've told you!”

“And I suppose,” said Clarence, with an un-
changed smile, “that this valuable information came
from your husband—my old friend, Jim Hooker?”

“No,” she answered sharply, “it comes from

Cencho—one of your own peons—who is more true
2%
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to you and the old Rancho than yon have ever been.
He saw what was going on, and came to me, to
warn you!”

“But why not to me directly?” said Clarence
with affected incredulity.
 “Ask him!” she said, viciously. “Perhaps he
didn’t want to warn the master against the mistress.
Perhaps he thought we are still friends, Perhaps—”
she hesitated with a lower voice and a forced smile—
“perhaps he used to see us together in the old
times.”

“Very likely,” said Clarence quietly. “And for
the sake of those old times, Susy,” he went on, with
a singular gentleness that was quite distinct from his
paling face and set eyes, “I am going to forget all
that you have just said of me and mine, in all the
old wilfulness and impatience that I see you still
keep—with all your old prettiness.” He took his
hat from the table and gravely held out his hand.

She was frightened for 2 moment with his im-
passive abstraction. In the old days she had known
it—had believed it was his dogged «
but she knew the h
with feminine persi
against it, as a wall.

“You don’t believe me! Well,

obstinacy”—
opelessness of Opposing it. Yet

stency she again threyw herself

80 and see for
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yourself. They are at Robles zow. If you catch
the early morning stage at Santa Clare you will
come upon them before they disperse. Dare you
try it?”

“Whatever I do,” he returned smilingly, “I shall
always be grateful to you for giving me this oppor-
tunity of seeing you again as you were. Make my
excuses to your husband. Good-night.”

“Clarence!”

But he had already closed the door behind him.
His face did not relax its expression, nor change as
he looked again at the tray with its broken viands
before the door, the worn, stained hall carpet, or
the waiter who shuffled past him. He was apparently
as critically conscious of them and of the close
odours of the hall, and the atmosphere of listless
decay and faded extravagance around him, as before
the interview. But if the woman he had just parted
from had watched him she would have supposed he
still utterly disbelieved her story. Yet he was con-
scious that all that he saw was a part of his degrada-
tion, for he had believed every word she had uttered.
Through all her extravagance, envy and revengeful-
ness, he saw the central truth—that he had been
decerved—not by his wife, but by himself! He had
suspected all this before. This was what had been
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really troubling him—this was what he had put
aside, rather than his faith, not in /4er, but in his
tdeal!/ He remembered letters that had passed be-
tween her and Captain Pinckney—letters that she
had openly sent to notorious Southern leaders; her
nervous anxiety to remain at the rancho; the in-
nuendoes and significant glances of friends which he
had put aside—as he had this woman’s message!
Susy had told him nothing new of his wife—but
the truth of Aimself/ And the revelation came from
people whom he was conscious were the inferiors of
himself and his wife, To an independent, proud,
and selfmade man, it was the culminating stroke.
In the same abstracted voice he told the coach-
man to drive home. The return seemed interminable
—though he never shifted his position. Vet when
he drew up at his own door and looked at his
watch, he found he had been absent only half-an-
hour. Only halfan-hour! As he entered the house
he turned with the same abstraction towards g mirror
in the hall, as if he expected to see some outward
and visible change in himself in that time. Dis-
missing his Servants to bed, he went into his dress-
ing-room, completely changed his attire, put
pair of long riding-boots, and throwing a serape
his shoulders, Paused a moment, took g pair of s

on a
over
mall
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“Derringer” pistols from a box, put them in his
pockets, and then slipped cautiously down the stair-
case. A lack of confidence in his own domestics
#had invaded him for the first time. The lights were
"it. He silently opened the door and was in the
street.

He walked hastily a few squares to a livery
stable whose proprietor he knew. His first enquiry
was for one “Redskin,” a particular horse; the second
for its proprietor. Happily both were in. The pro-
prietor asked no question of a customer of Clarence’s
condition. The horse, half Spanish, powerful and
irascible, was quickly saddled. As Clarence mounted,
the man in an impulse of sociability said:

“Saw you at the theatre to-night, sir.”

“Ah,” returned Clarence, quietly gathering up
the reins.

“Rather a smart trick of that woman with the
flag,” he went on tentatively. Then with a possible
doubt of his customer’s politics he added with a
forced smile, “I reckon it’s all party fuss, though;
there ain’t any real danger.”

But fast as Clarence might ride the words lingered
in his ears. He saw through the man’s hesitation—
he, too, had probably heard that Clarence Brant
weakly sympathised with his wife’s sentiments—and
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dared not speak fully. And he understood the
cowardly suggestion that there was “no real danger.”
It had been Clarence’s one fallacy. He had believed
the public excitement was only a temporary outbreak
of partisan feeling, soon to subside. Even now he
was conscious that he was less doubtful of the in-
tegrity of the Union than of his own household. It
was not the devotion of the patriot but the indigna-
tion of an outraged husband that was spurring
him on.

He knew that if he reached Woodyille by five
o’clock he could get ferried across the Bay of the
Embarcado, and catch the down coach to Fair
Plains, whence he could ride to the Rancho. As
the coach did not connect directly with San Fran-
cisco, the chance of his surprising them was greater.
Once clear of the city outskirts, he bullied “Red-
skin” into irascible speed, and plunged into the
rainy darkness of the high road. The way was
familiar. For , while he was content to feel the
buffeting, caused by his rapid bPace, of wind and
rain against his depressed head ang shoulders in a
sheer bruta] Sense of opposition ang power, or to
relieve his Pent-up excitement by dashing through
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Redskin’s rebellious extravagance into a long steady
stride. Then he raised his head and straightened
himself on the saddle, to think. But to no purpose.
He had no plan; everything would depend upon the
situation; the thought of forestalling any action of
the conspirators, by warning or calling in the aid of
the authorities, for an instant crossed his mind, but
was as instantly dismissed. He had but an instinct
—to see with his own eyes what his reason told him
was true. Day was breaking through drifting scud
and pewter—coloured clouds as he reached Woodville
ferry, chequered with splashes of the soil and the
spume of his horse, from whose neck and flanks the
sweat rolled like lather. Yet he was not conscious
how intent had been his purpose until he felt a
sudden instinctive shock on seeing that the ferry-
boat was gone. For an instant his wonderful self-
possession abandoned him — he could only gaze
- vacantly at the leaden-coloured bay without a thought
or expedient. But in another moment he saw that
the boat was returning from the distance. Had he
lost his only chance? He glanced hurriedly at his
watch, he had come quicker than he imagined;
there would still be time. He beckoned im-
patiently to the ferryman; the boat—a ship’s pin-
nace, with two men in it—crept in with exasperating
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slowness. At last the two rowers suddenly leaped
ashore.

“Ye might have come before with the other
passenger. We don’t reckon to run lightnin’ trips
on this ferry.”

But Clarence was himself again. “Twenty dollars
for two more oars in that boat,” he said, quietly,
“and sty if you get me over in time to catch the
down stage.”

The man glanced at Clarence’s eyes. “Run up
and rouse out Jake and Sam,” he said to the other
boatman; then more leisurely, gazing at his cus-
tomer’s travel-stained equipment, he said, “There
must have been a heap o’ passengers got left by

last night’s boat. You're the second man that took
this route in a hurry.”

At any other time the coincidence might have
struck Clarence. But he only answered curtly, “Un-
less we are under way in ten minutes you will
find I am #of the second man, and that our bar-
gain’s off.”

But here two men emerged from th
beside the ferry-house, and tumbled sleepily into
the boat. Clarence seized an extra pair of sculls
that were standing against the shed, and threw them

e shanty
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into the stern. “I don’t mind taking a hand myself
for exercise,” he said quietly.

The ferryman glanced again at Clarence’s travel-
worn figure and determined eyes with mingled ap-
proval and surprise. He lingered a moment with
his oars lifted, looking at his passenger. “Tt ain’t
1o business o mine, young man,” he said deliberately,
«but T reckon you understand me when I say that
I've just taken another man over there.”

«I do,” said Clarence impatiently.

«And you still want to go?”

“Certainly,” said Clarence, with a cold stare,
taking up his oars.

The man shrugged his shoulders, bent himself
for the stroke, and the boat sprang forward. The
others rowed strongly and rapidly, the tough ashen
blades springing like steel from the water, the heavy
boat seeming to leap in successive bounds until they
were fairly beyond the curving inshore current and
clearing the placid, misty surface of the bay. Clarence
did not speak, but bent abstractedly on his oars, the
ferryman and his crew rowed in equal panting
silence, a few startled ducks whirred before them
but dropped again to rest. In half an hour they
were at the Embarcadero. The time was fairly up.
Clarence’s eyes were eagerly bent for the first ap-
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pearance of the stage-coach around the litile pro-
montory; the ferryman was as eagerly scanning the
bare, empty street of the still sleeping settlement.

“I don’t see him anywhere,” said the ferryman
with a glance, half of astonishment and half of
curiosity at his solitary passenger.

“See whom?” said Clarence carelessly, as he
handed the man his promised fee.

“The other man I ferried over to catch the stage.
He must have gone on without waiting.  You’re in
luck, young fellow!”

“I don’t understand you,” said Clarence im-
patiently. “What has your previous passenger to
do with me?”

“Well, I reckon you know best, He’s the kind
of man, gin’rally speaking, that other men, in a
pow’ful hurry, don’t care to meet—and, az a rule. I
don’ foller arter. It’s gin’rally the other way.”

“What do you mean?” said Clarence sternly.
“Who are you speaking of?”

“The Chief of Police of San Francisco!”
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CHAPTER IL

TaE laugh that instinctively broke from Clarence’s
lips was so sincere and unaffected, that the man
was disconcerted, and at last joined in it, a little
shame-facedly. The grotesque blunder of being
taken as a fugitive from justice relieved Clarence’s
mind from its acute tension—he was momentarily
diverted—and it was not until the boatman had
departed, and he was again alone, that it seemed to
have any collateral signiﬁczince. Then an uneasy
recollection of Susy’s threat that she had the power
to put his wife in Fort Alcatrez came across him.
Could she have already warned the municipal
authorities and this man——? But he quickly re-
membered that any action from such a warning
could only have been taken by the United States
Marshal, and not by a civic official, and dismissed
the idea.

Nevertheless, when the stage with its half-spent
lamps still burning dimly against the morning light
swept round the curve and rolled heavily up to the
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rude shanty which served as coach-office, he became
watchful. A single yawning individual in its door-
way received a few letters and parcels, but Clarence
was evidently the only waiting passenger. Any hope
that he might have entertained that his mysterious
predecessor would emerge from some seclusion at
that moment, was disappointed. As he entered the
coach he made a rapid survey of his fellow travellers,
but satisfied himself that the stranger was not among
them. They were mainly small traders or farmers,
a miner or two, and apparently a Spanish American
of better degree and personality. Possibly the cir-
cumstance that men of this class usually preferred
to travel on horseback and were rarely seen in
public conveyances attracted his attention, and their
€yes met more than once in mutual curiosity. Pre-
sently Clarence addressed a remark to him in
Spanish; he replied fluently and courteously, but at
the next stopping-place he asked 2 question of the
€xpressman, in an unmistakable Missouri accent.
Clarence’s curiosity was satisfied ; he was evidently
one of those early American settlers who had been
so long domiciled in Southern California as to
adopt the speech as well as the habiliments of the
Spaniard.

The conversation fell upon the political news of



CLARENCE. 31

the previous night-—or rather seemed to be lazily
continued from some previous, more excited dis-
cussion, in which one of the contestants—a red-
bearded miner—had subsided into an occasional
growl of surly dissent. It struck Clarence that the
Missourian had been an amused auditor and even,
judging from a twinkle in his eye, a mischievous in-
stigator of the controversy. He was not surprised,
therefore, when the man turned to him with a certain
courtesy, and said,

“And what, sir, is the political feeling in yowr
district!”

But Clarence was in no mood to be drawn, and
replied, almost curtly, that as he had come only
from San Francisco they were probably as well in-
formed on that subject as himself. A quick and
searching glance from the stranger’s eye made him
regret it, but in the silence that ensued the red-
bearded stranger, evidently still rankling at heart,
saw his opportunity. Slapping his huge hands on
his knees, and leaning far forward until he seemed
to plunge his flaming beard, like a firebrand, into
the controversy, he said, grimly,

“Well, T kin tell you, gen’Vmen, #kss. It ain’t
goin’ to be, no matter wot’s the political feeling here
or thar—it ain’t goin’ to be, no matter wot's the



32 CLARENCE.

State’s rights and wot’s Fed’ral Rights—it ain’t goin’
to be no question whether the Gov’ment’s got the
right to relieve its own soldiers that those Secesh is
besieging in Fort Sumter or whether they haven’t—
but the first gun that’s fired at the flag blows the
chains off every d——n nigger south of Mason and
Dixon’s line! You hear me! I'm shoutin’! And
whether you call yourselves ‘Secesh’ or ‘Union,” or
‘Copperhead’ or ‘Peace men,” you've got to face it!”

There was an angry start in one or two of the
seats; one man caught at the swinging side-strap
and half rose, a husky voice began “It’s a d——
d——,” and then all as suddenly subsided. Every
€ye was turned to an insignificant figure in the back
seat. It was a woman, holding a child on her lap,
and gazing out of the window with her sex’s pro-
found unconcern in politics.  Clarence understood
the rude chivalry of the road well enough to com-
prehend that this unconscious but omnipotent figure
had more than once that day controlled the passions
of the disputants. They dropped back weakly to
their seats, and their mutterings rolled off in the
rattle of the wheels. Clarence glanced at the Mis-
sourian; he was regarding the red-bearded miner
with a singular curiosity.

The rain had ceased, but the afterncon shadows
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were deepening when they at last reached Fair
Plains, where Clarence expected to take horse to the
Rancho. He was astonished, however, to learn that
all the horses in the stable were engaged, but, re-
membering that some of his own stock were in
pasturage with a tenant at Fair Plains, and that he
should probably have a better selection, he turned
his steps thither. Passing out of the stable-yard he
recognised the Missourian’s voice in whispered con-
versation with the proprietor, but the two men withdrew
into the shadow as he approached. An ill-defined
uneasiness came over him; he knew the proprietor,
who also seemed to know the Missourian, and this
evident avoidance of him was significant. Perhaps
his reputation as a doubtful Unionist had preceded
him, but this would not account for their conduct in
a district so strongly Southern in sympathy as Fair
Plains. More impressed by the occurrence than he
cared to admit, when at last, after some delay, he
had secured his horse, and was once more in the
saddle, he kept a sharp look-out for his quondam
companion. But here another circumstance added
to his suspicions; there was a main road leading to
Santa Inez, the next town, and the Rancho, and
this Clarence had purposely taken in order to watch
the Missourian—but there was also a cut-off directly

Clarence. 3
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to the Rancho, known only to the habitués of the
Rancho. After a few moments’ rapid riding on a
mustang much superior to any in the hotel stables,
he was satisfied that the stranger must have taken
the cut-off Putting spurs to his horse he trusted

still to precede him to the Rancho—if that were his
destination.

As he dashed along the familiar road, by a
strange perversity of fancy, instead of thinking of
his purpose, he found himself recalling the first time
he had ridden that way in the flush of his youth
and hopefulness. = The girl-sweetheart he was then
going to rejoin was now the wife of another; the
woman who had been her guardian was now his
own wife. He had accepted without a pang the
young girl’s dereliction, but it was through her reve-
lation that he was now about to confront the dere-
liction of his own wife. And this was the reward
of his youthful trust and loyalty! A bitter laugh
broke from his lips. It was part of his still youthful

self-delusion that he believed himself wiser and
stronger for it.

It was quite dark when he reached the upper

field or first terrace of the Rancho, He could see

the white walls of the casq rising dimly out of the
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green sea of early wild grasses, like a phantom
island. It was here that the “cut-off” joined the
main road—now the only one that led to the casa.
He was satisfied that no one could have preceded
him from Fair Plains; but it was true that he must
take precautions against his own discovery. Dis-
mounting near a clump of willows, he unsaddled
and unbridled his horse, and with a cut of the 7za/a
over its haunches sent it flying across the field in
the direction of a band of feeding mustangs, which
it presently joined. Then keeping well in the shadow
of a belt of scrub-oaks, he skirted the long lesser
terraces of the case, intending to approach the house
by way of the old garden and corral. A drizzling
rain, occasionally driven by the wind into long,
misty, curtain-like waves, obscured the prospect and
favoured his design. He reached the low adobe
wall of the corral in safety; looking over he could
detect, in spite of the darkness, that a number of
the horses were of alien brands, and even recognised
one or two from the Santa Inez district. The vague
outlines of buggies and carry-alls filled the long
shed beside the stables. There was company at the
casa—so far Susy was right!

Nevertheless, lingering still by the wall of the
old garden, for the deepening of night, his nervous

a2 ¥
3
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feverishness was again invaded and benumbed by
sullen memories. There was the opening left by the
old grille in the wall, behind which Mrs. Peyton
stood on the morning when he thought he was leav-
ing the ranche for ever; where he had first clasped
her in his arms, and stayed. A turn of the head,
2 moment’s indecision, a single glance of a languorous
eye, had brought this culmination. And now he
stood again before that ruined grille, his house and
lands, even his name, misused by a mad, scheming
enthusiast, and himself a creeping spy of his own
dishonour! He turned with a bitter smile again to
the garden. A few dark red Castilian roses still
leaned forward and swayed in the wind with dripping
leaves. It was here that the first morning of his
arrival he had kissed Susy; the perfume and colour
of her pink skin came back to him with a sudden
shock as he stood there; he caught at the flower,
drew it towards him, inhaled its odour in a long

breath that left him faint and lean

ing against the
wall.

Then again he smiled, but this time more
wickedly—in what he believed his cynicism had
Sprung up the first instinct of revenge!

It was now dark enough for him to venture
across the carriage road and make his way to the rear
of the house. His first characteristic instinct had been
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to enter openly at his own front gate, but the terrible
temptation to overhear and watch the conspiracy
unobserved—that fascination common to deceived
humanity to witness its own shame—had now grown
upon him. He knew that a word or gesture of ex-
planation, apology, appeal, or even terror from his
wife would check his rage and weaken his purpose.
His perfect knowledge of the house and the security
of its inmates would enable him from some obscure
landing or gallery to participate in any secret con-
clave they might hold in the patio—the only place
suitable for so numerous a rendezvous. The absence
of light in the few external windows pointed to this
central gathering. And he had already conceived
his plan of entrance.

Gaining the rear wall of the casa he began
cautiously to skirt its brambly base until he had
reached a long, oven-like window half obliterated by
a monstrous passion vine. It was the window of
what had once been Mrs. Peyton’s boudoir; the
window by which he had once forced an entrance
to the house when it was in the hands of squatters,
the window from which Susy had signalled her
Spanish lover, the window whose grating had broken
the neck of Judge Peyton’s presumed assassin. But
these recollections no longer delayed him; the moment
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for action had arrived. He knew that since the
tragedy the boudoir had been dismantled and
shunned; the servants believed it to be haunted by
the assassin’s ghost. With the aid of the passion
vine the ingress was easy, the interior window was
open; the rustle of dark leaves on the bare floor as
he entered, and the whirr of 2 frightened bird by
his ear, told the story of its desolation, and the
source of the strange noises that had been heard
there. The door leading to the corridor was lightly
bolted merely to keep it from rattling in the wind;
slipping the bolt with the blade of his pocket knife
he peered into the dark passage. The light stream-
ing under a door to the left, and the sound of voices,
convinced him that his conjecture was right, and the
meeting was gathered on the broad balconies around
the patio. He knew that g narrow gallery, faced
with Venetian blinds to exclude the sun, looked
down upon them. He managed to gain it without
discovery,' luckily the blinds were still down; between
their slats, himself invisible, he could hear and see
everything that occurred,

Yet even at this Supreme moment the first thing
that struck him was the almost ludicrous contrast
between the appearance of the meeting and its tre-
mendous object. Whether he was influenced by any
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previous boyish conception of a clouded and gloomy
conspiracy he did not know, but he was for an in-
stant almost disconcerted by the apparent levity and
festivity of the conclave. Decanters and glasses
stood on small tables before them; nearly all were
drinking and smoking. They comprised fifteen or
twenty men, some of whose faces were familiar to
him elsewhere, as Southern politicians; a few, he was
shocked to see, were well-known Northern Democrats.
Occupying a characteristically central position was
the famous Colonel Starbottle, of Virginia. Jaunty
and youthful-looking in his mask-like, beardless face,
expressive and dignified in his middle-aged port
and carriage, he alone retained some of the im-
portance—albeit slightly theatrical and affected—of
the occasion. Clarence in his first hurried glance
had not observed his wife, and for a moment had
felt relieved. But as Colonel Starbottle arose at
that moment, and with a studiously chivalrous and
courtly manner turned to his right, he saw that she
was sitting at the further end of the balcony, and
that a man whom he recognised as Captain Pinck-
ney was standing beside her. The blood quickly
tightened around his heart, but left him cold and
observant.

«Tt was seldom indeed,” remarked Colonel Star-
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bottle, placing his fat fingers in the frill of his shirt
front, “that a movement like this was graced with
the actual presence of a lofty, inspiring, yet delicate
spirit—a Boadicea—indeed, he might say a Joan of
Arc—in the person of their charming hostess, Mrs.
Brant. Not only were they favoured by her social
and hospitable ministration, but by her active and
enthusiastic co-operation in the glorious work they
had in hand. "It was through her correspondence
and earnest advocacy that they were to be favoured
to-night with the aid and counsel of one of the most
distinguished and powerful men in the Southern
district of California, Judge Beeswinger, of Los
Angeles. He had not the honour of that gentleman’s
personal acquaintance; he believed he was not far
Wrong in saying that this was also the misfortune of
every gentleman present;. but the name itself was a
tower of strength. He would go further, and say
that Mrs. Brant herself Was personally unacquainted
with him, but it was through the fervour, poetry,
grace, and genius of her correspondence with that
gentleman that they were to have the honour of his
presence that very evening. It was understood that
advices had been received of his departure, and

that he might be €Xpected at Robles at any mo-
ment,”
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“But what proof have we of Judge Beeswinger’s
soundness?” said a lazy Southern voice at the con-
clusion of Colonel Starbottle’s periods. “Nobody
here seems to know him by sight: is it not risky to
admit a man to our meeting whom we are unble to
identify?”

«I reckon nobody but a fool or some prying
mud-sill of a Yankee would trust his skin here,” re-
turned another, “and if he did we’d know what to
do with him.”

But Clarence’s attention was riveted on his wife,
and the significant speech passed him as unheeded
as had the Colonel’s rhetoric. She was looking very
handsome and slightly flushed, with a proud light in
her eyes that he had never seen before. Absorbed
in the discussion, she seemed to be paying little at-
tention to Captain Pinckney as she rose suddenly to
her feet.

“Judge Beeswinger will be attended here by Mr.
MacNiel, of the Fair Plains Hotel, who will vouch
for him and introduce him,” she said in a clear
voice, which rang with an imperiousness that Clarence
well remembered. “The Judge was to arrive by
the coach from Martinez to Fair Plains, and is due
now.”

“But is there no gentleman to introduce him?
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Must we take him on the word of a common trader
—Dby Jove! a whisky seller!”— continued the previous
voice sneeringly.

“On the word of a lady, Mr. Brooks,” said Cap-
tain Pinckney, with a slight gesture towards Mrs.
Brant—*“who answers for both.”

Clarence had started slightly at his wife’s voice,
and the information it conveyed. His fellow pas-
senger, and the confident of MacNiel, was the man
they were expecting! If they had recognised him,
Clarence, would they not warn the company of his
proximity? He held his breath as the sound of voices
came from the outer gate of the courtyard. Mrs.
Brant rose—but at the Same moment the gate swung
open, and a man entered. It was the Missourian.

He turned with an old-fashioned courtesy to the
single woman standing on the balcony. “My fair
correspondent, I believe! I am Judge Beeswinger.
Your agent, MacNiel, passed me through your guards
at the gate, but I did not deem jt advisable to bring
him into this assembly of gentlemen without your
further consideration, I trust I was right.”

The quiet dignity and self-possession; the quaint,
old-fashioned Colonial precision of speech, modified
by a soft Virginian intonation, and, above all, some
singular individuality in the man himself, produced



CLARENCE. 43

a profound sensation, and seemed to suddenly give
the gathering an impressiveness it had lacked before!
For an instant Clarence forgot himself and his per-
sonal wrongs in the shock of indignation he felt at
this potent addition to the ranks of his enemies. He
saw his wife’s eyes sparkle with pride over her ac-
quisition; and noticed that Pinckney cast a disturbed
glance at the new comer.

The stranger ascended the few steps to the bal-
cony and took Mrs. Brant’s hand with profound
courtesy. “Introduce me to my colleagues—distinctly
and separately. It behoves a man at such a moment
to know to whom he entrusts his life and honour,
and the life and honour of his Cause.”

It was evidently no mere formal courtesy of the
stranger. ~ As he stepped forward along the balcony,
and under Mrs. Brant’s graceful guidance was intro-
duced to each of the members, he not only listened
with scrupulous care and attention to the name and
profession of each man, but bent upon him a clear,
searching glance that seemed to photograph him in
his memory. With two exceptions. He passed
Colonel Starbottle’s expanding shirt-frill with a bow
of elaborate precision, and said, “Colonel Starbottle’s
fame requires neither introduction nor explanation.”
He stopped before Captain Pinckney and paused.
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“An officer of the Unitad States army, I believe |

sir?”

$Nestl

“Educated at West Point, I think, by the
Government, to whom you have taken the oath of
allegiance?”

SilVies:y

“Very good, sir,” said the stranger, turning away.

“You have forgotten one other fact, sir,” said
Pinckney, with a slightly supercilious air,

“Indeed. What is it?”

“I am, fizst of all, a native of the State of South
Carolina!”

A murmur of applause and approval ran round
the balcony.  Captain Pinckney smiled and ex-
changed glances with Mrs. Brant, but the stranger

quietly returned to the central table beside Colonel

Starbottle. “I am not only an unexpected delegate

to this august assembly, gentlemen,” he began
gravely, “but I am the bearer of perhaps equally
unexpected news. By my position in the southern
district I am in possession of despatches received
only this morning by Pony express. Fort Sumter
has been besieged. The United States flag, carry-

ing relief to the beleaguered garrison, has been fired
upon by the State of South Carolina.”

|
|
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A burst of almost hysteric applause and enthu-
siasm broke from the assembly, and made the dim,
vaultlike passages and corridors of the casa ring.
Cheer after cheer went up to the veiled gallery and
the misty sky beyond. Men mounted on the tables
and waved their hands frantically, and in the midst
of this bewildering turbulence of sound and motion
Clarence saw his wife mounted on a chair, with
burning cheeks and flashing eyes waving her hand-
kerchief like an inspired priestess. Only the stranger,
still standing beside Colonel Starbottle, remained un-
moved and impassive. Then, with an imperative
gesture, he demanded a sudden silence.

“Convincing and unanimous as this demonstra-
tion is, gentlemen,” he began quietly, “it is my duty,
nevertheless, to ask you if you have seriously con-
sidered the meaning of the news I have brought. It
is my duty to tell you that it means civil war. It
means the clash of arms between two sections of a
mighty country, it means the disruption of friends,
the breaking of family ties, the separation of fathers
and sons, of brothers and sisters—even, perhaps, to
the disseverment of husband and wife!”

It means the sovereignty of the South—and the
breaking of a covenant with low-born traders and
abolitionists,” said Captain Pinckney.
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“If there are any gentlemen present,” continued
the stranger, without heeding the interruption, “who
have pledged this State to the support of the South
in this emergency, or to the establishment of a
Pacific Republic in aid and sympathy with it, whose
names are on this paper” — he lifted a sheet of
paper lying before Colonel Starbottle—*“but who now
feel that the gravity of the news demands a more
serious consideration of the purpose, they are é.lt
liberty to withdraw from the meeting, giving their
honour, as Southern gentlemen, to keep the secret
intact.”

“Not if T know it,” interrupted a stalwart Ken-
tuckian, as he rose to his feet and strode down the
Steps to the patio. “For,” he added, placing his
back against the gateway, “T’ll shoot the first coward
that backs out now.”

A roar of laughter and approval followed, but
was silenced again by the quiet, unimpassioned voice
of the stranger.  “If, on the other hand,” he went
on, calmly, “you all feel that this news is the fitting
culmination and consecration of the hopes, wishes,
and plans of this meeting, you will assert jt again,
over your own signatures, to Colone] Starbottle at
this table.”

When the Kentuckian hag risen, Clarence had



CLARENCE. - 47

started from his concealment; when he now saw the
eager figures pressing forward to the table, he hesi-
tated no longer. Slipping along the passage, he
reached the staircase which led to the corridor in
the rear of the balcony. Descending this rapidly,
he not only came upon the backs of the excited
crowd around the table, but even elbowed one of
the conspirators aside without being noticed. His
wife, who had risen from her chair at the end of
the balcony, was already moving towards the table.
With a quick movement, he seized her wrist, and
threw her back into the chair again. A cry broke
from her lips as she recognised him, but still hold-
ing her wrist, he stepped quickly between her and
the astonished crowd. There was a moment of
silence, then the cry of “Spy” and “Seize him,” rose
quickly, but above all, the voice and figure of the
Missourian was heard commanding them to stand
back. Turning to Clarence, he said, quickly.

«I should know your face, sir. Who are you?”

«The husband of this woman and the master of
this house,” said Clarence as quietly, but in a voice
he hardly recognised as his own.

“«Stand aside from her then—unless you are
hoping that /er danger may protect you!” said the
Kentuckian, significantly drawing his revolver.
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But Mrs. Brant sprang suddenly to her feet be-
side Clarence.

“We are neither of us cowards, Mr. Brooks—
though he speaks the truth—and—more shame to
me—” she added, with a look of savage scorn a
Clarence—*“ss my husbands” i

“What is your purpose in coming here?” con-
tinued Judge Beeswinger, with his eyes fixed on
Clarence.

“I have given you all the information ;" said
Clarence quietly, “that is necessary to make you, as
a gentleman, leave this house at once—and that is
my purpose. It is all the information you will get
from me as long as you and your friends insult my
roof with your uninvited presence. What I may have
to say to you and each of you hereafter—what I
may choose to demand of you, according to your own
code of honour”—he fixed his eyes on Captain
Pinckney’s— «jg another question, and one not usu-
ally discussed before a lady.”

“Pardon me. A moment—4 single moment.”
It was the voice of Colonel Starbottle—it was the
frilled shirt-front, the lightly-buttoned blue coat with

its expanding lapels, like bursting petals, and the
smiling mask of that gentleman rising above the
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table and bowing to Clarence Brant and his wife
‘with infinite courtesy. “The—er—humiliating situa-
tion in which we find ourselves, gentlemen—the re-
luctant witnesses of er—what we trust is only a tem-
porary disagreement between our charming hostess
and the er—gentleman whom she recognised under
the highest title to our consideration—is distressing
to us all, and would seem to amply justify that gen-
tleman’s claims to a personal satisfaction, which I
know we would all delight to give. But that situa-
tion rests upon the supposition that our gathering
here was of a purely social or festive nature! It may
be,” continued the colonel with a blandly reflective
air, “that the spectacle of these decanters and
glasses, and the nectar furnished us by our Hebe-
like hostess” (he lifted a glass of whisky and water
to his lips while he bowed to Mrs. Brant gracefully),
“has led the gentleman to such a deduction. But
when I suggest to him that our meeting was of a
business, or private nature, it strikes me that the
question of intrusion may be fairly divided between
him and ourselves. We may be even justified in
view of that privacy in asking him if Ais—er—
entrance to this house was—er—coincident with Azs
appearance among us.”

“With my front door in possession of strangers,”
Clarence. 4
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said Clarence, more in reply to a sudden contemp- 1
tuous glance from his wife than Starbottle’s insinu
tion, “I entered the house through the window.”

“Of my boudoir, where another intruder once
broke his neck,” interrupted his wife with a mocking
laugh. :

“Where I once helped this lady to regain pos
session of her house when it was held by another
party of illegal trespassers, who, however, were con-
tent to call themselyes ‘jumpers,” and did not claim
the privacy of gentlemen.”

“Do you mean to imply, sir,” began Colonel
Starbottle haughtily—¢“that—__»

“I mean to imply, sir,” said Clarence with quiet
scorn, “that I have neither the wish to know, nor the
slightest concern in any purpose that brought you
here, and that when you quit the house you take
your secrets and your privacy with you intact, with-
out let or hindrance from me.”

“Do you mean to say, Mr. Brant,” said Judge
Beeswinger, Suppressing the angry interruption of his
fellows with dominant wave of his hand, as he
fixed his eyes on Clarence keenly, “that you have
10 sympathy with your wife’s political sentiments?”

“I have already given you the information ne-
cessary to make you quit this house, and that is all
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you have a right to know,” returned Clarence, with
folded arms.

“But 7 can answer for him,” said Mrs, Brant,
rising, with a quivering voice and curling lip. “There
zs 10 sympathy between us. We are as far apart as
the poles. We have nothing in common but this
house and his name.”

“But you are husband and wife, bound together
by a sacred compact.”

“A compact!” echoed Mrs. Brant, with a bitter
laugh. “Yes,' the compact that binds South Carolina
to the nigger-worshipping Massachusetts. The com-
pact that links together white and black, the gentle-
man and the trader, the planter and the poor white
—the compact of those United States. Bah! that
has been broken, and so can this.”

Clarence’s face paled. But before he could speak
there was a rapid clattering at the gate and a dis-
mounted zaguero entered excitedly. Turning to Mrs.
Brant he said hurriedly, “Mother of God! the casa
is surrounded by a rabble of mounted men, and there
is one among them even now who demands admit-
tance in the name of the Law.”

“This is your work,” said Brooks, facing Clarence
furiously, “you have brought them with you, but, by
God, they shall not save you!” He would have

4*
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clutched Clarence, but the powerful arm of Judge
Beeswinger intervened. Nevertheless he still struggled
to reach Clarence, appealing to the others. “Are
you fools to stand there and let him triumph! Dont
you see the cowardly Yankee trick he’s played upon

“He has 7zoz,”” said Mrs. Brant haughtily, “I have
no reason to love him or his friends; but I know he
does not Ze.”

“Gentlemen! gentlemen!” implored Colonel Star-
bottle with beaming and unctuous persuasion, “may
I—er—remark—that all this is far from the ques-
tion. Are we to be alarmed because an unknown
rabble, no matter whence they come, demand en-
trance here in the name of the Law? I am not aware
of any law of the State of California that we are in-
fringing. By all means admit them.”

The gate was thrown open. A single thick-set
man, apparently unarmed and dressed like an ordinary
traveller, followed by half a dozen others equally un-
pretentious-looking entered. The leader turned to
the balcony.

“I am the chief of police of San Francisco. I
have warrants for the arrest of Colonel Culpepper
Starbottle, Joshua Brooks, Captain Pinckney, Clarence
Brant and Alice his wife, and others charged with

us.
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exciting to riot and unlawful practice calculated to
disturb the peace of the State of California and its
relations with the Federal Government,” said the
leader in a dry official voice.

Clarence started. In spite of its monotonous
utterance it was the voice of the red-bearded con-
troversialist of the stage coach. But where was his
characteristic beard and hair? Involuntarily Clarence
glanced at Judge Beeswinger; that gentleman was
quietly regarding the stranger with an impassive face
that betrayed no recognition whatever.

“But the city of San Francisco has no jurisdiction
here,” said Colonel Starbottle, turning a bland smile
towards his fellow-members. “I am—er—sorry to
inform you that you are simply trespassing, sir.”

“I am here also as Deputy Sheriff;” returned the
stranger coolly. “We were unable to locate the
precise place of this meeting, although we knew of
its existence. I was sworn in this morning at Santa
Inez by the Judge of this district, and these gentle-
men with me are my posse.”

There was a quick movement of resistance by
the members, which was, however, again waived
blandly aside by Colonel Starbottle. ILeaning for-
ward in a slightly forensic attitude, with his fingers
on the table and a shirt-frill that seemed to have
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become of itself erectile, he said, with p@ed but
polite precision: “I grieve to have to state, sir, that
even Zkat position is utterly untenable here. I‘?m a
lawyer myself, as my friend here, Judge Beeswinger
—eh? I beg your pardon!”

The officer of the law had momentarily started
with his eyes fixed on Judge Beeswinger, who, how-
ever, seemed to be quietly writing at the table.

“As Judge Beeswinger,” continued Colon'el St.ar-
bottle, “will probably tell you—and, as a jurist him-
self, he will also probably agree with me when I 315.0
inform you that, as the United States Government is
an aggrieved party, it is a matter of the Federal
Courts to prosecute, and that the only officer we ?an
recognise is the United States Marshal for the District.
When I add that the Marshal, Colonel Crackentho#pey
is one of my oldest friends, and an active sympathiser
with the South in the present struggle, you will undef-
stand that any action from him in this matter is
exceedingly improbable.”

The general murmur of laughter, relief, and ap-
proval was broken by the quiet voice of Judge
Beeswinger.

“Let me see your warrant, Mr. Deputy Sheriff.”

The officer approached him with a slightly per-
plexed and constrained aj

T, and exhibited the paper.
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Judge Beeswinger handed it back to him. “Colonel
Starbottle is quite right in his contention,” he said
quietly, “the only officer that this assembly can re-
cognise is the United States Marshal or his legal
deputy. But Colonel Starbottle is wrong in his sup-
position that Colonel Crackenthorpe still retains the
functions of that office. He was removed by the
President of the United States, and his successor
was appointed and sworn in by the Federal Judge
early this morning.” He paused, and folding up the
paper on which he had been writing, placed it in the
hands of the deputy. “And this,” he continued in
the same even voice, “constitutes you 4is Deputy,
and will enable you to carry out your duty in com-
ing here.”

“What the devil does this mean, sir? Who are
you?” gasped Colonel Starbottle, recoiling suddenly
from the man at his side.

“I am the new United States Marshal for the
southern District of California.”
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UNé#CTED and astounding as the revelation
was to Clarence, its strange reception by the con-
spirators seemed to him as astounding. He had
started forward, half expecting that the complacent
and self-confessed spy would be immolated by his
infuriated dupes. But to his surprise the shock
seemed to have changed their natures, and given
them the dignity they had lacked. The excitability,
irritation, and recklessness which had previously
characterised them had disappeared. The deputy
and his posse who had advanced to the assistance
of their revealed chief met with no resistance. They
had evidently, as if with one accord, drawn away
from Judge Beeswinger, leaving a cleared space
around him, and regarded their captors with sullen
contemptuous silence. It was only broken by Colonel
Starbottle:

“Your duty commands you, sir, to use all possible
diligence in bringing us before the Federal Judge of
this district. Unless your master in Washington has
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“I understand you perfectly,” returned Judge
Beeswinger with unchanged composure, “and as you
know that Judge Wilson unfortunately cannot be re-
moved except through regular course of impeach-
ment, [ suppose you may still count upon his Southern
sympathies to befriend you. With that I have nothing
to do; my duty is complete when my deputy has
brought you before him and I have stated the cir-
cumstances of the arrest.”

“I congratulate you, sir,” said Captain Pinckney
with an ironical salute, “on your prompt reward for
your treachery to the South, and your equally prompt
adoption of the peculiar tactics of your friends in the
way in which you have entered this house.”

“I am sorry I cannot congratulate you, sir,” re-
tumed Judge Beeswinger gravely, “on breaking your
oath to the Government which has educated and sup-
ported you and given you the epaulettes you dis-
grace. Nor shall I discuss ‘treachery’ with the man
who has not only violated the trust of his country,
but even the integrity of his friend’s household. It
is for that reason that I withhold the action of this
warrant in so far as it affects the person of the
master and mistress of this home. I am satisfied

violated the Constitution
too!”
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that Mr. Brant has been as ignorant of what has
been done here as I am that his wife has been only
the foolish dupe of a dowuble traitor!”

“Silence!” :

The words broke simultaneously from the lips of
Clarence and Captain Pinckney. They stood staring
at each other—the one pale, the other crimson—as
Mrs. Brant, apparently oblivious of the significance
of their united adjuration, turned to Judge Beeswinger
in the fury of her still stified rage and mortification.

“Keep your mercy for your fellow spy,” she
said, with a contemptuous gesture towards her hus-
band, <7 go with these gentlemen!”

“You will not,” said Clarence quietly, “until I
have said a word to you alone.” He laid his hand
firmly upon her wrist.

The deputy and his prisoners filed slowly out of
the court-yard together, the latter courteously saluting
Mrs. Brant as they passed, but turning from Judge
Beeswinger in contemptuous silence. The latter
followed them to the gate, but there he paused.
Turning to Mrs. Brant, who was still half-struggling
in the strong grip of her husband, he said:

“Any compunction I may have had in misleading
you by accepting your nvitation here I dismissed
after I had entered this house! And I trust,” he
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added, turning to Clarence sternly, “I leave you the
master of it!”

As the gate closed behind him, Clarence locked
it. When his wife turned upon him angrily, he said
quietly :

“I have no intention of restraining your liberty
a moment after our interview is over, but until then
I do not intend to be disturbed.”

She threw herself disdainfully back in her chair,
her hands clasped in her lap in half contemptuous
resignation, with her eyes upon her long slim arched
feet crossed before her. Even in her attitude there
was something of her old fascination which, however,
now seemed to sting Clarence to the quick.

“I have nothing to say to you in regard to what
has just passed in this house, except that as long as
I remain even nominally its master, it shall not be
repeated.  Although I shall no longer attempt to in-
fluence or control your political sympathies, I shall
not allow you to indulge them where in any way
they seem to imply my sanction. But so little do
T oppose your liberty, that you are free to rejoin your
political companions, whenever you choose to do so
on your own responsibility. But I must first know
from your own lips whether your sympathies are
purely political—or a name for something else?”
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She had alternately flushed and paled, although ‘
still keeping her scornful attitude as he went on, bt |
there was no mistaking the genuineness of her vagie
wonderment at his concluding words.

“I don’t understand you,” she said, lifting her
eyes to his in a moment of cold curiosity. “What
do you mean?”

“What do I mean! What did Judge Beeswinger
mean when he called Captain Pinckney a doubl
traitor?” he said roughly.

She sprang to her feet with flashing eyes. “And
you—you! dare to repeat the cowardly lie of a cor-
fessed spy. Zis, then, is what you wished to tell
me—this the insult for which you have kept me
here; because you are incapable of understanding
unselfish patriotism or devotion—even to your oWl
cause—you! dare to judge me by your own base,
Yankee trading standards. Yes, it is worthy of you!”
She walked rapidly up and down, and then suddenly
faced him. I understand it ail I appreciate your
magnanimity zow. You are willing I should join
the company of these chivalrous gentlemen in order
to give colour to your calumnies! Say at once that
it was you who Put up this spy to correspond with
me—to come here—in order o entrap me. Yes!
entrap me—I—who a moment ago stood up for yot
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before these gentlemen, and said you could not lie.
Bah!”

Struck only by the wild extravagance of her
speech and temper, Clarence did not know that
when women are most illogical they are apt to be
most sincere, and from a man’s standpoint her un-
reasoning deductions appeared to him only as an
affectation to gain time for thought, or a theatrical
display, like Susy’s. And he was turning half-con-
temptuously away, when she again faced him with
flashing eyes.

“Well, hear me! T accept; I leave here at once,
to join my own people, my own friends—those who
understand me—put what construction on it that
you choose. Do your worst; you cannot do more
to separate us than you have done just now.”

She left him, and ran up the steps with a singular
return of her old occasional nymph-like nimbleness—
the movement of a woman who had never borne
children—and a swish of her long skirts that he re-
membered for many a day after, as she disappeared
in the corridor. He remained looking after her—
indignant, outraged, and unconvinced. There was a
rattling at the gate.

He remembered he had locked it. He opened
it to the flushed pink cheeks and dancing eyes of
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|
|
Susy. The rain was still dripping from her wet |
cloak, as she swung it from her shoulders. ’
“I know it all/—all that’s happened,” she burst
out with half girlish exuberance, and half the actresss
declamation. “We met them all in the road—ps
and prisoners. Chief Thompson knew me and told
me all. And so you've done it—and you’re master
in your old house again. Clarence, old boy! Jin
said you wouldn’t do it—said youw’d weaken on a¢
count of %er/ But I said ‘No,” I knew you better,
old Clarence, and I saw it in your face, for all yow
stiffness! ha! But for all that I was mighty nervous
and uneasy, and I just made Jim send an excuse 10
the theatre, and we rushed it down here! Lordy!
but it looks natural to see the old house again! And
she—you packed her off with the others—didn’t you?
Tell me, Clarence,” in her old appealing voice, “You
shook her too!”

Dazed and astounded, and yet experiencing
vague sense of relief with something like his old tender-
ness towards the wilful woman before him, he had
silently regarded her until her allusion to his wif¢
recalled him to himself,

“Hush,” he said quickly, with 2 glance towards
the corridor.

“Ah,” said Susy, with a malicious smile, “then
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that’s why Captain Pinckney was lingering in the
rear with the deputy.”

“Silence,” said Clarence, sternly. “Go in there,”
pointing to the garden room below the balcony, “and
wait there with your husband.”

He half led, half pushed her into the room which
had been his business office, and returned to the
Ppatio. A hesitating voice from the balcony said,
“Clarence!”

It was his wife’s voice, but modified and gentler
—more like her voice as he had first heard it, or as
if it had been chastened by some reminiscence of
those days. It was his wife’s face, too, that looked
down on his—paler than he had seen it since he
entered the house. She was shawled and hooded,
carrying a travelling-bag in her hand.

“I am going, Clarence,” she said, pausing before
him, with gentle gravity, “but not in anger. I even
ask you to forgive me for the foolish words that I
think your still more foolish accusation”—she smiled
faintly—“dragged from me, I am going because I
know that I have brought—and that while I am here
I shall always be bringing upon you—the imputation
and even the responsibility of my own faith! While
T am proud to own it—and if needs be suffer for it
—I have no right to ruin your prospects, or even
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make you the victim of the slurs that others may |
cast upon me. Let us part as friends—separated

only by our different political faiths—but keeping

all other faiths together—until God shall settle the

Right of this struggle. Perhaps it may be soon—I

sometimes think it may be years of agony for all—

but until then, good-bye.”

She had slowly descended the steps to the pafi
looking handsomer than he had ever seen her, and asif
sustained and upheld by the enthusiasm of her cause
Her hand was outstretched towards his—his heart
beat violently—in another moment he might have
forgotten all and clasped her to his breast. Suddenly
she stopped, her outstretched arm stiffened, her
finger pointed to the chair on which Susy’s clok
was hanging.

“What’s that?” she said in a sharp, high, metallic
voice.  ““ Wko is here? Speak!”

“Susy,” said Clarence.

She cast a scathing glance round the patio, and
then settled her piercing eyes on Clarence with 2
bitter smile.

“Already!”

Clarence felt the blood rush to his face as he
stammered, “She knew what was happening here—
and came to give you warning.”
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“Liar!”

“Stop!” said Clarence, with a white face. “She
came to tell me that Captain Pinckney was still
lingering for you in the road.”

He threw open the gate to let her pass. As she
swept out she lifted her hand. As he closed the

gate there were the white marks of her four fingers
on his cheek.

Clarence.

Ut
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CHAPTER 1V.

For once Susy had not exaggerated. Captain
Pinckney was lingering, with the deputy who had
charge of him, on the trail near the casa. It had
already been pretty well understood by both captives
and captors that the arrest was simply a legal de
monstration; that the sympathising Federal Judge
would undoubtedly order the discharge of the
prisoners on their own recognisances, and it was
probable that the deputy saw no harm in granting
Pinckney’s request—which was virtually only a de
lay in his liberation, It was also possible that
Pinckney had worked upon the chivalrous symp
thies of the man by professing his disinclination o
leave their devoted colleague, Mrs. Brant, at the
mercy of her antagonistic ang cold-blooded husband
at such a crisis, and it js to be feared also that
Clarence, as 2 reputed lukewarm partisan, excited
no personal Sympathy, even from his own party.
Howbeit, the deputy agreed to delay Pinckney’s
journey for a parting interyiew with his fair hostess.
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How far this expressed the real sentiments of
Captain Pinckney was never known. Whether his
political association with Mrs. Brant had developed
into a warmer solicitude, understood or ignored by
her—what were his hopes and aspirations regarding
her future—were by the course of fate never dis-
closed. A man of easy ethics, but rigid artificialities
of honour, flattered and pampered by class prejudice,
a so-called “man of the world,” with no experience
beyond his own limited circle, yet brave and devoted
to that, it were well perhaps to leave this last act
of his inefficient life as it was accepted by the
deputy.

Dismounting he approached the house from the
garden. He was already familiar with the low arched
doorway which led to the business room, and from
which he could gain admittance to the pazio, but it
so chanced that he entered the dark passage at the
moment that Clarence had thrust Susy into the
business room, and heard its door shut sharply.
For an instant he believed that Mrs. Brant had
taken refuge there, but as he cautiously moved for-
ward he heard her voice in the patio beyond. Its
accents struck him as pleading; an intense curiosity
drew him further along the passage. ‘Suddenly her
voice seemed to change. to angry denunciation,

5*



68 CLARENCE.

and the word “Liar” rang upon his ears. It was
followed by his own name uttered sardonically by
Clarence, the swift rustle of a skirt, the clash of
the gate, and then—forgetting everything, he burst
into the patso.

Clarence was just turning from the gate with the
marks of his wife’s hand still red on his white cheek.
He saw Captain Pinckney’s eyes upon it, and the
faint, half-malicious, half-hysteric smile upon his lips.
But without a start or gesture of surprise, he locke'd
the gate and turning to him, said with frigid signi-
ficance—

“I thank you for returning so promptly, and for
recognising the only thing I now require at your
hands.”

But Captain Pinckney had recovered his supet-
cilious ease with the significant demand.

“You seem to have had something already from
another’s hand, sir—but I am at your service,” he
said lightly.

“You will consider that T have accepted it from
You,” said Clarence, drawing closer to him with a
rigid face. «I suppose it will not be necessary for
me 1o return it—to make you understand me.”

“Go on!” said Pinckney flushing slightly. “Make
your terms; I am ready.”
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“But Pm not,” said the unexpected voice of the
deputy at the grille of the gateway. “Excuse my
interfering, gentlemen, but this sort o’ thing ain’t
down in my schedule. Tve let this gentleman,”
pointing to Captain Pinckney, “off for a minit to say
‘good-bye’ to a lady, who I reckon has just ridden
off in her buggy with her servant without saying by
your leave, but I didn’t calkelate to let him inter
another business, which like as not, may prevent me
from delivering his body safe and sound into court.
You hear me!” As Clarence opened the gate he
added: “I don’t want ter spoil sport between gents,
but it’s got to come in after ve done my duty.”

“Tll meet you, sir, anywhere, and with what
weapons you choose,” said Pinckney, turning angrily
upon Clarence, “as soon as this farce—for which you
and your friends are responsible—is over.” He was
furious at the intimation that Mrs. Brant had es-
caped him.

A different thought was in the husband’s mind.
“But what assurance have I that you are going on
with the deputy?” he said with purposely insulting
deliberation.

“My word, sir,” said Captain Pinckney sharply.

“And if that ain’t enuff, there’s mine/” said the
deputy. “For if this gentleman swerves to the right
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or left betwixt this and Santa Inez, Ill blow a hdle
through him myself, And that,” he added, depre-
catingly, “is saying a good deal for a man who
doesn’t want to spoil sport, and for the matter of
that, is willing to stand by and see fair play done
at Santa Inez any time to-morrow before breakfast”

“Then I can count on yow,” said Clarence, with
a sudden impulse extending his hand.

The man hesitated a moment and then grasped it

“Well, T wasn’t expecting z4at,” he said slowly;
“but you look as if you meant business, and if you
ain’t got anybody else to see you through, I'm thar!
I suppose this gentleman will have his friends.”

“I shall be there at six with my seconds,” said
Pinckney, curtly. “Lead on.”

The gate closed behind them. Clarence stood
looking around the €mpty patio, and the silent house,
from which it was noy plain that the servants had
been withdrawn to ensure the secrecy of the con-
spiracy.  Cool and collected as he knew he was, he
remained for 5 Mmoment in hesjtation. Then the

room, the light frivolity of Susy’s laugh and Hooker’s
huskier accents, e had forgotten they were there
—he had forgotten their exXistence !
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in his usual voice. That gentleman appeared with
a face which his attempts to make unconcerned and
impassive had, however, only deepened into funereal
gravity.

“I have something to attend to,” said Clarence
with a faint smile, “and I must ask you and Susy to
excuse me for a little while. She knows the house
perfectly, and will call the servants from the annexe
to provide you both with refreshments until I join
you a little later.” Satisfied from Hooker’s manner
that they knew nothing of his later interview with
Pinckney, he turned away and ascended to his own
room.

There he threw himself in an armchair by the
dim light of a single candle as if to reflect. But he
was conscious, even then, of his own calmness and
want of excitement, and that no reflection was neces-
sary. What he had done and what he intended to
do was quite clear; there was no alternative sug-
gested or to be even sought after. He had that
sense of relief which comes with the climax of all
great struggles, even of defeat.

He had never known before how hopeless and
continuous had been that struggle until now it was
over. He had no fear of to-morrow; he would meet
it as he had to-day, with the same singular conscious-
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ness of being equal to the occasion. There was even
no necessity of preparation for it; his will, leaving his
fortune to his wife—which seemed a slight thing
now in this greater separation—was already in his
safe in San Francisco; his pistols were in the next
room. He was even slightly disturbed by his own
insensibility, and passed into his wife’s bedroom
partly in the hope of disturbing his serenity by
some memento of their past. There was no dis
order of flight—everything was in its place, except
the drawer of her desk, which was still open, as if
she had taken something from it as an afterthought.
There were letters and papers there—some of his
own and some in Captain Pinckney’s handwriting.
It did not occur to him to look at them—even to
justify himself—or excuse her. He knew that his
hatred of Captain Pinckney was not so much that
he believed him her lover, as his sudden conviction
that she was like him/ He was the male of her
species—ag, being antagonistic to himself whom he
could fight, and crush, and revenge himself upon.
But most of all he loathed his past, not on account
of %er, but of his own weakness that had made him
her dupe, and a misunderstood man to his friends.
He had been derelict of duty in his unselfish devo-
tion to her; he had stifled his ambition, and under-
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rated his own possibilities. No wonder that others
had accepted him at his own valuation. Clarence
Brant was a modest man, but the egotism of modesty
Is more fatal than that of pretension, for it has the
haunting consciousness of superior virtge.

He re-entered his own room and again threw
himself in his chair. His calm was being succeeded
by a physical weariness; he remembered he had not
slept the night before, and he ought to take some
rest to be fresh in the early morning. Yet he must
also show himself before his self-invited guests—
Susy and her husband—or their suspicions would
be aroused. He would try to sleep for a little
while in the chair, before he went downstairs again.
He closed his eyes oddly enough on a dim dreamy
recollection of Susy in the old days, in the little
Madyofio hollow where she had once given him a
rendezvous, He forgot the maturer and critical un-
easiness with which he had then received her coquet-
tish and wilful advances, which he now knew was
the effect of the growing dominance of Mrs. Peyton
over him—and remembered only her bright, youth-
ful eyes, and the kisses he had pressed upon her
soft fragrant cheek. The faintness he had felt when
waiting in the old rose garden, a few hours ago,
scemed to steal on him once more, and to lapse
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into a pleasant drowsiness. He even seemed again
to inhale the perfume of the roses.

“Clarence!”

He started. He had been sleeping—but the
voice sounded, strangely real.

A light, girlish laugh followed. He sprang t0
his feet. It was Susy standing beside him—and
Susy even as she looked in the old days! -

For with a flash of her old audacity, aided by
her familiar knowledge of the house, and the bunch
of household keys she had found, which dangled
from her girdle, as in the old fashion, she had dis-
interred one of her old frocks from a closet, slipped
it on, and unloosening her brown hair had let it
fall in rippling waves down her back. It was Susy
in her old girlishness, with the instinct of the grown
actress in the arrangement of her short skirt over
her pretty ankles, and the half-conscious pose she
had taken.

“Poor dear old Clarence,” she said, with dancing
eyes; “I might have won a dozen pairs of gloves
from you while you slept there. But you're tired,
dear old boy, and you've had a hard time of it
No matter; you’ve shown yourself a man at last, and
I'm proud of you.”

Half ashamed of the pleasure he felt even in
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his embarrassment, Clarence stammered, “But this
change—this dress.”

Susy clapped her hands like a child. “I knew
it would surprise you! It’s an old frock I wore the
year [ went away with auntie. I knew where it was hid-
den, and fished it out again with these keys, Clarence;
it seemed so like old times. Lord! when I was with
the old servants again, and you didn’t come down,
[ just felt as if Pd never been away, and I just ram-
paged free! It seemed to me, don’t you know, not
as if Pd just come, but as if I'd always been right
here, and it was you who'd just come! Don’t you
understand!  Just as you came when me and Mary
Rogers were here; don’t you remember her, Clarence,
and how she used to do ‘gooseberry’ for us? Well,
just like that. So I said to Jim—¢T don’t know you
any more—get!’ and I just slipped on this frock and
ordered Manuela around, as I used to do—and she
i fits of laughter—T reckon, Clarence, she hasn’t
laughed as much since I left. And then I thought
of you—perhaps worried and flustered as yet over
things, and the change, and I just slipped into the
kitchen and I told old fat Conchita to make some
of these tortillas, you know—with sugar and cinna-
mon sprinkled on the top—and I tied on an apron
and brought ’em up to you on a tray with a glass
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of that old Catalan wine you used to like. Th.en .I
sorter felt frightened when I got here, and I didnt
hear any noise, and I put the tray down in the h@
and peeped in and found you asleep. Sit still, Il
fetch ’em.” :

She tripped out into the passage, returning wi
the tray, which she put on the table beside Clarence,
and then standing back a little and with her hands
tucked sowébrette fashion in the tiny pockets of her
apron, gazed at him with a mischievous smile.

It was impossible not to smile back as he nﬂ_)bkd
the crisp Mexican cake and drank the old mission
wine. And Susy’s tongue trilled an accompaniment
to his thanks.

“Lord! it seems so nice to be here—just you
and me, Clarence—like in the old days—with no-
body naggin’ and swoopin’ round after you. Don't
be greedy, Clarence, but give me a cake.” She took
one and finished the dregs of his glass.

Then sitting on the arm of his chair, she darted
a violet ray of halfreproach and halfmischievousness
into his amused and retrospective eyes. “There used
to be room for two in that chair, Klarns.”

The use of the old childish diminutive for his
name seemed to him as natural as her familiarity,
and he moved a little sideways to make room for
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her with an instinct of pleasure, but the same sense
of irresponsibility that had characterised his reflec-
tions. Nevertheless, he looked critically into the
mischievous eyes, and said quietly:—

“Where is your husband?”

There was no trace of embarrassment, apology,
or even of consciousness in her pretty face as she
replied, passing her hand lightly through his hair:—

“Oh, Jim? Dve packed him off!”

“Packed him off!” echoed Clarence, slightly
astonished.

“Yes, to Fair Plains, full tilt after your wife’s
buggy. You see, Clarence, after the old cat—that’s
your wife, please—left, I wanted to make sure she
had gone, and wasn’t hangin’ round to lead you off
4gain with your leg tied to her apron string like a
chicken’s! No! I said to Jim, “Just you ride after
her until you see she’s safe and sound in the down
coach from Fair Plains without her knowin’ it, and
if she’s inclined to hang back or wobble any you
post back here and let me know!’ I told him I
would stay and look after you to see yox didn’t bolt,
too!”  She laughed, and then added, “But I didn’t
think T should fall into the old ways so soon, and
have such a nice time, Did you, Clarence?”

She looked so irresponsible, sitting there with her
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face near his, and so childishly, or perhaps though
lessly happy, that he could only admire her levit,
and even the slight shock that her flippant allusion
to his wife had given him seemed to him only ¢
weakness of his own. After all, was not her’s the
true philosophy? Why should not these bright efes
see things more clearly than his own? Nevertheles
with his eyes still fixed upon them, he continued:

“And Jim was willing to go?”

She stopped, with her fingers still lifting a lock
of his hair. “Why yes, you silly—why shouldn’t he?
Td like to see him refuse. Why, Lord, Jim wil do
anything I ask him” She put down the lock of
hair, and suddenly looking full into his eyes, said,
“That’s just the difference between him and me, and
you and—that woman?”

“Then you love him!”

“About as much as you love /er,” she said with
an unaffected laugh, “only he don’t wind me around
his finger.”

No doubt she was right for all her thoughtless-
ness, and yet he was going to fight about that woman
to-morrow! No—he forgot; he was going to fight
Captain Pinckney because he was /ite her!

Susy had put her finger on the crease between
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his brows which this supposition had made, and tried
to rub it out.

“You know it as well as I do, Clarence,” she
" said, with a pretty wrinkling of her own brows,
which was her nearest approach to thoughtfulness.
“You know you never really /zked her, only you
thought her ways were grander and more proper
than mine, and you know you were always a little
bit of a snob and a prig too—dear boy! And Mrs.
Peyion was—bless my soul!—a Benham and a.
planter’s daughter, and 7—1I was only a picked-up
orphan!  That's where Jim is better than you—now
sit still, Goosey!—even if I don’t like him as much!
Oh, T know what youw're always thinking, you're
thinking we're both exaggerated and theatrical, ain’t
you? But don’t you think it’s a heap better to be
cxaggerated and theatrical about things that are just
sentimental and romantic than to be so awfully
Possessed and overcome about things that are only
7eal? " There, you needn’t stare at me so! If's true.
You've had your il of grandeur and propriety, and
—here you are. And? she added with a little
chuckle, as she tucked up her feet and leaned a
little closer to him, “here’s me.”

He did not speak, but his arm quite unconsciously
Passed round her small waist,
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“You see, Clarence,” she went on with equl
unconsciousness of the act, “you ought never to have
let me go—never! You ought to have kept me
here—or run away with me. And you oughin't 0
have tried to make me proper. And you oughtn!
to have driven me to flirt with that horrid Spaniard,
and you oughtn’t to have been so horribly cold and
severe when I did. And you oughtn’t to have made
me take up with Jim, who was the only one Who
thought me his equal. I might have been very silly
and capricious; I might have been very vai,
but my vanity isn’t a bit worse than your pride; my
love of praise and applause in the theatre isn't 2
bit more horrid than your fears of what people
might think of you or me. That's Gospel truth,
isn’t it, Clarence? Tell me! Don't look that way
and this—Ilook at mes T ain’t poisonous, Clarence.
Why, one of your cheeks is redder than the other,
Clarence; that’s the one that’s turned from me.
Come,” she went on, taking the lapels of his coat
between her hands and half-shaking him, half
drawing him nearer her bright face. “Tell me—
isn’t it true?”

“I was thinking of you just now when I fell
asleep, Susy,” he said. He dig not know why he
said it; he had not intended to tell her, he had only
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meant to avoid a direct answer to her question; yet
even now he went on. “And I thought of you
when I was out there in the rose-garden waiting to
come in here.” ,

“You did?” she said, drawing in her breath. A
wave of delicate pink colour came up to her very
eyes—it seemed to him as quickly and as innocently
as when she was a girl. “And what Jid you think,
Klarns,” she half-whispered—¢“tell me.”

He did not speak, but answered her blue eyes

and then her lips, as her arms slipped quite naturally
around his neck.

The dawn was breaking as Clarence and Jim
Hooker emerged together from the gate of the Casa.
Mr. Hooker looked sleepy. He had found, after his
return from Fair Plains, that his host had an early
engagement at Santa Inez, and he had insisted upon
rising to see him off. It was with difficulty, indeed,
that Clarence could prevent his accompanying him.
Clarence had not revealed to Susy the night before
the real object of his journey, mnor did Hooker
evidently suspect it, yet, when he had mounted his

horse, he hesitated for an instant, but without ex-
tending his hand.

Clarence. 6
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“If T should happen to be detained”—he began
with a half smile.

But Jim was struggling with a yawn. “That’s
all right—don’t mind us,” he said, stretching his
arms.  Clarence’s hesitating hand dropped to his
side, and with a light reckless laugh and a half
sense of providential relief he galloped away.

What happened immediately thereafter during
his solitary ride to Santa Inez, looking back upon it
n after years, seemed but a confused recollection,
more like a dream. The long stretches of vague
distance, gradually opening clearer with the rising
sun in an unclouded sky; the meeting with a few
early or belated travellers and his unconscious avoid-
ance of them, as if they might know of his object;
the black shadows of fore-shortened cattle rising
before him on the plain and arousing the same
uneasy sensation of their being waylaying men; the
wondering recognition of houses and landmarks he
had long been familiar with 5 his purposeless attempts
to recall the circumstances in which he had known
them—all these were like a dream. So, too, were
the recollections of the night before, the episode
with Susy, already mingled and blended with the
memory of their previous Ppast; his futile attempts to
look forward to the future, a_lways, however, aban-
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doned with relief at the thought that the next few
hours might make them unnecessary. So also was
the sudden realisation that Santa Inez was before
him, when he had thought he was not yet half way
there; and as he dismounted before the Court House
his singular feeling—followed, however, by no fear
or distress—that he had come so early to the
rendezvous that he was not yet quite prepared
for it.

This same sense of unreality pervaded his meeting
with the Deputy-Sheriff; the news that the Federal
judge had, as was expected, dismissed the prisoners
on their own recognisances, and that Captain Pinck-
€y was at the hotel at breakfast. In the like
abstracted manner he replied to the one or two
questions of the deputy, exhibited the pistols he
had brought with him, and finally accompanied him
10 a little meadow hidden by trees, below the hotel,
where the other principal and his seconds were
awaiting them. And here he awoke—clear-eyed,
keen, forceful, and intense!

So stimulated were his faculties that his sense of
hearing in its acuteness took in every word of the

conversation between the seconds, a few paces distant.
He heard his adversary

s second say carelessly to the
deputy-sheriff,

“I presume this is a case where there
6F*
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will be no apology or mediation,” and the deputy’s
reply, “I recken my man means business, but he
seems a little queer.” He heard the other second
laugh, and say lightly, “They’re apt to be so whet
it’s their first time out,” followed by the mor
anxious aside of the other second as the deputy
turned away. “Ves, but by G—d I don't like his
looks!” His sense of sight was also so acute that
having lost the choice of position, when the coin Wi
tossed, and being turned with his face to the sup
even through the glare he saw, with unerring dis
tinctness of outline, the black-coated figure of his
opponent moved into range—saw the perfect outlin¢
of his features, and how the easy, supercilious smile,
as he threw away his cigar, appeared to drop out of
his face with a kind of vacant awe as he faced him.
He felt his nerves become as steel as the counting
began, and at the word “three,” knew he had fired
by the recoil of the pistol in his levelled hand,
simultaneously with its utterance. And at the same
moment, still standing like a rock, he saw his ad-
versary miserably collapse, his legs grotesquely
curving inwards under him — without even the
dignity of death in his fall—and so sink helplessly
like a felled bull to the ground, Still erect, and
lowering only the muzzle of his pistol, as a thin
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feather of smoke curled up its shining side, he saw
the doctor and seconds run quickly to the heap—
try to lift its limp impotence into shape, and let it
drop again with the words, “Right through the fore-
head, by G—d!”

“You've done for him,” said the deputy, turning
to Clarence with a singular look of curiosity, “and I
reckon you had better get out of this mighty quick.
They didn’t expect it—they’re just ragin’, they may
round on you—and—? he added, more slowly, “they
seem to have just found out wiho you are.”

Even while he was speaking, Clarence, with his
quickened ears, heard the words, “one of Hamilton
Brant’s pups.” “Just like his father,” from the group
around the dead man. He did not hesitate, but
walked coolly towards them, Yet a certain fierce
pride—which he had never known before—stirred in
his veins, as their voices hushed, and they half
recoiled before him,

“Am I to understand from my second, gentle-
men,” he said, looking round the group, “that you
are not satisfied?”

“The fight was Square enough,” said Pinckney’s
second, in some embarrassment, “but I reckon that

he,” pointing to the dead man, “did not know w#o
you were?”
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“Do you mean that he did not know that I wis
the son of a man proficient in the use of arms?”

“I reckon that’s about it,” returned the second,
glancing at the others.

“I am glad to say, sir, that I have a better
opinion of his courage,” said Clarence, lifting his hat
to the dead body as he turned away.

Yet he was conscious of no remorse, COnCern, ?r
even pity in his act. Perhaps this was visible in his
face, for the group appeared awed by this perfection
of the duellist’s coolness, and even returned his formal
parting salutation with a vague and timid respect:
He thanked the deputy, regained the hotel, saddied
his horse and galloped away.

But not towards the Rancho. Now that he could
think of his future, #as had no place in his reflec-
tions; even the episode of Susy was forgotten in the
new and strange conception of himself and his irre-
sponsibility which had come upon him with the
killing of Pinckney and the words of his second. It
was his dead father who had stiffened his arm and
directed the fatal shot! Tt was hereditary influences
—which others had been so quick to recognise——that
had brought about this completing climax of his

trouble. How else could he account for it that he
—a conscientious, peaceful, sensitive man, tender
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and forgiving as he had believed himself to be,
could now feel so little sorrow or compunction for
his culminating act? He had read of successful
duellists who were haunted by remorse for their first
victim; who retained a terrible consciousness of the
appearance of the dead man; %¢ had no such feel-
ing: he had only a grim contentment in the wiped-
out inefficient life, and contempt for the limp and
helpless body. He suddenly recalled his callousness
as a boy when face to face with the victims of the
Indian massacre, his sense of fastidious supercilious-
ness in the discovery of the body of Susy’s mother!
—surely it was the cold blood of his father in-
fluencing him ever thus. What had he to do with
affection, with domestic happiness, with the ordinary
ambitions of man’s life—whose blood was frozen at
its source! Vet even with this very thought came
once more the old inconsistent tenderness he had as
@ boy lavished upon the almost unknown and fugi-
tve father who had forsaken his childish com-
panionship, and remembered him only by secret
gifts. He remembered how he had worshipped him
even while the pious padres at San José were en-
deavouring to eliminate this terrible poison from his
blood, and combat his hereditary instinct in his con-
flits with his school-fellows. And it was a part of
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this inconsistency that, riding away from the scene
of his first bloodshed, his eyes were dimmed wih
moisture, not for his victim, but for the one being
who he believed had impelled him to the act.

This and more was in his mind during his long
ride to Fair Plains, his journey by coach to the En-
barcadero, his midnight passage across the dark
waters of the bay, and his re-entrance to San Frar-
cisco; but what should be his future was still unsettled.

As he wound around the crest of Russian Hil
and looked down again upon the awakened city, he
was startled to see that it was fluttering and stream-
ing with bunting. From every public building and
hotel, from the roofs of private houses, and even the
windows of lonely dwellings flapped and waved the
striped and starry banner. The steady breath of
the sea carried it out from masts and yards of ships
at their wharves, from the battlements of the forts

Alcatraz and Yerba Bueno. He remembered that
the ferryman had told him that the news from Fort
Sumter had swept the city with a revulsion of patriotic
sentiment, and that there was no doubt that the
State was saved to the Union. He looked down
upon it with haggard, bewildered eyes, and then
a strange gasp and fulness of the throat! For afara
solitary bugle had blown the “reveille” at Fort Alcatraz
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CHAPTER L

NIGHT at last, and the stir and tumult of a great
fight over. Even the excitement that had swept this
portion of the battle-field—only a small section of
& vaster area of struggle—into which a brigade had
marched, held its own, been beaten back, recovered
its ground, and pursuing, had passed out of it, for
ever, leaving only its dead behind, and knowing
nothing more of that struggle than its own impact
and momentum—eyen this wild excitement had long
sinceevaporated with the stinging smoke of gun-
powder, the acrid smell of burning rags from the
clothing of a dead soldier fired by a bursting shell,
or the heated reek of sweat and leather. A cool
breath that seemed to bring back once more the
odour of the upturned earthworks along the now
dumb line of battle, began to move from the sug-
gestive darkness beyond.

But into that awful penetralia of death and
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silence there was no invasion—there had been 0
retreat. A few of the wounded had been brough
out, under fire, but the others had been left wih
the dead for the morning light and succour. Fori
was known that in that horrible obscurity, ridetles
horses, frantic with the smell of blood, galloped
wildly here and there, or, maddened by wounds
plunged furiously at the intruder; that the wounded
soldier, still armed, could not always distinguish
friend from foe or from the ghouls of camp fo-
lowers who stripped the dead in the darkness, and
struggled with the dying. A shot or two heard
somewhere in that obscurity counted as nothing with
the long fusilade that had swept it in the daytime;
the passing of a single life, more or less, amounted
to little in the long roll-call of the day’s slaughter
But with the first beams of the morning sun—
and the slowly moving “relief detail” from the
camp-—came a weird half-resurrection of that ghastly
field. Then it was that the long rays of sunlight,
streaming away a mile beyond the battle line, pointed
out the first harvest of the dead where the reserves
had been posted. There they lay in heaps and
piles, killed by solid shot or bursting shells that had
leaped the battle line to plunge into the waiting
ranks beyond. As the sup lifted higher its beams
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fell within the range of musketry fire, where the
dead lay thicker—even as they had fallen when
killed outright—with arms extended, and feet at all
angles to the field. As it touched these dead up-
turned faces, strangely enough it brought out no
expression of pain nor anguish—but rather as if
death had arrested them only in surprise and awe.
It revealed on the lips of those who had been
mortally wounded and had turned upon their side,
the relief which death had brought their suffering,
sometimes shown in a faint smile. Mounting higher,
it glanced upon the actual battle line, curiously
curving for the shelter of walls, fences, and breast-
works, and here the dead lay, even as when they
lay and fired, their faces prone in the grass but
their muskets still resting across the breastworks.
Exposed to grape and canister from the battery on
the ridge, death had come to them mercifully also—
through the head and throat. And now the whole
field lay bare in the sunlight, broken with grotesque
shadows cast from sitting, crouching, half-recumbent
—but always rigid—figures, which might have been
cffigies on their own monuments. One half-kneeling
soldier, with head bowed between his stiffened hands,
might have stood for a carven figure of Grief at the
feet of his dead comrade. A captain shot through
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the brain inthe act of mounting a wall, lay side
ways half across it, his lips parted with a word of
command; his sword still pointing over the barir
the way that they should go.

But it was not until the sun had mounted higher
that it struck the central horror of the field aud

seemed to linger there in dazzling persistence, 107

and then returning to it in startling flashes that i
might be seen of men and they who brought succout
A tiny brook had run obliquely near the battle line
It was here that the night before the battle, friend
and foe had filled their canteens side by side with
soldierly recklessness, or perhaps a higher instinct—
purposely ignoring each other’s presence; it was here
that the wounded had afterwards crept, crawled, and
dragged themselves; here they had pushed, wrangled,
striven, and fought for a draught of that preciots
fluid which assuaged the thirst of their wounds—or
happily put them out of their misery for ever; hert
overborne, crushed, suffocated by numbers, pouring
their own blood into the flood, and tumbling after i
with their helpless bodies, they dammed the stream,
until recoiling, red and angry, it had burst its banks
and overflowed the cotton fielq in a broad pool that
now sparkled in the sunlight. But below this huma
dam—a mile away—where the brook still crept
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sluggishly, the ambulance horses sniffed and started
from it.

The detail moved on slowly, doing their work
expeditiously, and apparently callously, but really
only with that mechanical movement that saves
emotion. Only once they were moved to an out-
break of indignation—the discovery of the body of
an officer whose pockets were turned inside out, but
whose hand was still tightly grasped on his buttoned
waistcoat, as if resisting the outrage that had been
done while still in life. As the men disengaged the
stiffened hand something slipped from the waistcoat
to the ground. The corporal picked it up and
handed it to his officer. It was a sealed packet.
The officer received it with the carelessness which
long experience of these pathetic missives from the
dying to their living relations had induced, and
dropped it in the pocket of his tunic, with the half-
dozen others that he had picked up that morning,
and moved on with the detail. A little further on
they halted, in the attitude of attention, as a mounted
officer appeared, riding slowly down the line.

There was something more than the habitual
respect of their superior in their faces as he came
forward.  For it was the General who had com-
manded the brigade the day before—the man who
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had leaped with one bound into the forwafd. rank
of military leaders. It was his invincible spirit fhi
had led the advance, held back defeat against over
whelming numbers, sustained the rally, imPr.es@
his subordinate officers with his own undeviating
purpose, and even infused them with an almos
superstitious belief in his destiny of success. It \.vas
this man who had done what it was deemed in-
possible to do—what even at the time it was thought
unwise and unstrategic to do—who had held a weik
position, of apparently no importance, under 111?
mandate of an incomprehensible order from‘ his
superior, which at best asked only for a sacnﬁCC;
and was rewarded with a victory. He had decimated
his brigade, but the wounded and dying had cheered
him as he passed, and the survivors had pursued
the enemy until the bugle called them back. For
such a record he looked still too young, and even
too scholarly, albeit his handsome face was dark and
energetic, and his manner taciturn.

His quick eye had already caught sight of the
rifled body of the officer, and contracted. As the
captain of the detail saluted him he said, curtly—

“I thought the orders were to fire upon anyone
desecrating the dead?”

“They are, General; byt the hyaenas don't give
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us a chance. That’s all yonder poor fellow saved
from their claws” replied the officer, as he held up
the sealed packet. “It has no address.”

The General took it, examined the envelope,
thrust it into his belt, and said—

“I'will take charge of it.”

The sound of horse hoofs came from the rocky
roadside beyond the brook. Both men turned. A
number of field officers were approaching.

“The Division Staff” said the Captain, in a lower
voice, falling back.

They came slowly forward, a central figure on a
grey horse leading here—as in history. A short,
thick-set man with a grizzled beard closely cropped
around an inscrutable mouth, and the serious formality
of a respectable country deacon in his aspect, which
even the Major-General’s blazon on the shoulder-
*rap of his loose tunic, or his soldierly seat in the
saddle, could not entirely obliterate. He had evidently
perceived the General of Brigade, and quickened his
horse as the latter drew up. The staff followed more
leisurely, but still with some curiosity to witness the

meeting of the first general of the army with the
youngest. The Division General saluted, but almost
wstantly withdrew his leathern gauntlet, and offered
his bared hand to the Brigadier. The words of
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heroes are scant. The drawn-up detail, the wait;
staff, listened. This was all they heard—

“Halleck tells me you’re from California?”

“Yes, General.”

“Ah! T lived there, too, in the eatly das
Wonderful country. Developed greatly since 1y
time, I suppose?”

“Yes, General.”

“Great resources; finest wheat;growing country
in the world, sir. You don’t happen to know wh
the actual crop was, this year?”

“Hardly, General; but something enormots.”

“Yes, I have always said it would be. Hawe?
cigar?”

He handed his cigar-case to the brigadier. Ther
he took one himself, lighted it at the smouldern
end of the one he had taken from his mouth, W&
about to throw the stump carelessly down, but s
denly recollecting himself, leaned over his horst
and dropped it carefully a few inches away fro®
the face of a dead soldier. Then, straightening hinr
self in the saddle, he shoved his horse against the
Brigadier, moving him a little further on, while 2
slight movement of his hand kept the staff from
following.

“A heavy loss here!”
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“I'm afraid so, General.”

“It couldn’t be helped. We had to rush in your

brigade to gain time, and occupy the enemy, until
we could change front.”

The young general looked at the shrewd, cold
eyes of his chief,

“Change front?” he echoed.

“Yes. Before a gun was fired, we discovered
that the enemy was in complete possession of all our
plans, and knew every detail of our forward move-
ment. All had to be changed.”

The younger man now instantly understood the
incomprehensible order of the day before.

The General of Division continued, with his first
touch of official formality—

“You understand, therefore, General Brant, that
in the face of this extraordinary treachery, the utmost
vigilance is required, and a complete surveillance of
your camp followers and civilians, to detect the
actual spy within our lines, or the traitor we are
harbouring, who has become possessed of this in-
formation.  You will overhaul your brigade, and
weed out all suspects, and in the position which you
are to take to-morrow, and the plantation you will

Occupy, you will see that your private quarters, as
Clarence, 7
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well as your lines, are cleared of all but those you
can vouch for.”

He reined in his horse, again extended his hand,
saluted, and rejoined his staff,

Brigadier-General Clarence Brant remained for 2
moment with his head bent in thoughtful con-
templation of the coolness of his veteran chief
under this exciting disclosure, and the strategy vith
which he had frustrated the traitor’s success. Then
his eye caught the sealed packet in his belt. He
mechanically drew it out, and broke the seal. The
envelope was filled with papers and memoranduns
But as he looked at them his face darkened and bis
brow knit. He glanced quickly around him. The
staff had trotted away; the Captain and his detal
were continuing their work at a little distance. BHe
took a long breath. For he was holding in his hand
a tracing of their camp, even of the position /e Was
to occupy to-morrow, and a detailed account of the
movements, plans, and force of the whole division a5
had been arranged in council of war the day before
the battle! But there was no indication of the writer
or his intentions,

He thrust the papers hurriedly back into the
envelope, but placed it, this time, in his breast. He
galloped towards the captain,
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“Let me see again the officer from whom you
took that packet!”

The captain led him where the body lay, with
others, extended more decently on the grass awaiting
removal, General Brant with difficulty repressed an
ejaculation.

“Why, it’s one of our own men,” he said quickly.

“Yes, general. They say it’s Lieutenant Wain-
wright, a regular, of the Paymaster General’s Depart-
ment.”

“Then what was he doing here?” asks General
Brant, sternly.

“I can’t make out, sir, unless he went into the
last advance as a volunteer. Wanted to see the
fight, T suppose. He was a dashing fellow, a West
Pointer—and 2 Southerner, too—a Virginian.”

“A Southerner!” echoed Brant, quickly.

“Yes, sir.”

“Search him again,” said Brant, quietly. He
had recovered his usual coolness, and as the Captain
again examined the body, he took out his tablets
and wrote a few lines. It was an order to search
the quarters of Lieutenant Wainwright and bring all
bapers, letters, and documents to him. He then
beckoned one of the detail towards him. “Tflke
that to the Provost Marshal, at once. Well,*CaPta‘“:"

7
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he added, calmly, as the officer again approachel
him. “What do you find?”

“Only this, sir,” returned the Captain, with?
half smile, producing a small photograph. “Isi
pose it was overlooked, too.”

He handed it to Brant.

There was a sudden fixing of his commanding
officer’s eyes, but his face did not otherwise changt

“It’s the usual find, General. Always a phote
graph! But this time a handsome woman!”

“Very,” said Clarence Brant, quietly. It was the
portrait of his own wife!
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CHAPTER IL

NEVERTHELESS, so complete was his control of
voice and manner that, as he rode on to his quarters,
1o one would have dreamed that General Brant had
just looked upon the likeness of the wife from whom
he had parted in anger four years ago. Still less
would they have suspected the strange fear that came
upon him that in some way she was connected with
the treachery he had just discovered. He had heard
from her only once, and then through her late hus-
band’s lawyer, in regard to her Californian property,
and believed that she had gone to her relations in
Alabama, where she had identified herself with the
Southern cause, even to the sacrifice of her private
fortune.  He had heard her name mentioned in the
Southern Press as a fascinating Society leader, and
even coadjutrix of Southern politicians—but he had
10 reason to believe that she had taken so active or
S0 desperate a part in the struggle. He tried to
think that his uneasiness sprang from his recollection
of the previous treachery of Captain Pinckney, and
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the part that she had played in the Californian cor
spiracy, although he had long since acquitted her of
the betrayal of a nearer trust. But there was a fate-
ful similarity in the two cases. There was no dout
that this Lieutenant Wainwright was a traitor in tht
camp—that he had succumbed to the usual sophist
of his class in regard to his superior allegiance ©
his native State. But was there the inducement o
another emotion, or was the photograph only (¢
souvenir of a fascinating priestess of rebellion, whom
the dead man had met? There was perhaps IeS
of feeling than scorn in the first suggestion, but k¢
was nevertheless relieved when the Provost Marshd
found no other incriminating papers in Wainwright’
effects. Nor did he reveal to the Division Generd
the finding of the photograph. It was sufficient ©
disclose the work of the traitor without adding Wb
might be a clue to his wife’s participation in it, 1€
or remote. There was risk enough in the forn®
course—which his duty made imperative. He hardly
dared to think of the past day’s slaughter which—
there was no doubt now——had been due to ¢
previous work of the spy, and how /4zs brigade had
been selected—by the irony of Fate—to suffer for
and yet retrieve it. If she had had a hand in th
wicked plot, ought he to spare her? Or were his
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destiny and hers to be thus monstrously linked
together?

Luckily, however, the expiation of the chief
offender and the timely discovery of his papers
enabled the Division Commander to keep the affair
discreetly silent, and to enjoin equal secrecy on the
part of Brant, The latter, however, did not relax
his vigilance, and after the advance the next day he
made a minute inspection of the ground he was to
occupy, its approaches and connections with the out-
lying country, and the rebel lines; increased the
stringency of picket and sentry regulations, and
exercised a rigid surveillance of non-combatants and
civilians within the lines—even to the lowest can-
teener or camp follower. Then he turned his atten-
tion to the house he was to occupy as his head-
quarters,

It was a fine specimen of the old Colonial planter’s
house, with its broad verandah, its great detached
offices and negro quarters, and had, thus far, escaped
the favages and billeting of the war. It had been
occupied by its owner up to a few days before the
¢hgagement, and so great had been the confidence
of the enemy in their success that it had been used
% the Confederate headquarters on the morning of
the decisive battle, Jasmine and rose, unstained by
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the sulphur of gun-powder, twined around its ruined
columns and half hid the recessed windows; the care
less flower garden was still in its unkempt and ur
plucked luxuriance; the courtyard before the stables
alone showed ‘marks of the late military occupand,
and was pulverised by the uneasy horse-hoofs of the
waiting staff. But the mingled impress of barbari
prodigality with patriarchal -simplicity was still there
in the domestic arrangements of a race who lived ot
half equal familiarity with strangers and their oWl
servants. -

The negro servants still remained, with a certail
cat-like fidelity to the place, and adapted themselves
to the northern invaders with a childlike enjoyment
of the novelty of change. Brant, nevertheless, Jooked
them over with an experienced eye, and satisfied
himself of their trustworthiness; there was the usual
number of “boys,” grey-haired and grizzled in body
service, and the “Mammys” and “Aunties” of the
kitchen.  There were two or three rooms in the
wing which still contained private articles, pictures
and souvenirs of the family, and a “young lady’s”
boudoir, which Brant, with characteristic delicacy,
kept carefully isolated and intact from his military
household, and accessible only to the family servants.
The room he had selected for himself was nearest it
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—a small, plainly furnished apartment with an almost
conventual simplicity in its cold, white walls and
draperies, and the narrow, nunlike bed. It struck
him that it might have belonged to some prim elder
daughter or maiden aunt, who had acted as house-
keeper, as it commanded the wing and servants’
offices, with easy access to the central hall.

There followed a week of inactivity in which
Brant felt a singular resemblance in this Southern
mansion to the old case at Robles. The afternoon
shadows of the deep verandahs recalled the old
monastic gloom of the Spanish house, which even
the presence of a lounging officer or waiting orderly
could not entirely dissipate, and the scent of the rose
and jasmine from his windows overcame him with
sad memories. He began to chafe under this in-
action, and long again for the excitement of the
march and bivouac—in which for the past four years
he had buried his past.

He was sitting one afternoon alone before his
reports and despatches, when this influence seemed
so strong that he half impulsively laid them aside to
indulge in a long reverie. He was recalling his last
day at Robles, the early morning duel with Pinckney,
the return to San Francisco, and the sudden resolu-
tion which sent him that day across the Continent to
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offer his services to the Government. He remembered
his delay in the Western town, where a yolunteer
regiment was being recruited, his entrance into it a
a private, his rapid selection, through the force of
his sheer devotion and intelligent concentration to the
captaincy of his company; his swift promotion - 0
hard-fought fields to the head of the regiment, and
the singular success that had followed his resistless
energy, which left him no time to think of anything
but his duty. The sudden intrusion of his wife upon
his career now—even in this accidental and perhaps
innocent way—had seriously unsettled him.

The shadows were growing heavier and deeper,
it lacked only a few moments of the sunset bugle,
when he was recalled to himself by that singular
instinctive consciousness—common to humanity—of
being intently looked at. He turned quickly—the
door behind him closed softly. He rose and slipped
into the hall. The tall figure of a woman was going
down the passage. She was erect and graceful; but
as she turned toward the door leading to the offices,
he distinctly saw the gaudily-turbaned head and black
silhouette of a negress. Nevertheless he halted a
moment at the door of the next room.

“See who that woman is who has just passed,
Mr. Martin.  She doesn’t seem to belong to the house.”
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The young officer rose, put on his cap, and de-
parted. In a few moments he returned.

“Was she tall, sir—of a good figure, and very
straight?”

“Yes.”

“She is a servant of our neighbours, the Manlys,
who occasionally visits the servants here. A mulatto,
I think.”

Brant reflected. Many of the mulattos and ne-
gresses were of good figure, and the habit of carry-
ing burdens on their heads gave them a singularly
erect carriage.

The lieutenant looked at his chief.

“Have you any orders to give concerning her,
general ?”

“No,” said Brant, after a moment’s pause, and
turned away.

The officer smiled. It seemed a good story to
tell at mess of this human weakness of his handsome,
reserved, and ascetic-looking leader.

A few mornings afterwards Brant was interrupted
over his reports by the almost abrupt entrance o‘f
the officer of the day. His face was flushed, a.nd- it
was evident that only the presence of his superior

restrained his excitement. He held a paper in his
hand.
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“A lady presents this order and pass from Washing-
ton—countersigned by the Division General.”

“A lady?”

“Yes, sir—she is dyessed as such. But she hs
not only declined the most ordinary civilities and
courtesies we have offered her, but she has insulted
Mr. Martin and myself grossly, and demands to be
shown to you—alone.”

Brant took the paper. It was a special order
from the President, passing Miss Matilda Faulkner
through the Federal lines to visit her uncle’s home,
known as “Grey Oaks,” now held and occupied as
the head-quarters of Brant’s Brigade, in order FO
arrange for the preservation and disposal of certain
family effects and private property that still remained
there, or to take and carry away such property; and
invoking al hecessary aid and assistance from the
United States forces in such occupancy. It was
countersigned by the Division Commander. It was
perfectly regular and of undoubted authenticity. He
had heard of passes of this kind—the terror of the
Army—issued in Washington under some strange
controlling influence and against military protest; but

he did not let his subordinate see the uneasiness
with which it filled him.

“Show her in,” he said quietly.
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But she had already entered, brushing scornfully
past the officer, and drawing her skirt aside, as if
contaminated. A very pretty Southern girl, scornful
and red-lipped, clad in a grey riding habit, and still
carrying her riding-whip clenched ominously in her
slim, gauntletted hand!

“You have my permit in your hand,” she said,
brusquely, hardly raising her eyes to Brant. “I sup-
pose it's all straight enough—and even if it isn’t I
don’t reckon to be kept waiting with those hire-
lings.”

“Your ‘permit’ is ‘straight enough,’ Miss Faulkner,”
said Brant, slowly reading her name from the docu-
ment before him. “But as it does not seem to in-
clude permission to insult my officers, you will per-
haps allow them first to retire.”

He made a sign to the officer, who passed out
of the door.

As it closed he went on, in a gentle but coldly
unimpassioned voice—

“I perceive you are a Southern lady, and there-
fore I need not remind you that it is not considered
good form to treat even the slaves of those one does
not like, uncivilly, and I must therefore ask you to
keep your active animosity for myself.”

The young girl lifted her eyes. She had evidently
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not expected to meet a man so young, so handsome,
so refined, and so coldly invincible in manner. Sl
less was she prepared for that kind of antagonism
In keeping up her preconcerted attitude towards the
“Northern Hireling” she had been met with officia
brusqueness, contemptuous silence, or aggrieved ir-
dignation—but nothing so exasperating as this. She
even fancied that this elegant but sardonic-looking
soldier was mocking her. She bit her red lip, bu,
with a scornful gesture of her riding-whip, said—

“I reckon that your knowledge of Southern ladies
is, for certain reasons, not very extensive.”
“Pardon me; I have had the honour of marrying
one.”

Apparently more exasperated than before, she
turned upon him abruptly.

“You say my pass is all right. Then I presume
I may attend to the business that brought me here.”

“Certainly; but you will forgive me if I imagined
that an expression of contempt for your hosts was 2
part of it.”

He rang a bell on the table. It was responded
to by an orderly.

“Send all the household servants here.”

The room was presently filled. with the dusky
faces of the negro retainers. Here and there Was
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the gleaming of white teeth, but a majority of the
assembly wore the true negro serious acceptance of
the importance of “an occasion.” One or two even
affected an official and soldierly bearing. And, as
he fully expected, there were several glances of
significant recognition of the stranger.

“You will give,” said Brant sternly, “every aid
and attention to the wants of this young lady, who
is here to represent the interests of your old master.
As she will be entirely dependent upon yox in all
things connected with her visit here, see to it that
she does not have to complain to me of any in-
attention—or to be obliged to ask for otker assist-
ance.”

As Miss Faulkner, albeit a trifle paler in the
cheek, but as scornful as ever, was about to follow
the servants from the room, Brant stopped her, with
a coldly courteous gesture.

“You will understand, therefore, Miss Faulkner,
that you have your wish, and that you will not be
¢xposed to any contact with the members of my
military family, nor they with you.”

“Am I then to be a prisoner in this house—and
under a free pass of your—President?” she said,
indignantly.

“By no means! You are free to come and go,
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and see whom you please. I have no power 0
control your actions. But I have the power
control zhezrs.”

She swept furiously from the room.

“That is quite enough to fill her with a desi
to flirt with every man here,” said Brant to himself
with a faint smile; “but I fancy they have had
taste enough of her quality.”

Nevertheless he sat down and wrote a few lines
to the Division Commander, pointing out that he
had already placed the owner’s private property
under strict surveillance, that it was cared for and
perfectly preserved by the household servants, and
that the pass was evidently obtained as a subter
fuge.

To this he received a formal reply, regretting
that the authorities at Washington still found it ne
cessary to put this kind of risk and burden on the
Army in the field, but that the order emanated from
the highest authority, and must be strictly obeyed:
At the bottom of the page was a characteristic line
in pencil in the General’s own hand—“Not the kind
that is dangerous.”

A flush mounted Brant’s cheeks, as if it con-
tained not only a hidden, but a personal significance.
He had thought of his own wife!
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Singularly enough, a day or two later, at dinner,
the conversation turned upon the intense sectional
feeling of Southern women—~probably induced by
their late experiences. Brant, at the head of the
table, in his habitual abstraction, was scarcely follow-
ing the somewhat excited diction of Colonel Strange-
ways, one of his staff,

“No, sir,” reiterated that indignant warrior,
“take my word for it! A Southern woman isn’t to
be trusted on this point, whether as a sister, sweet-
heart, or wife, And when she zs trusted, she’s
bound to get the better of the man in any of those
relations!”

The dead silence that followed, the ominous
joggle of a glass at the speaker’s elbow, the quick,
Sympathetic glance that Brant instinctively felt was
directed to his own face, and the abrupt change of
subject, could not but arrest his attention—even if
he had overlooked the speech. His face, however,
betrayed nothing. It had never, however, occurred
10 him before that his family affairs might be known
—neither had he ever thought of keeping them a
secret. It seemed so purely a personal and private
misfortune, that he had never dreamed of its having
4y public interest. And even now he was a little
ashamed of what he believed was his sensitiveness

Clarence, - 8



114 CLARENCE.

to mere conventional criticism, which, with the i-
stinct of a proud man, he had despised.

He was not far wrong in his sardonic intuition
of the effect of his prohibition upon Miss Faulkers
feelings. Certainly that young lady, when not e
gaged in her mysterious occupation of arranging bt
uncle’s effects, occasionally was seen in the garder,
and in the woods beyond. Although her presentt
was the signal for the “oblique” of any loungins
“shoulder strap,” or the vacant “front” of a posted
sentry, she seemed to regard their occasional proximily
with less active disfavour. Once when she hid
mounted the wall to gather a magnolia blossom, the
chair by which she had ascended rolled over, leari’s
her on the wall. At a signal from the guard-root
two sappers and miners appeared carrying a scaling
ladder, which they placed silently against the wall
and as silently withdrew. On another occasion, th
same spirited young lady, whom Brant was safisfied
would have probably imperilled her life under fir%
n devotion to her cause—was brought ignominiously
to bay in the field, by that most appalling of domestic
animals, the wandering and untrammelled cow! Brant
could not help smiling as he heard the quick, hars?

call to “Tumn out, guard,” saw the men marched
stolidly with fixed bayonets to the vicinity of th
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affrighted animal, who fled, leaving the fair stranger
to walk shame-facedly to the house. He was sur-
prised, however, that she should have halted before
his door, and with tremulous indignation, said—

“I thank you, sir, for your chivalrousness in
turning a defenceless woman into ridicule.”

“I regret, Miss Faulkner,” began Brant, gravely,
“that you should believe that I am able to control
the advances of farmyard cattle as easily as——”
But he stopped, as he saw that the angry flash of
her blue €yes, as she darted past him, was set in
tears. A little remorseful on the following day, he
added a word to his ordinary cap-lifting when she
went by, but she retained 2 reproachful silence.
Later in the day, he received from her servant a
respectful request for an interview, and was relieved
to find that she entered his presence with no trace
of her former aggression, but rather with the resigna-

tion of g deeply injured yet not entirely unforgiving
Woman,

3 thought,” she began coldly, “that I ought to
inform you that I would probably be able to con-
clude my business here by the day after to-morrow,
and that you would then be relieved of my presence.

I'am aware—indeed,” she added bitterly, “I could
8‘
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scarcely Zelp perceivin?——that it has been an ex-
ceedingly irksome one.”

«] trust,” began Brant coldly, “that no gentleman
of my command has——"

“No!”

She interrupted him quickly, with a retum of
her former manner, and a passionate sweep of the
hand.

“Do you suppose for a moment that I am speak-
ing—that I am even thinking of tkem? What are
they to me?”

“Thank you. I am glad to know that they ar
nothing; and that I may now trust that you have
consulted my wishes, and have reserved your ani-
mosity solely for me,” returned Brant quietly. “That
being so, I see no reason for your hurrying yoU'
departure in the least.”

She rose instantly.

«T have,” she said slowly, controlling herself with
a slight effort, “found someone who will take my
duty off my hands. She is a servant of one of yoUr
neighbours—who is an old friend of my uncle’s.
The woman is familiar with the house, and our pri-
vate property. I will give her full instructions to
act for me—and even an authorisation in writing, if
you prefer it. She is already in the habit of coming
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here; but her visits will give you very little trouble.
And, as she is a slave—or, as you call it, T believe,
a chattel—she will be already quite accustomed to
the treatment which her class are in the habit of
receiving from Northern hands.”

Without 'waiting to perceive the effect of her
Parthian shot, she swept proudly out of the room.

“I wonder what she means,” mused Brant, as
her quick step died away in the passage. “One
thing is certain—a woman like that is altogether too
impulsive for a spy.”

Later, in the twilight, he saw her walking in the
garden. There was a figure at her side. A little
curious, he examined it more closely from his win-
dow. It was already familiar to him—the erect,
shapely form of his neighbour’s servant. A thought-
ful look passed over his face as he muttered—“So
this is to be her deputy.”
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CHAPTER IIL

CALLED to a General Council of Officers at Divi
sional Head-quarters the next day, Brant had little time
for further speculation regarding his strange quesh
but a remark from the Division Commander that he
preferred to commit the general plan of a movement
then under discussion to their memories rather than
to written orders in the ordinary routine, seemed 10
show that his chief still suspected the existence of 2
spy. He therefore told him of his late interview with
Miss Faulkner, and her probable withdrawal in favour
of a mulatto neighbour. The Division Commander
received the information with indifference.

“They’re much too clever to employ a hussy like
that, who shows her hand at every turn—either as 2
spy or a messenger of spies—and the mulattoes arc
too stupid, to say nothing of their probable fidelity
to us. No, General, if we are watched, it is by a0
eagle, and not a mocking-bird. Miss Faulkner has
nothing worse about her than her tongue; and there
isn’t the nigger blood in the whole South that would
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risk a noose for her, or for any of their masters or
mistresses!” '

It was therefore, perhaps, with some mitigation
of his usual critical severity that he saw her walking
before him alone in the lane as he rode home to
quarters, She was apparently lost in a half-impatient,
half-moody reverie, which even the trotting hoof-
beats of his own and his orderly’s horse had not
disturbed.  From time to time she struck the myrtle
hedge beside her with the head of a large flower
which hung by its stalk from her listless hands, or
held it to her face as if to inhale its perfume.
Dismissing his orderly by a side path he rode gently
forward, but, to his surprise, without turning, or seem-
Ing to be aware of his presence, she quickened her
pace, and even appeared to look from side to side
for some avenue of escape. If only to end matters,
he was obliged to ride quickly forward to her side,
where he threw himself from his horse, flung the
reins on his arm, and began to walk beside her.
She at first turned a slightly flushed cheek away
from him, and then looked up with a purely simulated
start of surprise,

“l am afraid,” he said, gently, “that T am the
first to break my own orders in regard to any intru-
sion on your privacy. But I wanted to ask you if I
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could give you any aid whatever in the change you
think of making.”

He was quite sincere—had been touched by her
manifest disturbance, and, despite his masculine i
lentlessness of criticism, he had an intuition of
feminine suffering that was in itself feminine. .

“Meaning, that you are in a hurry to get rid of
me,” she said, curtly, without raising her eyes. ;

“Meaning that I only wish to expedite a bgsn-
ness which I think is unpleasant to you, but which
I believe you have undertaken from selfish devo-
tion.” .

The scant expression of a reserved nature B
sometimes more attractive to women than the most
fluent vivacity. Possibly there was also a melancholy
grace in this sardonic soldier’s manner that affected
her, for she looked up, and said, impulsively—

“You think so?” :

But he met her eager eyes with some surprise.

“I certainly do,” he replied, more coldly. “Ican
imagine your feelings on finding your uncle’s home
in the possession of your enemies, and your presence
under the family roof only a sufferance. I can hardly
believe it a pleasure to you, or a task you would

have accepted for yourself alone.”
“But,” she said, turning towards him wickedly;
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“what if I did it only to excite my revenge; what if
I knew it would give me courage to incite my people
to carry the war into your own homes; to make you
of the North feel as I feel, and taste your bitter-
ness?” ;

“I could easily understand that, too,” he re-
turned, with listless coldness, “although I don’t
admit that revenge is an unmixed pleasure, even to
a woman.”

“A woman!” she repeated, indignantly. “There
Is N0 sex in a war like this.”

“You are spoiling your flower,” he said, quietly.
“It is very pretty, and a native one, too; 7o an
invader, or even transplanted. May I look at it?”

She hesitated, half-recoiling for an instant, and
her hand trembled, Then, suddenly and abruptly,
she said, with a hysteric little laugh, “Take it, then,”
and almost thrust it in his hand.

It certainly was a pretty flower, not unlike a lily
in appearance, with a bell-like cup and long anthers
covered with a fine, pollen like red dust. As he’
lifted it to his face, to inhale its perfume, she uttered
@ slight cry, and snatched it from his hand.

“There!” she said, with the same nervous laugh.
“I knew you would; I ought to have warned you.
The pollen comes off so easily, and leaves a stain.
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And you’ve got some on your cheek. Look!” she
continued, taking her handkerchief from her pocket,
and wiping his cheek; “see there!” The delicate
cambric showed a blood-red streak.

“It grows in a swamp,” she continued in the
same excited strain, “we call it dragon’s teeth—like
the kind that was sown in the story, you know. We
children used to find it, and then paint our faces
and lips with it. We called it our rouge. I was
almost tempted to try it again when I found it just
now. It took me back so to the old times.”

Following her odd manner rather than her words,
as she turned her face towards him suddenly, Brant
was inclined to think that she had tried it already
—S0 scarlet was her cheek. But it presently paled
again under his cold scrutiny.

“You must miss the old times,” he said calmly.
“I am afraid you found very little of them left, ex-
cept in these flowers.”

“And hardly there,” she said bitterly. “Your
troops had found a way through the marsh, and had
trampled down the bushes.”

Brant’s brow clouded. He remembered that the
brook which had run red during the fight, had Jost
itself in this marsh. It did not increase his liking
for this beautiful but blindly vicious animal at his
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side, and even his momentary pity for her was fading
fast. She was incorrigible. They walked on for a
few moments in silence.

“You said,” she began at last in a gentler and
even hesitating voice, “that your wife was a Southern
woman.”

He checked an irritated start with difficulty.

“I believe I did,” he said coldly, as he re-
gretted it.

“And of course you taught her your gospel—the
gospel according to St. Lincoln. Oh, I know,” she
went on hurriedly, as if conscious of his irritation
and seeking to allay it. “She was a woman and
loved you, and thought with your thoughts and
saw only with your eyes. Ves—that’s the way
with us—I suppose we all do it?” she added
bitterly.

“She had her own opinions,” said Brant briefly,
as he recovered himself.

Nevertheless his manner so decidedly closed all
further discussion that there was nothing left for the
young girl but silence. But it was broken by her in
a few moments in her old contemptuous voice and
manner.

“Pray don’t trouble yourself to accompany me
any further, General Brant. Unless, of course, you
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are afraid I may come across some of your—your
soldiers. I promise you I won’t eat them.”

“I am afraid you must suffer my compay a litle
longer, Miss Faulkner, on account of those same
soldiers,” returned Brant gravely. “You may not
know that this road, in which I find you, takes you
through a cordon of pickets. If you were alone you
would be stopped, questioned, and failing to give
the pass-word, you would be detained, sent to the
guard-house, and——” he stopped and fixed his
eyes on her keenly as he added, “and searched.”

“You would not dare to search a woman!” she
said indignantly, although her flush gave way to a
slight pallor.

“You said just now that there should be no sex
in a war like this” returned Brant carelessly, but
without abating his scrutinising gaze.

“Then it i War?” she said quickly, with a white
significant face,

His look of scrutiny turned to one of puzzled
wonder. But at the same moment there was the
flash of a bayonet in the hedge, a voice called “halt,”
and a soldier stepped into the road.,

General Brant advanced, met the salute of the
picket with 2 few formal words, and then turned
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towards his fair companion, as another soldier and a
Sergeant joined the group.

“Miss Faulkner is new to the camp, took the
wrong turning, and was unwittingly /leazing the
lines when I joined her.” He fixed his eyes in-
tently on her now colourless face, but she did not
return his look. “You will show her the shortest
way to quarters,” he continued to the Sergeant, “and
should she at any time again lose her way, you will
again conduct her home—but without detaining or
reporting her.”

He lifted his cap, remounted his horse, and rode
away, as the young girl, with a proud, indifferent
step, moved down the road with the Sergeant. A
mounted officer passed him and saluted—it was one
of his own staff. From some strange instinct, he
knew that he had witnessed the scene, and from
some equally strange intuition he was annoyed by it.
But he continued his way, visiting one or two out-
posts, and returned by a long detour to his quarters.
As he stepped upon the verandah he saw Miss
Faulkner at the bottom of the garden talking with
someone across the hedge. By the aid of his glass
he could recognise the shapely figure of the mulatto
woman which he had seen before. But by its aid
he also discovered that she was carrying a flower
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exactly like the one which Miss Faulkner still held
in her hand. Had she been with Miss Faulkner in
the lane—and if so, why had she disappeared when
he came up? Impelled by something stronger than
mere curiosity, he walked quickly down the garden,
but she evidently had noticed him, for she as quickly
disappeared. Not caring to meet Miss Faulkner
again, he retraced his steps, resolving that he would,
on the first opportunity, personally examine and in-
terrogate this new visitor. For if she were to take
Miss Faulkner’s place in a subordinate capacity—
this precaution was clearly within his rights.

He re-entered his room and seated himself at his
desk before the despatches, orders, and reports await-
ing him. He found himself, however, working half
mechanically and recurring to his late interview with
Miss Faulkner in the lane. If she had any inclina-
tion to act the SPY, or to use her position here as 2
means of communicating with the enemy’s lines, he
thought he had thoroughly frightened her. Never-
theless now, for the first time, he was inclined to ac-
cept his Chief’s opinion of her. She was not only
too clumsy and Inexperienced, but she totally lacked
the selfrestraint of a Spy- Her nervous agitation in
the lane was due to something more disturbing than
his mere possible intrusion upon her confidences with
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the mulatto. The significance of her question,
“Then it s War?” was at best a threat, and that
implied hesitation. He recalled her strange allusion
to his wife; was it merely the outcome of his own
foolish confession on their first interview, or was it a
concealed ironical taunt? Being satisfied, however,
that she was not likely to imperil his public duty in
any way, he was angry with himself for speculating
further. But although he still felt towards her the
same antagonism she had at first provoked, he was
conscious that she was beginning to exercise a
strange fascination over him.

Dismissing her at last with an effort, he finished
his work and then rose, and unlocking a closet, took
out a small despatch-box, to which he intended to
entrust a few more important orders and memoranda.
As he opened it with a key on his watch-chain, he
Wwas struck with a faint perfume that seemed to come
from it—a perfume that he remembered. Was it
the smell of the flower that Miss Faulkner carried, or
the scent of the handkerchief with which she had
wiped his cheek—or a mingling of both? Or was
he under some spell to think of that wretched girl—
and her witchlike flower? He leaned over the box
and suddenly started. Upon the outer covering of
A despatch was a singular blood-red streak! He
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examined it closely—it was the powdery stain of the
lily pollen—exactly as he had seen it on her hand-
kerchief.

There could be no mistake. He passed his finger
over the stain—he could still feel the slippery, im-
palpable powder of the pollen. It was not there
when he had closed the box that morning, it was
impossible that it should be there unless the box had
been opened in his absence. He re-examined the
contents of the box; the papers were all there.
More than that—they were papers of no importance
except to him personally; contained no plans nor key
to any military secret; he had been far too wise to
entrust any to the accidents of this alien house. The
prying intruder, whoever it was, had gained nothing!
But there was unmistakably #se attempt! And the
existence of a would-be spy within the purlieus of
the house was equally clear.

He called an officer from the next room.

“Has anyone been here since my absence?”

“No, General.”

“Has anyone passed through the hall?”

He had fully anticipated the answer, as the sub-
altern replied—“Only the women servants.”

He re-entered the room. Closing the door, he
again carefully examined the box, his table, the
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papers upon it, the chair before it, and even the
Chinese matting on the floor, for any further indica-
tion of the pollen. It hardly seemed possible that
anyone could have entered the room with the flower
in their hand without scattering some of the tell-tale
dust elsewhere; it was too large a flower to be worn
on the breast or in the hair. Again, no one would
have dared to linger there long enough to have
made an examination of the box—with an officer in
the next room—and the servants passing. The box
had been removed, and the examination made else-
where!

An idea seized him. Miss Faulkner was still ab-
sent—the mulatto had apparently gone home. He
quickly mounted the staircase, but instead of enter-
ing his room, turned suddenly aside into the wing
which had been reserved. The first door yielded as
he turned its knob gently and entered a room which
he at once recognised as the “young lady’s boudoir.”
But the dusty and draped furniture had been ar-
ranged and uncovered—and the apartment had
every sign of present use. Yet, although there was
every evidence of its being used by a person of taste
and refinement, he was surprised to see that the
garments hanging in an open press were such as
were used by negro servants, and that a gaudy hand-

Clarence. 9
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kerchief such as housemaids used for turbans was
lying on the pretty silken coverlet. He did not
linger over these details, but cast a rapid glance
round the room. Then his eyes became fixed on 2
fanciful writing-desk, which stood by the window.
For in a handsome vase placed on its level top, and
drooping on a portfolio below hung a cluster of the
very flowers that Miss Faulkner had carried!
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CHAPTER 1V.

It seemed plain to Brant that the despatch-box
had been conveyed here and opened, for security,
on this desk, and in the hurry of examining the
papers the flower had been jostled and the fallen
grains of pollen overlooked by the spy. There were
one or two freckles of red on the desk which made
this accident appear the more probable. But he was
equally struck by another circumstance. The desk
stood immediately before the window. As he glanced
mechanically from it, he was surprised to see that it
commanded an extensive view of the slope below the
eminence on which the house stood, even beyond his
furthest line of pickets. The vase of flowers, each
of which was nearly as large as a magnolia blossom,
and striking in colour, occupied a central position
before it, and no doubt could be quite distinctly
seen from a distance. From this circumstance he
could not resist the strong impression that this fate-
ful and extraordinary blossom, carried by Miss
Faulkner and the mulatto, and so strikingly “in evi-

g*
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dence” at the window, was in some way a signa.
Obeying an impulse which he was conscious had a
half superstitious foundation, he carefully lifted the
vase from its position before the window, and placed
it on a side table. Then he cautiously slipped from
the room.

But he could not easily shake off the perplexity
which the occurrence had caused, although he was
satisfied that it was fraught with no military or
strategic danger to his command, and that the ur-
known spy had obtained no information whatever
Yet he was forced to admit to himself that he was
more concerned in his attempts to justify the con-
duct of Miss Faulkner with this later revelation. It
was quite possible that the despatch-box had been
purloined by someone else during Jer absence from
the house—as the presence of the mulatto servant
in his room would have been less suspicious than
hers. There was really little evidence to connect
Miss Faulkner with the actual outrage—rather might
not the sea/ spy have taken advantage of her yisit
here, to throw suspicion upon her? He remembered
her singular manner—the strange inconsistency with
which she had forced this flower upon him. She
would hardly have done so had she been conscious
of its having so serious an import. Yet what was
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the secret of her manifest agitation? A sudden in-
spiration flashed across his mind; a smile came upon
his lips. She was in love! The:enemy’s line con-
tained some sighing Strephon of a young subaltern
with whom she was in communication, and for whom
she had undertaken this quest. The flower was
their language of correspondence, no doubt. It ex-
plained also the young girl’s animosity against the
younger officers—/7s adversaries; against himself—
their commander. He had previously wondered
why—if she were indeed a spy—she had not chosen
—upon some equally specious order from Washington
—the head-quarters of the Division Commander,
whose secrets were more valuable. This was ex-
Plained by the fact that she was nearer the lines
and her lover in her present abode. He had no
idea that he was making excuses for her—he be-
lieved himself only just. The recollection of what
she had said of the power of love—albeit it had
hurt him cruelly at the time—was now clearer to
him, and even seemed to mitigate her offence. She
would be here but a day or two longer; he could
afford to wait without interrogating her.

But as to the real intruder—spy or thief—that
Was another affair, and quickly settled. He gave an
order to the officer of the day peremptorily for-
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bidding the entrance of alien servants or slaves
within the precincts of the Head Quarters.  Anyone
thus trespassing was to be brought before him. The
officer looked surprised—he even fancied dis
appointed. The graces of the mulatto woman's
figure had evidently been not thrown away upon his
subalterns.

An hour or two later, when he was mounting his
horse for a round of inspection, he was surprised to
see Miss Faulkner, accompanied by the mulatto
woman, running hurriedly to the house. He had
forgotten his late order until he saw the latter halted
by the sentries, but the young girl came flying on,
regardless of her companion. Her skirt was held in
one hand, her straw hat had fallen back in her flight
and was caught only by a ribbon around her swell-
ing throat, her loosened hair lay in a black rippled
loop on one shoulder. For an instant Brant thought
that she was seeking him in indignation at his order,
but a second look at her set face, eager eyes and
parted scarlet lips, showed him that she had not
even noticed him in the concentration of her pur-
pose. She swept by him into the hall, he heard the
swish of her skirt and rapid feet on the stairs, she
was gone. What had happened, or was this another
of her moods?
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But he was called to himself by the apparition
of a corporal standing before him, with the mulatto
woman—the first capture under his order. She was
tall, well-formed, but unmistakably showing the negro
type, even in her small features. Her black eyes were
excited but unintelligent; her manner dogged, but
with the obstinacy of half-conscious stupidity. Brant
felt not only disappointed, but had a singular im-
pression that she was 7o/ the same woman that he
had first seen. Vet there was the tall, graceful
figure, the dark profile, and the turbaned head that
he had once followed down the passage by his
room,

Her story was as stupidly simple. She had
known “Missy” from a chile! She had just trapsed
over to see her that afternoon; they were walking
together when the sojers stopped her. She had
never been stopped before, even by “the patter
rollers”* Her old Massa (Manly) had gib leaf to
g0 see Miss Josey, and hadn’t said nuffin about no
“orders.”

More annoyed than he cared to confess, Brant
briefly dismissed her with a warning. As he cantered
down the slope the view of the distant pickets re-

¥ e DAt e guard in the South that kept
surveillance of slaves,
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called the window in the wing, and he turned in
his saddle to look at it. There it was—the largest
and most dominant window in that part of the build-
ing—and within it a distinct and vivid object, almost
filling the opening, was the vase of flowers, which he
had a few hours ago removed, restored to its originil
position! He smiled. The hurried entrance and
consternation of Miss Faulkner was now fully ex-
Plained. He had interrupted some impassioned
message, perhaps even countermanded some affec-
tionate 7endezoous beyond the lines. And it seemed
to settle the fact that it was she who had done the
signalling!  But would not this also make her
cognisant of the taking of the despatch-box? He
reflected, however, that the room was apparently
occupied by the mulatto woman—he remembered
the calico dresses and turban on the bed—and it
was possible that Miss Faulkner had only visited 1t
for the purpose of signalling to her lover. Although
this circumstance did not tend to make his mind
easier, it was, however, presently diverted by a new
arrival and a strange recognition.

As he rode through the camp a group of officers
congregated before a large mess tent appeared to be
highly amused by the conversation—half monologue
and half harangue—of a singular-looking individua!
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who stood in the centre. - He wore a “slouch” hat,
to the band of which he had imparted a military
air by the addition of a gold cord, but the brim
was caught up at the side in a peculiarly theatrical
and highly artificial fashion. A heavy cavalry sabre
depended from a broad-buckled belt under his black
frock coat, with the addition of /wo revolvers—
minus their holsters—stuck on either side of the
buckle, after the style of a stage smuggler. A pair
of long enamelled leather riding boots, with the tops
turned deeply over, as. if they had once done duty
for the representative of a Cavalier, completed his
extraordinary equipment. The group were so ab-
sorbed in him that they did not perceive the ap-
proach of their chief and his orderly; and Brant,
with a sign to the latter, halted only a few paces
from this central figure. His speech was a singular
mingling of high-flown and exalted epithets, with in-
exact pronunciation and occasional lapses of Western
slang.

“Well, T ain’t purtendin’ to any stratutegical
smartness, and I didn’t gradooate at West Point as
one of those Apochryphal Engineers; I don’t do
much talking about ‘flank’ movements or ‘re-
cognisances in force’ or ‘Ekellon skirmishing,” but
when it comes down to square Ingin fightin’, I
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reckon I kin have my say. There are men who
don’t know the Army Contractor,” he added, darkly,
“who mebbe have heard of ‘Red Jim’ I don't
mention names, gentlemen; but only the other day a
man that you all know says to me, ‘If I only knew
what you do about scoutin’ I wouldn’t be wanting
for information as I do’ I ain’t goin’ to say who it
was, or break any confidences between gentlemen, by
saying how many stars he had on his shoulder strap;
but he was a man who knew what he was saying.
And I say agin, gentlemen, that the Curse of the
Northern Army is the want of proper scoutin’. What
was it caused Bull’s Run?—want o’ scoutin’! What
was it rolled up Pope?—want o’ scoutin’! What
killed Baker at Ball’s Bluff>—want o’ scoutin’! What
caused the slaughter at the Wilderness?—want 0
scoutin’—Ingin scoutin’! Why, only the other day,
gentlemen, I was approached, to know what I'd take
to organise a scoutin’ force. And what did I say?
—*No, General; it ain’t because I represent one of
the largest Army Beef Contracts in this country,
says I; ‘it ain’t because I belong, so to speak, to the
“Sinews of War”; but because I’d want about ten
thousand trained Ingins from the Reservations!” And
the regular West Point, high-toned, scientific inkybus
that weighs so heavily on our Army don’t see it—
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and won’t have it! Then Sherman, he sez to
me——"

But here a roar of laughter interrupted him, and
in the cross fire of sarcastic interrogations that began
Brant saw, with relief, a chance of escape. For in
the voice, manner, and, above all, the characteristic
temperament of the stranger, he had recognised his
old playmate, and the husband of Susy—the redoubt-
able Jim Hooker! There was no mistaking that
gloomy audacity; that mysterious significance; that
magnificent lying, But even at that moment Clarence
Brant’s heart had gone out, with all his old loyalty
of feeling, towards his old companion. He knew
that a public recognition of him then and there
would plunge Hooker into confusion; he felt keenly
the ironical plaudits and laughter of his officers over
the manifest weakness and vanity of the ex-teamster,
ex-Tancher, ex-actor, and husband of his old girl
Sweetheart, and would have spared him the know-
ledge that 4e had overheard it. Turning hastily to
the orderly he bade him bring the stranger to his
head-quarters, and rode away unperceived.

He had heard enough, however, to account for
his presence there, and the singular chance that had
brought them again together. He was evidently one
of those large Civil Contractors of Supplies whom
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the Government was obliged to employ, who visited
the camp half officially, and whom the Army
alternately depended upon and abused. Brant had
dealt with his underlings in the Commissariat, and
even now remembered that he had heard he was
coming, but had overlooked the significance of his
name. But how he came to leave his theatrical pro-
fession, how he had attained a position which im-
plied a command of considerable capital—for many
of the contractors had already amassed large for-
' tunes—and what had become of Susy and her ambi-
tions in this radical change of circumstances, were
things still to be learned. In his own changed con-
ditions he had seldom thought of Jer; it was with
a strange feeling of irritation and half-responsibility
that he now recalled their last interview and the
emotion to which he had yielded.

He had not long to wait. He had scarcely re-
gained the quarters at his own private office, before
he heard the step of the orderly upon the verandah
and the trailing clank of Hooker’s sabre. He did
not know, however, that Hooker, without recognising
his name, had received the message as a personal
tribute, and had left his sarcastic companions
triumphantly, with the air of going to a confidential
interview, to which his well- known military criticism
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had entitled him. It was with a bearing of gloomy
importance, and his characteristic, sullen, sidelong
glance, that he entered the apartment, and did not
look up until Brant had signalled the orderly to
withdraw, and closed the door behind him. And
then he recognised his old boyish companion—the
preferred favourite of fortune!

For a moment he gasped with astonishment. For
a moment gloomy incredulity, suspicion, delight,
pride, admiration, even affection, struggled for
mastery in his sullen, staring eyes, and open, twitch-
ing mouth, For here was Clarence Brant, hand-
somer than. ever, more superior than ever, in the
majesty of uniform and authority which fitted him—
the younger man—by reason of his four years of
active service—with the careless ease and bearing
of the veteran! Here was the hero whose name was
already so famous that the mere coincidence of it
with that of the modest civilian he had known would
have struck him as preposterous. Yet here he was
—supreme and dazzling—surrounded by the pomp
and circumstance of War—into whose reserved pre-
sence, he—Jim Hooker—had been ushered with
the formality of challenge, saluting and presented
bayonets!

Luckily, Brant had taken advantage of his first
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gratified ejaculation to shake him warmly by the
hand, and then, with both hands laid familiarly on
his shoulder, force him down into a chair. Luckily,
for by that time, Jim Hooker had, with characteristic
gloominess, found time to taste the pangs of envy—
an envy the more keen since, in spite of his success
as a peaceful contractor, he had always secretly
longed for military display and distinction. He
looked at the man who had achieved it, as he firmly
believed, by sheer luck and accident, and his eyes
darkened. Then with characteristic weakness and
vanity, he began to resist his first impressions of
Clarence’s superiority, and to air his own importance.
He leaned heavily back in the chair in which he
had been thus genially forced, drew off his gauntlet
and attempted to thrust it through his belt, as he
had seen Brant do, but failed on account of his
pistols already occupying that position, dropped it
got his sword between his legs in attempting to pick
it up, and then leaned back again, with half-closed
€yes, serenely indifferent of his old companion’s
smiling face,

“I reckon,” he began, slowly, with a slightly
patronising air, “that we’d have met, sooner or later,
at Washington, or at Grant’s headquarters, for
Hooker, Meacham and Co. 80 everywhere, and are
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about as well known as Major-Generals, to say no-
thin’,” he went on, with a sidelong glance at Brant’s
shoulder-straps, “of Brigadiers; and it’s rather strange
—only, of course, you're kind of fresh in the service
—that you ain’t heard of me afore.”

“But m very glad to hear of you now, Jim,”
said Brant, smiling, “and from your own lips—which
I am also delighted to find,” he added, mischievously,
“are still as frankly communicative on that topic
as of old. But I congratulate you, old fellow, on
your good fortune. When did you leave the stage?”

Mr. Hooker frowned slightly.

“I never was really on the stage, you know,” he
said, waving his hand with assumed negligence.
“Only went on to please my wife. Mrs. Hooker
wouldn’t act with vulgar professionals, don’t you see!
T was really manager—most of the time, and lessee
of the theatre. Went East when the War broke out,
to offer my sword and knowledge of Injin fightin’ to
Undle Sam! Drifted into a big pork contract at
St. Louis, with Fremont. Been at it ever since.

. - . - )
Offered a commission in the reg’lar service lots o
times. Refused.”

“Why?” asked Brant, demurely.

“Too much West Point starch around to suit
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me,” returned Hooker, darkly. “And too many
spies!”

“Spies?” echoed Brant, abstractedly, with a mo-
mentary reminiscence of Miss Faulkner.

“Yes, spies,” continued Hooker, with dogged mys-
tery. “One half of Washington is watching toother
half, and from the President’s wife down, most of the
women are Secesh!”

Brant suddenly fixed his keen eyes on his guest.
But the next moment he reflected that this was only
Jim Hooker’s usual speech, and possessed no ulte-
rior significance. He smiled again, and said, more
gently—

“And how is Mrs. Hooker?”

Mr. Hooker fixed his eyes on the ceiling, 1056
and pretended to look out of the window; then
taking his seat again by the table, as if fronting an
imaginary audience, and pulling slowly at his gaunt-
lets after the usual theatrical indication of perfect
sang froid, said—

“There ain’t any!”

“Good heavens!” said Brant, with genuine emo-
tion. “I beg your pardon. Really, [—”

“Mrs. Hooker and me are divorced,” continued
Hooker, slightly changing his attitude, and leaning
heavily on his sabre, with his eyes still on his fanci-
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ful audience. “There was, you understand”—Ilightly
tossing his gauntlet aside—¢incompatibility of temper
—and—we—parted! Ha!”

He uttered a low, bitter, scornful laugh, which,
however, produced the distinct impression in Brant’s
mind that up to that moment he had never had the
slightest feeling in the matter whatever.

“You seemed to be on such good terms with
each other!” murmured Brant, vaguely.

“Seemed!” said Hooker, bitterly, glancing sar-
donically at an ideal second row in the pit before
him; “yes—seemed! There were other differences,
social and political. You understand that; yox have
suffered, too.” He reached out his hand and pressed
Brant’s, in heavy effusiveness. “But,” he continued,
haughtily, lightly tossing his glove again, “we are
also men of the world; we let that pass.”

And it was possible that he found the strain of
his present attitude too great, for he changed to an
easier position.

“But,” said Brant, curiously, “I always thought
that Mrs. Hooker was intensely Union and Northern?”
“Put on!” said Hooker, in his natural voice.

“But you remember the incident of the flag?”
persisted Brant.

» 3
“Mrs. Hooker was always an actress, said

Clarence, 10
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Hooker, significantly. “But,” he added, cheerfully,
“Mrs. Hooker is now the wife of Senator Boom-
pointer, one of the wealthiest and most powerful
Republicans in Washington—carries the patronage of
the whole West in his vest pocket.”

“Yet, if she is not a Republican, why did she——"
began Brant.

“For a purpose,” responded Hooker, darkly.
“But,” he added again, with greater cheerfulness,
“she belongs to the very e¢/ite of Washington society.
Goes to all the Foreign Ambassadors’ balls, and is a
power at the White House. Her picture is in all the
first-class illustrated papers.”

The singular but unmistakable pride of the man
in the importance of the wife from whom he was
divorced, and for whom he did not care, would have
offended Brant’s delicacy, or at least have excited
his ridicule, but for the reason that he was more
deeply stung by Hooker’s allusion to his own wife
and his degrading similitude of their two conditions.
But he dismissed the former as part of Hooker’s in-
vincible and stil] boyish extravagance, and the latter
as part of his equally characteristic assumption. Per-
haps he was conscious, too, notwithstanding the lapse
of years and the condonation of separation and for-
getfulness, that he deserved little delicacy from the



CLARENCE. 147

L3
hands of Susy’s husband. Nevertheless, he dreaded
to hear him speak again of her. And the fear was
realised in a question.

“Does she know you are here?”

“Who?” said Brant, curtly.

“Your wife. That is—I reckon she’s your wife
still, eh?”

“Yes; but I do not know what she knows,” re-
turned Brant, quietly. He had regained his self-
composure,

“Susy —Mrs. Senator Boompointer, that is”’—
said Hooker, with an apparent dignity in his late
wife's new title, “allowed that she’d gone abroad on
2 secret mission from the Southern Confederacy to
them Crowned Heads over there. She was good at
Topin’ men in, you know. Anyhow, Susy, afore she
was Mrs. Boompointer, was dead set on findin’ out
where she was, but never could. She seemed to
drop out of sight a year ago. Some said one thing,
and some said another. But you can bet your bot-
tom dollar that Mrs. Senator Boompointer, who knows
how to pull all the wires in Washington, will know,
if anyone does.”

“But is Mrs. Boompointer really disaffecteq, and
2 Southern sympathiser?” said Brant, “or is it only

caprice or fashion?”
0™
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While speaking, he had risen, with a half
abstracted face, and had gone to the window, where
he stood in a listening attitude. Presently he opened
the window, and stepped outside. Hooker wonder-
ingly followed him. One or two officers had already
stepped out of their rooms, and were standing upon
the verandah; another had halted in the path. Then
one quickly re-entered the house, reappeared with
his cap and sword in his hand, and ran lightly
toward the guard-house. A slight crackling noise
seemed to come from beyond the garden wall.

“What's up?” said Hooker, with staring eyes.

“Picket firing!”

The crackling suddenly became a little rattle.
Brant re-entered the room, and picked up his hat.

“You'll excuse me for a few moments.”

A faint sound, soft yet full, and not unlike a
bursting bubble, made the house appear to leap
elastically, like the rebound of a rubber ball.

“What’s that?” gasped Hooker.

“Cannon, out of range!”
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CHAPTER V.

Iv another instant bugles were ringing through
the camp with the hurrying hoofs of mounted officers,
and the trampling of forming men. The house itself
was almost deserted. Although the single cannon
shot had been enough to show that it was no mere
skirmishing of pickets, Brant still did not believe in
any serious attack of the enemy. His position, as in
the previous engagement, had no strategic importance
to them; they were no doubt only making a feint
against it to conceal some advance upon the centre
of the Army two miles away. Satisfied that he was
in easy supporting distance of his Division Com-
mander, he extended his line along the ridge, ready
to fall back in that direction, while retarding their
advance and masking the position of his own chief.
He gave a few orders necessary to the probable
abandonment of the house, and then returned to it.
Shot and shell were already dropping in the field
below. A thin ridge of blue haze showed the line
of skirmish fire. A small conical, white cloud like a
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bursting cotton pod, revealed an opened battery in
the willow-fringed meadow. Yet the pastoral peace-
fulness of the house was unchanged. The afternoon
sun lay softly on its deep verandahs; the pot pourri
incense of fallen rose leaves haunted it still.

He entered his room through the French window
on the verandah, when the door leading from the
passage was suddenly flung open, and Miss Faulkner
swept quickly inside, closed the door behind her,
and leaned back against it, panting and breathless.

Clarence was startled, and for a moment ashamed.
He had suddenly realised that in the excitement he
had entirely forgotten her and the dangers to which
she might be exposed. She had probably heard the
firing, her womanly fears had been awakened; she
had come to him for protection. But as he turned
towards her with a reassuring smile, he was shocked
to see that her agitation and pallor were far beyond
any physical cause. She motioned him desperately
to shut the window by which he had entered, and
said, with white lips—

“I must speak with you alone!”.

“Certainly. But there is no immediate danger
to you even here—and I can soon put you beyond
the reach of any possible harm.”

“Harm—to me! God! if it were only that!”
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He stared at her uneasily.

“Listen,” she said, gaspingly, “listen to me! Then
hate, despise me—kill me if you will. For you are
betrayed and ruined—cut off and surrounded! Tt has
been helped on by me, but I swear to you the blow
did not come from my hand. I would have saved
you. God only knows how it happened —it was
Fate!”

In an instant Brant saw the whole truth in-
stinctively and clearly. But with the revelation came
the usual calmness and perfect self-possession which
never yet had failed him in any emergency. With
the sound of the increasing cannonade, and its shift-
ing position made clearer to his ears, the view of his
whole threatened position spread out like a map be-
fore his eyes, the swift calculation of the time his
men could hold the ridge in his mind—even a hurried
estimate of the precious moments he could give to
the wretched woman before him—he even then,
gravely and gently, led her to a chair and said in a
calm voice—

“That is not enough! Speak slowly, plainly. I
must know ezeryzhing. How and in what way have
you betrayed me?”

She looked at him imploringly—reassured yet
awed by his gentleness.
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“You won’t believe me; you cannot believe me!
for I do not even 4zow. I have taken and exchanged
letters—whose contents I never saw—between the
Confederates and a spy who comes to this house, but
who is far away by this time. I did it because I
thought you hated and despised me— because
thought it was my duty to help my cause—because
you said it was ‘War’ between us—but I never spied
on yox. I swear it.”

“Then how do you know of this attack?” he said
calmly.

She brightened, half timidly, half hopefully.

“There is a window in the wing of this house
that overlooks the slope near the Confederate lines.
There was a signal placed in it—not by me—but I
know it meant that as long as it was there the plot,
whatever it was, was not ripe, and that no attack
would be made on you as long as it was visible.
That much I Zzow—that much the spy had to tell
me, for we both had to guard that room, in turns.
I wanted to keep this dreadful thing off—until—"
her voice trembled, “until,” she added hurriedly,
seeing his calm eyes were reading her very soul,
“until T went away—and for that purpose I withheld
some of the letters that were given me. But this
morning, while I was away from the house, I looked
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back and saw that the signal was no longer there.
Someone had changed it. I ran back, but I was too
late—God help me—as you see!”

The truth flashed upon Brant. It was his own
hand that had precipitated the attack. But a larger
truth came to him now, like a dazzling inspiration.
If he had thus precipitated the attack before they
were ready, there was a chance that it was imperfect,
and there was still hope. But there was no trace
of this visible in his face as he fixed his eyes calmly
on hers, although his pulses were halting in expect-
ancy as he sdid—

“Then the spy had suspected you, and changed
it.”

“Ob, no,” she said eagerly, “for the spy was with
me and was frightened too. We both ran back to-
gether —you remember — she was stopped by the
patro]!”

She checked herself suddenly, but too late. Her
cheeks blazed, her head sank—with the foolish identi-
fication of the spy into which her eagerness had be-
trayed her,

But Brant appeared not to notice it. He was,
in fact, puzzling his brain to conceive what informa-
tion the stupid mulatto woman could have obtained
here. His strength, his position was no secret to the
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enemy—there was nothing to gain from Aim. She
must have been, like the trembling, eager woman
before him, a mere tool of others.

“Did this woman live here?” he said.

“No,” she said. “She lived with the Manlys,
but had friends whom she visited at your General’s
Head-quarters.”

With difficulty Brant suppressed a start. It was
clear to him now. The information had been ob-
tained at the Division Head-quarters, and passed
through his camp as being nearest the Confederate
lines. But what was the information — and wha!
movement had he precipitated? It was clear that
this woman did not know. He looked at her keenly.
A sudden explosion shook the house —a drift of
smoke passed the window—a shell had burst in the
garden.

She had been gazing at him despairingly, Wist
fully—but did not blanch or start.

An idea took possession of him. He approached
her, and took her cold hand. A half smile parted
her pale lips.

“You have courage—you have devotion,” he said,
gravely. “I believe you regret the step you have
taken. If you could undo what you have done, even
at peril to yourself—dare you do it?”
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“Yes,” she said, breathlessly.
“You are known to the enemy. If I am sur-

rounded, you could pass through their lines un-
questioned?”

“Yes,” she said, eagerly.

“A note from me would pass you again through
the pickets of our Head-quarters. But you would
bear a note to the General that no eyes but his must
see. It would not implicate you or yours; it would
only be a word of warning.”

“And you,” she said, quickly, “would be saved!

They would come to your assistance! You would not
then be taken?” :

He smiled gently.
“Perhaps—who knows!”
He sat down and wrote hurriedly.
“This,” he said, handing her a slip of paper, “is
* Pass. You will use it beyond your own lines.
This note,” he continued, handing her a sealed enve-
lope, “is for the General. No one else must see it
or know of it—not even your lover, should you meet
him!”

“My lover!” she said, indignantly, with a flash
of her old savagery; “what do you mean? I have
no lover!”

Brant glanced at her flushed face.
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“I thought,” he said, quietly, “that there ws
someone you cared for in yonder lines— someon
you wrote to. It would have been an excuse——"

He stopped, as her face paled again, and her
hands dropped heavily at her side.

“Good God!—you thought zzat, too! You thought
that I would sacrifice yox for another man!”

“Pardon me,” said Brant, quickly. I was foolish
But whether your lover is a man or a cause, you
have shown a woman’s devotion. And, in repairin
your fault, you are showing more than a woman’
courage now.”

To his surprise, the colour had again mounted
her pretty cheeks, and even a flash of mischief shone
in her blue eyes.

“It would have been ‘an excuse’ she murmured
—“yes—to save a man, surely!” Then she sad,
quickly, “I will go. At once! I am ready!”

“One moment,” he said, gravely. “Although
this pass and an escort ensures your probable safe
conduct, this is ‘War’ and danger! You are still 2
spy! Are you ready to go?”

“I am,” she said, proudly, tossing back a braid
of her fallen hair. Yet a moment after she hesitated-
Then she said, in a lower voice, “Are you as ready
to forgive?”
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“In either case,” he said, touched by her manner;
“and God speed you!”

He extended his hand, and left a slight pressure
on her cold fingers. But they slipped quickly from
his grasp, and she turned away with a heightened
colour,

He stepped to the door. One or two aides-de-
camp, withheld by his order against intrusion, were
waiting eagerly with reports. The horse of 2 mounted
field officer was pawing the garden turf. The officers
stared at the young girl.

“Take Miss Faulkner, with a flag, to some
safe point of the enemy’s line. She is a non-com-

NS
batant of their own, and will receive their protec[/;’:
tion,” '

He had‘ scarcely exchanged a dozen wor
with - the aides-de-camp before the field offic

hurriedly - entered. Taking Brant aside, he said}\‘\ff(
quickly_

“Pardon me, General ; but there is a strong
fecling among the men that this attack is the result
of some information obtained by the enemy. You
must know that the woman you have just given
4 safeguard to is suspected, and the men are in-
dignant,”

“The more reason why she should be conveyed
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beyond any consequences of their folly, Major,” said
Brant, frigidly, “and I look to you for her safe cor-
voy. There is nothing in this attack to show tha
the enemy has received any information regarding
us. But I would suggest that it would be better
see that my orders are carried out regarding the
slaves and non-combatants who are passing our
lines, from Divisional Head-quarters, where valuable
information may be obtained, than in the surveillance
of a testy and outspoken girl.”

An angry flush crossed the Major’s cheek, as he
saluted and fell back, and Brant turned to the aide
de-camp. The news was grave. The column of
the enemy was moving against the ridge—it was 10
longer possible to hold it—and the brigade was cul
off from its communication with the Divisional Head-
quarters, although as yet no combined movement
was made against it. Brant’s secret fears that it
was an intended impact against the cenfre were
confirmed. Would his communication to the Div-
sional Commander pass through the attacking column
in time?

Yet one thing puzzled him. The enemy, after
forcing his flank, had shown no disposition, even
with their overwhelming force, to turn aside and
crush him. He could easily have fallen back, when
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it was possible to hold the ridge no longer, without
pursuit. His other flank and rear were not threatened,
@ they might have been, by the division of so large
an attacking column, which were moving steadily
on towards the ridge. It was this fact that seemed
10 show a failure or imperfection in the enemy’s
plan. It was possible that his precipitation of the
attack by the changed signal had been the cause of
it. Doubtless, some provision had been made to
attack him in flank and rear, but in the unexpected
hurry of the onset it had to be abandoned. He
could still save himself—as his officers knew—but
his conviction that he might yet be able to support
his Divisional Commander by holding his position
doggedly, but coolly, awaiting his opportunity, was
“ong. - More than that, it was his temperament and
instinct,

H‘"Ying them in flank and rear, contesting the
ground inch by inch, and holding his own against
the artillery sent to dislodge him, or the outriding
Cavalry that circling round swept through his open
ranks, he saw his files melt away beside this steady
current without flinching.
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CHAPTER "V

YeT all along the fateful ridge—now obscured
and confused with thin crossing smoke drifts from
filefiring—like partly rubbed-out slate-pencil marks
—or else, when cleared of those drifts, presentin
only an indistinguishable map of zig-zag lines of
straggling wagons and horses, unintelligible to any
eye but his—the singular magnetism of the chief was
felt everywhere; whether it was shown in the quick
closing in of resistance to some sharper onset of the
enemy or the more dogged stand of inaction under
fire—his power was always dominant. A word or
two of comprehensive direction sent through an aide-
de-camp, or the sudden relief of his dark, watchfil
composed face uplifted above a line of bayonets
never failed in their magic. Like all born leaders,
he seemed in those emergencies to hold a charmed
life—infecting his followers with a like disbelief in
Death; men dropped to right and left of him with
serene assurance in their ghastly faces or a cIy of
life and confidence in their last gasp. Stragglers
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fell in and closed up under his passing glance; a
hopeless, inextricable wrangle around an overturned
caisson, at a turn of the road, resolved itself into an
orderly, quiet, deliberate clearing away of the im-
pediment, before the significant waiting of that dark,
silent horseman,

Vet under this imperturbable mask he was keenly
conscious of everything; in that apparent concentra-
tion there was a sharpening of all his senses and his
impressibility; he saw the first trace of doubt or alarm
in the face of a subaltern to whom he was giving an
order; the first touch of sluggishness in a re-forming
line; the more significant clumsiness of a living evolu-
tion that he knew was clogged by the dead bodies
of comrades; the ominous silence of a breastwork;
the awful inertia of some rigidly kneeling files be-
yond, which still kept their form but never would
move again; the melting away of skirmish points;
the sudden gaps here and there; the sickening in-
curving of what a moment before had been a straight
line—all these he saw in all their fatal significance.
But even at this moment, coming upon a hasty
barricade of overset commissary wagons, he stopped
to glance at a familiar figure he had seen but an
hour ago, who now seemed to be commanding a
group of collected stragglers and camp followers.

Clarence, I
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Mounted on a wheel with a revolver in each hand,
and a bowie knife between his teeth—theatrical even
in this paroxysm of undoubted courage—glared Jim
Hooker. And Clarence Brant, with the whole re-
sponsibility of the field on his shoulders, even at that
desperate moment, found himself recalling a vivid
picture of the actor Hooker personating the character
of “Red Dick” in “Rosalie, the Prairie Flower,” as
he had seen him in a California Theatre five years
before.

It wanted still an hour of the darkness that would
probably close the fight of that day. Could he hold
out, keeping his offensive position so long? A hasty
council with his officers showed him that the weak-
ness of their position had already infected them.
They reminded him that his line of retreat was still
open—that in the course of the night the enemy,
although still pressing towards the Division centre,
might yet turn and outflank him—or that their
strangely delayed supports might come up before
morning. Brant’s glass, however, remained fixed on
the main column still pursuing its way along the
ridge. It struck him suddenly, however, that the
steady current had stopped, spread out along the
crest on both sides and was now at right angles
with its previous course. There had been a check!

e ———————
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The next moment the thunder of guns along the whole
horizon and the rising cloud of smoke revealed a line
of battle, The Division centre was engaged. The
opportunity he had longed for had come—the de-
sperate chance to throw himself on their rear and
cut his way through to the Divison—but it had come
too late! He looked at his shattered ranks—scarce
a regiment remained. Even as a demonstration—
the attack would fail against the enemy’s superior
numbers, Nothing clearly was left to him now but
to remain where he was—within supporting distance,
and await the issue of the fight beyond. He was
putting up his glass, when the dull boom of cannon
in the extreme Western limit of the horizon at-
tracted his attraction. By the still gleaming sky he
could see a long grey line stealing up from the valley
from the distant rear of the headquarters to join the
main column, They were the missing supports! His
heart leaped. He held the key of the mystery now.
The one imperfect detail of the enemy’s plan was
before him. The supports coming later from the
west had only seen the second signal from the window
—when Miss Faulkner had replaced the vase—and
had avoided s position. It was impossible to limit
the effect of this blunder. If the young girl who

had thus saved him had reached the Division Com-
1i*
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mander with his message in time, he might be fore-
warned, and even profit by it. His own position
would be less precarious as the enemy already
engaged in front would be unable to recover their
position in the rear, and correct the blunder. The
bulk of their column had already streamed past him.
If defeated, there was always the danger that it might
be rolled back upon him—but he conjectured that
the Division Commander would attempt to prevent
the junction of the supports with the main column
by breaking between them, crowding them from the
ridge and joining him. As the last stragglers of the
rear guard swept by, Brant’s bugles were already re-
calling the skirmishers. He redoubled his pickets,
and resolved to wait and watch.

And there was the more painful duty of looking
after the wounded and the dead. The larger rooms
of the head-quarters had already been used as a
hospital. Passing from cot to cot, recognising in the
faces now drawn with agony or staring in vacant un-
consciousness, the features that he had seen only 2
few hours before flushed with enthusiasm and excite-
ment, something of his old doubting, questioning
nature returned. Was there no way but this? How
far was /e—moving among them unscathed and un-
injured—responsible? And if not he—who then?
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His mind went back bitterly to the old days of the
conspiracy—to the inception of that struggle which
was bearing such ghastly fruit. He thought of his
traitorous wife, until he felt his cheeks tingle, and
he was fain to avert his eyes from those of his pros-
trate comrades, in a strange fear that with the
clairvoyance of dying men they should read his
secret,

It was past midnight, when, without undressing,
he threw himself upon his bed in the little convent-
like cell to snatch a few moments of sleep. Its spot-
less, peaceful walls and draperies affected him
strangely, as if he had brought into its immaculate
serenity the sanguine stain of War. He was awakened
suddenly from a deep slumber by an indefinite sense
of alarm. His first thought was that he had been
summoned to repel an attack. He sat up and
listened; everything was silent except the measured
tread of the sentry on the gravel walk below. But
the door was open. He sprang to his feet and
slipped into the gallery, in time to see the tall figure
of 2 woman glide before the last moonlit window at
its furthest end. He could not see her face—but
the characteristic turbaned head of the negro race
was plainly visible.

He did not care to follow her or even to alarm
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the guard. If it were the spy or one of her emis-
saries, she was powerless now to do any harm, and
under his late orders and the rigorous vigilance of
his sentinels she could not leave the lines—or, in-
deed, the house. She probably knew this as well as
he did; it was, therefore, no doubt only an accidental
intrusion of one of the servants. He re-entered the
room, and stood for a few moments by the window,
looking over the moonlit ridge. The sounds of dis-
tant cannon had long since ceased. Wide awake,
and refreshed by the keen morning air, which alone,
of all created things, seemed to have shaken the
burden of the dreadful yesterday from its dewy wings,
he turned away and lit a candle on the table. As
he was rebuckling his sword-belt he saw a piece of
paper lying on the foot of the bed, from which he
had just risen. Taking it to the candle, he read in
a roughly scrawled hand:—

“You are asleep when you should be on the
march. You have no time to lose. Before daybreak
the supports of the column you have been foolishly
resisting will be upon you. From one who would
save yox but hates your cause.”

A smile of scorn passed his lips. The hand-
writing was unknown and evidently disguised. The
purport of the message had not alarmed him—but
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suddenly a suspicion flashed upon him—that it came
from Miss Faulkner! She had failed in her attempt
to pass through the enemy’s lines—or she had never
tried fo. She had deceived him—or had thought
better of her chivalrous impulse and now sought to .
mitigate her second treachery by this second warn-
ing.  And he had let her meésenger escape him!

He hurriedly descended the stairs. The sound
of approaching voices met him. He halted, and re-

cognised the faces of the Brigade Surgeon and one
of his aides-de-camp.

“We were hesitating whether to disturb you,
General, but it may be an affair of some importance.
Under your orders a negro woman was just now
challenged stealing out of the lines. Attempting to
€scape, she was chased, there was a struggle and
scramble over the wall, and she fell, striking her

head. She was brought into the guard-house un-
conscious,”

“Very good. I will see her,” said Brant, with a
feeling of relief, :

“One moment, General. We thought you would
perhaps prefer to see her alome,” said the surgeon.
“For when I endeavoured to bring her to, = d ik
sponging her face and head to discover her 1njuries,
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her colour came off/ She was a white woman—
stained and disguised as a mulatto.”

For an instant Brant’s heart sank. It was Miss
Faulkner.

“Did you recognise her?” he said, glancing from
the one to the other. “Have you seen her here be-
fore?” '

“No, sir,” replied the aide-de-camp. “But she
seemed to be quite a superior woman—a lady, I
should say.”

Brant breathed more freely.

“Where is she now?” he asked.

“In the guard-house. We thought it better not
to bring her into hospital, among the men, until we
had your orders.”

“You have done well,” returned Brant gravely.
“And you will keep this to yourselves for the pre-
sent; but see that she is brought here quietly and
with as little publicity as possible. Put her in my
room above, which I give up to her and any neces-
sary attendant. But you will look carefully after her,
doctor”—he turned to the Surgeon—*¢“and when she
recovers consciousness let me know.”

He moved away. Although attaching little im-
portance to the mysterious message, whether sent by
Miss Faulkner or emanating from the stranger her-
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self, which he reasoned was based only upon a
knowledge of the original plan of attack—he never-
theless quickly despatched a small scouting party in
the direction from which the attack might come, with
orders to fall back and report at once. With a cer-
tain half irony of recollection he had selected Jim
Hooker to accompany the party as a volunteer. This
done, he returned to the gallery. The surgeon met
him at the door,

“The indications of concussion are passing away,”
he said, “but she seems to be suffering from the ex-
haustion following some great nervous excitement.
You may go in—she may rally from it at any mo-
ment.”

With the artificial step and mysterious hush of
the ordinary visitor to a sick bed, Brant entered the
foom. But some instinct greater than this common
expression of humanity held him suddenly in awe.
The room seemed no longer his—it had slipped back
into that austere conventional privacy which had first
impressed him. Vet he hesitated ; another strange
suggestion—it seemed almost a vague recollection—
overcame him like some lingering perfume, far off
and pathetic, in its dying familiarity. He turned his
eyes almost timidly towards the bed. The coverlet
was drawn up near the throat of the figure to replace
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the striped cotton gown stained with blood and dust,
which had been hurriedly torn off and thrown on a
chair. The pale face, cleansed of blood and dis
guising colour, the long hair, still damp from the
surgeon’s sponge, lay rigidly back on the pillow.
Suddenly this man of steady nerve uttered a faint
cry and with a face as white as the upturned one
before him, fell on his knees beside the bed. For
the face that lay there was his wife’s!

Yes, Zers/ But the beautiful hair that she had
gloried in—the hair that in his youth he had thought
had once fallen like a benediction on his shoulder
—was streaked with grey along the blue veined
hollows of the temples; the orbits of those clear
eyes, beneath their delicately arched brows, were
ringed with days of suffering; only the clear-cut
profile, even to the delicate imperiousness of lips and
nostril, was still there in all its beauty. The coverlet
had slipped from her shoulder; its familiar marble
contour startled him. He remembered how, in their
early married days, he had felt the sanctity of that
Diana-like revelation, and the still nymph-like austerity
which clung to this strange, childless woman. He
even fancied that he breathed again the subtle char-
acteristic perfume of the laces, embroideries, and de-
licate enwrappings in her chamber at Robles. Per-
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haps it was the intensity of his gaze—perhaps it
was the magnetism of his presence—but her lips
parted with a half sigh, half moan. Her head, al-
though her eyes were still closed, turned on the
pillow instinctively towards him. He rose from his
knees. Her eyes opened slowly. As the first glare
of wonderment cleared from them, they met him
—in the old antagonism of spirit! Vet her first
gesture was a pathetic feminine movement with both
hands, to arrange her straggling hair. It brought
her white fingers, cleaned of their disguising stains,
4 a sudden revelation to her of what had happened;
she instantly slipped them back under the coverlet
dgain. Brant did not speak, but with folded arms
stood gazing upon her. And it was ke voice that
first broke the silence.

“You have recognised me? Well, I suppose you
know all,” she said, with a weak, half defiance.

He bowed his head. He felt, as yet, he could
ot trust his voice, and envied her her own.

“I may sit up, mayn’t I?” She managed, by
sheer force of will, to struggle to a sitting posture.
Then, as the coverlet slipped from the bare shoulder,
she said, as she drew it, with a shiver of disgust,
around her again—

“I forgot that you strip women, you Northern
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soldiers! But I forgot, too,” she added, with a sar-
castic smile, “that you are also my husband, and
am in your room.”

The contemptuous significance of her speech dis-
pelled the last lingering remnant of Brant’s dream.
In a voice as dry as her own, he said—

“I am afraid you will now have to remember
only that T am a Northern General, and you a
Southern spy.”

“So be it,” she said, gravely. Then, impulsively,
“But I have not spied on you.”

Vet, the next moment, she bit her lips as if the
expression had unwittingly escaped her; and, with 2
reckless shrug of her shoulders, she lay back on her
pillow.

“It matters not,” said Brant, coldly. “You have
used this house and those within it to forward your
designs. It is not your fault that you found nothing
in the despatch-box you opened.

She stared at him quickly; then shrugged her
shoulder again.

“I might have known she was false to me,” she
said, bitterly, “and that you would wheedle her soul
away, as you have others. Well, she betrayed me!
For what?”
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A flush passed over Bramt’s face. But with an
effort he contained himself.”

“It was the flower that betrayed you! The flower
whose red dust fell in the box when you opened it
on the desk by the window in yonder room—the
floer that stood in the window as a signal—the
flower I myself removed, and so spoiled the miserable
plot that your friends concocted.”

A look of mingled terror and awe came into her
face.

“Fou change the signal!” she repeated, dazedly;
then, in a lower voice, “that accounts for it all!”
But the next moment she turned again fiercely upon
him.  “And you mean to tell me that ske didn’t
help you—that she didn’t sell me—your wife—to
you for—for what was it! A look—a kiss!”

“I mean to say that she did not know the signal
Was changed, and that she herself restored it to its
Place. Tt is no fault of hers nor yours that I am
not here a prisoner.”

She passed her thin hand dazedly across her
forehead,

“I see,” she muttered. Then, again, bursting
Out passionately, she said—¢“Fool! you never would
have been touched! Do you think that Lee wox}ld
have gone for you, with higher game in your Division
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Commander? No! Those supports were a feint i
draw him to your assistance, while our main colum
broke his centre. Ves, you may stare at me, Clarence
Brant. You are a good lawyer—they say a dashing
fighter, too. I never thought you a coward, even in
your irresolution; but you are fighting with men
drilled in the art of War and strategy when you
were a boy outcast on the plains” She stopped,
closed her eyes and then added, wearily—“But that
was yesterday—to-day, who knows? All may be
changed. The supports may still attack you. Thit
was why I stopped to write you that note an hour
ago, when I believed I should be leaving here for
ever. Yes, I did it!” she went on, with half-wearied,
half-dogged determination. “You may as well know
all. I had arranged to fly. Your pickets were 10
be drawn by friends of mine, who were waiting for
me beyond your lines, Well, I lingered here when
I saw you arrive—lingered to write you that note.
And—I was too late!”

But Brant had been so watching her varying ex-
pression, her kindling eye, strange masculine grasp
of military knowledge, her soldierly phraseology, 2!
SO new to her, that he scarcely heeded the feminine
ending of her speech. It seemed to him no longer
the Diana of his youthful fancy, but some Pallas
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Athenz, who now looked up at him from the
pillow. He had never fully believed in her unselfish
devotion to the Cause until now, when it seemed to
have almost unsexed her. In his wildest comprehen-
sion of her, he had never dreamed her a Joan of
Arc, and yet hers was the face which might have
confronted him, exalted and inspired, on the battle-
field itself. He recalled himself with an effort.

“I thank you for your would-be warning,” he
said, more gently, if not so tenderly, “and God
knows I wish your flight had been successful. But
€V€N your warning is unnecessary. For the supports
had already come up; they had followed the second
signal, and diverged to engage our Division on the
left, leaving me alone. And their ruse of drawing
our Commander to assist me would not have been
successful, as I had suspected it, and sent a message
o him that I wanted no help.”

It was the truth; it was the sole purport of the
note he had sent through Miss Faulkner. He would
not have disclosed his sacrifice; but so great was the
strange domination of this woman still over him, that
he felt compelled to assert his superiority. She fixed
her eyes upon him.

“And Miss Faulkner took your message?” she
said, slowly. “Don’t deny it! No one else could
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have passed through our lines; and you gave hera
safe conduct through yours. Yes, I might have
known it. And this was the creature they sent me
for an ally and confidant!”

For an instant Brant felt the sting of this en-
forced contrast between the two women. But he
only said—

“You forget that I did not know you were the
spy, not do I believe that she suspected you were
my wife.”

“Why should she?” she said, almost fiercely.
“I am known among these people only by the name
of Benham—my maiden name. Yes!—you can take
me out, and shoot me, under that name, without
disgracing yours. N obody will know that the Southern
spy was the wife of the Northern General! You see
I have thought even of #iaz/”’

“And, thinking of that,” said Brant, slowly, “yot
have put yourself—I will not say in my power, for
you are in the power of azy man in this camp Who
may know you, or even hear you speak. Well, let
us understand each other plainly. I do not knov
how great a sacrifice your devotion to your cause
demands of yox; I do know what it seems to demand
of me. Hear me, then! I will do my best to pro-
tect you, and get you safely away from here; but,



CLARENCE. 177

failing that, I tell you plainly that I shall blow out
your brains and my own together.”

She knew that he would do it. Vet her eyes
suddenly beamed with a new and awakening light;
she put back her hair again, and half raised herself
upon the pillow, to gaze at his dark, set face.

“And as I shall let no other life but ours be
perilled in this affair,” he went on quietly, “and will
accompany you myself in some disguise beyond the
lines, we will together take the risks—or the bullets
of the sentries that may save us both all further
trouble. An hour or two more will settle that. Until
then your weak condition will excuse you from any
disturbance or intrusion here. The mulatto woman
you have sometimes personated may be still in this
house; T will appoint her to attend you. I suppose
you can trust her, for you must personate her again,
and escape in her clothes, while she takes your place
in this room as my prisoner.”

“Clarence!”

Her voice had changed suddenly; it was no
longer bitter and stridulous, but low and thrilling as
he had heard her call to him that night in the patio
of Robles. He turned quickly. She was leaning
from the bed—her thin, white hands stretched ap-

pealingly towards him.
Clarence., 22
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“Let us go together, Clarence,” she said eagerly.
“Let us leave this horrible place—these wicked, cruel
people for ever. Come with me! Come with me to
my people—to my own faith—to my own house—
which shall be yours! Come with me to defend it
with your good sword, Clarence, against those vile
invaders with whom you have nothing in common,
and who ate the dirt under your feet. VYes, yes! I
know it!—I have done you wrong—I have lied o
you when I spoke against your skill and power. You
are a hero—a born leader of men! Iknow it! Have
I not heard it from the men who have fought against
you, and yet admired and understood you, aye—
better than your own? Gallant men, Clarence, so-
diers bred—who did not know what you were 10
me—nor how proud I was of you even while I hated
you! Come with me! Think what we would do
Zogether—with one faith—one cause—one ambition!
Think, Clarence, there is no limit you might not at-
tain! We are no niggards of our rewards and honours
—we have no hireling votes to truckle to—we know
our friends! Even I—Clarence—I——'—there was
a strange pathos in the sudden humility that seemed
to overcome her—<“7 have had my reward and known
my power. I have been sent abroad, in the con-
fidence of the highest—to the highest. Don't turt
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from me, Iam offering you no bribe, Clarence, only
your deserts. Come with me. Leave these curs
behind, and live the hero that you are!”

He turned hig blazing eyes upon her.

“If you were a man____» he began Passionately,
then stopped,

“No! I am only a woman, and must fight in a
Woman’s way,” she interrupted bitterly. “Ves! I
entreat, T implore, I wheedle, I flatter, I fawn, I e
I creep where you stand upright, and Pass through
doors to which you would not bow. Vou wear your
blazon of honoyr on your shoulder; I hide mine in
a slave’s gown. And yet I have worked and striven
and suffered! Listen, Clarence”—her voice again
sank to jts appealing minor—“I know what you men
call ‘honour, that which makes you cling to a merely
spoken word, or an empty oath. Well, let that pass!
Lam weary; T haye done my share of this work, you
have dope yours. Let us both fly; let us leave the
fight to those who shall come after us, and let us go
‘ogether to some distant land where the sounds of
these guns, or the blood of our brothers no longer
y out to us for vengeance! There are those living
here—T haye met them, Clarence,” she went on
hurriedly, “whe think it wrong to lift up fratricidal

I2%
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hands in the struggle, yet who cannot live under
the Northern yoke. They are,” her voice hesitated,
“good men and women—they are respected—they

are——"

“Recreants and slaves, before whom you, spy as
you are—stand a Queen!” broke in Brant pas-
sionately. He stopped and turned towards the win-
dow. After a pause he came back again towards
the bed—paused again and then said in a lower
voice—“Four years ago, Alice, in the patio of our
house at Robles, I might have listened to this pro-
posal, and—I tremble to think—I might have ac-
cepted it! I loved you; I was as weak, as selfish,
as unreflecting, my life was purposeless—but for yo#
—as the creatures you speak of. But give me nov,
at least, the credit of a devotion to my cause equal
to your own—a credit which I have never denied
you! For the night that you left me, I awoke t0 2
sense of my own worthlessness and degradation—
perhaps I have even to zhank you for that awaken-
ing—and I realised the bitter truth. But that night
I found my true vocation—my purpose, my mal
hood——"

A bitter laugh came from the pillow on which
she had languidly thrown herself.



CLARENCE. 181

“I believe I /ef? you with Mrs. Hooker—spare me
the details.”

The blood rushed to Brant’s face and then re-
ceded as suddenly,

“You left me with Captain Pinckney, who had
tempted you, and whom I killed!” he said furiously.

They were both staring furiously at each other.
Suddenly he said, “Hush!” and sprang towards the
door, as the sound of hurried footsteps echoed along
the passage. But he was too late; it was thrown
open to the officer of the guard, who appeared,
standing on the threshold.

“I'wo Confederate officers arrested hovering
around our pickets. They demand to see you.”

Before Brant could interpose, two men in riding
cloaks of Confederate grey, stepped into the room
with a jaunty and self-confident air.

“Not demand, General,” said the foremost, a tall,
diSﬁ“guished-looking man, lifting his hand with a
graceful deprecating air. “In fact, too sorry to
bother you with an affair of no importance except
10 ourselves. A bit of after-dinner bravado brought
Us In contact with your pickets, and, of course, we
had to take the consequences. Served us right, and
We were lucky not to have got a bullet through us.
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Gad—DI'm afraid my men would have been less dis
creet! I am Colonel Lagrange, of the sth Tennessee;
my young friend here is Captain Faulkner, of the
1st Kentucky. Some excuse for a youngster like
him-—none for me/ =

He stopped, for his eyes suddenly fell upon the
bed and its occupant. Both he and his companios
started. But to the natural, unaffected dismay of 3
gentleman who had unwittingly intruded upon :
lady’s bedchamber, Brant’s quick eye saw a moee
disastrous concern superadded. Colonel Lagrange
was quick to recover himself, as they both removed
their caps.

“A thousand pardons,” he said, hurriedly step-
ping backwards to the door. “But I hardly peed
say to a fellow-officer, General, that we had no wes
of making s0 gross an intrusion! We heard s
cock-and-bulluayofymrbeingmpiad—fm
qnuﬁooingnnmpedocmpin‘niga—aw
lbonldmhnehudoundmupmyu’

Brant glanced quickly at his wife Her fx¢
had apparently become rigid on the entrance of
two men; her eyes were coldly fixed upon the ool
ing. He bowed formally, and with a wave of b
hand towards the door, said—
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“I'will hear your story below, gentlemen.”

He followed them from the room, stopped to
quietly turn the key in the lock, and then motioned
them to precede him down the staircase.
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CHAPTER VIL

Nor a word was exchanged till they had reached
the lower landing and Brant’s private room. Dis
missing his subaltern and orderly with a sign, Brant
turned towards his prisoners. The jaunty ease, but
not the self-possession, had gone from Lagrange’s
face; the eyes of Captain Faulkner were fixed on his
older companion with a half-humorous look of per
plexity.

“I am afraid I can only repeat, General, that our
foolhardy freak has put us in collision with your
sentries,” said Lagrange, with a slight hauteur, that
replaced his former jauntiness; “and we were Vvery
properly made prisoners. If you will accept ™y
parole, I have no doubt our Commander will proceed
to exchange a couple of gallant fellows of your
whom I have had the honour of meeting within 0uf
own lines, and whom you must miss probably mor
than I fear our superiors miss s.”

“Whatever brought you here, gentlemen,” said
Brant, drily, “I am glad, for your sakes, that you
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are in uniform, although it does not, unfortunately,
relieve me of an unpleasant duty.”

“I don’t think I understand you,” returned La-
grange, coldly.

“If you had 7o been in uniform, you would
probably have been shot down as spies, without the
trouble of capture,” said Brant, quietly.

“Do you mean to imply, sir——" began La-
grange, sternly.

“I mean to say that the existence of a Con-
federate spy between this camp and the Division
Head Quarters is sufficiently well known to us to
Justify the strongest action.”

“And, pray, how can that affect us?”’ said La-
grange, haughtily.

“I need not inform so old a soldier as Colonel
Lagrange that the aiding, abetting, and even re-
ceiving information from a spy or traitor within one’s
lines is an equally dangerous service.”

“Perhaps you would like to satisfy yourself,
General,” said Colonel Lagrange, with an ironical
laugh, “Pray do not hesitate on account of our
uniform. Search us if you like.”

“Not on entering my lines, Colonel,” replied
Brant, with quiet significance.
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Lagrange’s cheek flushed. But he recovered
himself quickly, and, with a formal bow, said—

“You will, then, perhaps, let us know your
pleasure?”

“My duty, Colonel, is to keep you both close
prisoners here until T have an opportunity to forward
you to the Division Commander, with a report of
the circumstances of your arrest. Z%at I propose to
do. How soon I may have that opportunity, or if I
am ever to have it,” continued Brant, fixing his clear
eyes significantly on Lagrange, “depends upon the
chances of war, which you probably understand as
well as I do.”

“We should never think of making any calcu-
lation on the action of an officer of such infinite
resources as General Brant,” said Lagrange, ironi-
cally. -

“You will, no doubt, have an opportunity of
stating your own case to the Divison Commander,”
continued Brant, with an unmoved face. “And,” he
continued, turning for the first time to Captain
Faulkner, “when you tell the Commander what I
believe to be the fact—from your name and resem-
blance—that you are a relation of the young lady
who for the last three weeks has been an inmate of
this house under 2 pass from Washington, you will,
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I'have no doubt, favourably explain your own pro-
pinquity to my lines.”

“My sister Tilly!” said the young officer, im-
pulsively. “But she is no longer here. She passed
through the lines back to Washington yesterday.
No,” he added, with a light laugh, “I'm afraid that
excuse won't count for to-day.”

A sudden frown upon the face of the elder
officer, added to the perfect ingenuousness of
Faulkner's speech, satisfied Brant that he had not
only elicited the truth, but that Miss Faulkner had
been successful! But he was sincere in his sug-
gestion that her relationship to the young officer
would incline the Division Commander to look
leniently upon his fault, for he was conscious of
a singular satisfaction in thus being able to serve
her.  Of the real object of the two men before him
he had no doubt. They were “the friends” of his
vife, who were waiting for her outside the lines!
Chance alone had saved her from being arrested
vith them, with the consequent exposure of her
treachery before his own men, who, as yet, had no
Proof of her guilt, nor any suspicion of her act\.;\al
identity, Meanwhile, his own chance of conveying
her with safety beyond his lines was not affected
by the incident; the prisoners dare not reveal what
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they knew of her, and it was with a grim triumph
that he thought of compassing her escape without
their aid. Nothing of this, however, was visible in
his face, which the younger man watched with a
kind of boyish curiosity, while Colonel Lagrange
regarded the ceiling with a politely repressed yawn.
“I regret,” concluded Brant, as he summoned the
officer of the guard, “that I shall have to deprive
you of each other’s company during the time you
are here; but I shall see that you, separately, want
for nothing in your confinement.”

“If this is with a view to separate interrogatory,
General, I can retire now,” said Lagrange, rising,
with ironical politeness.

“I believe I have all the information I require,”
returned Brant, with undisturbed composure. Giving
the necessary orders to his subaltern, he acknow-
ledged with equal calm the formal salutes of the
two prisoners as they were led away, and return.ed
quickly to his bedroom above. He paused i
stinctively for a moment before the closed door,
and listened. There was no sound from within.
He unlocked the door, and opened it.

So quiet was the interior that for an instant
without glancing at the bed, he cast a quick look
at the window, which, till then, he had forgotten,
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" and which he remembered gave upon the verandah
 roof But it was still closed, and as he approached
~ the bed, he saw his wife still lying there, in the
’ attitude in which he had left her. But her eyes were
ringed, and slightly filmed, as if with recent tears.

It was perhaps this circumstance that softened
his voice, still harsh with command, as he said—

“I suppose you knew those two men?”

¥exd

“And that T have put it out of their power to
help you?”

“I do.”

There was something so strangely submissive in
her voice that he again looked suspiciously at her.
But he was shocked to see that she was quite
pale now, and that the fire had gone out of her
dark eyes.

“Then I may tell you what is my plan to save
you. But, first, you must find this mulatto woman
who has acted as your double.”

“She is here.”

“Here?”

“Yes” :

“How do you know it?” he asked, in quick
suspicion,

“She was not to leave this place until she knew
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I was safe within our lines. I have some friends
who are faithful to me.” After a pause she added:
“She has been already.”

He looked at her startled.  “Impossible—
I___”

“You locked the door. Yes! but she has a
second key. And even if she had not, there is
another entrance from that closet. You do not
know this house; you have been here two weeks; /
spent two years of my life as a girl, in this room.”

An indescribable sensation came over him; he
remembered how he had felt when he first occupied
it; this was followed by a keen sense of shame on
reflecting that he had been, ever since, but a help-
less puppet in the power of his enemies, and that
she could have escaped if she would, even now.

“Perhaps,” he said grimly, “you have already ar-
ranged your plans?”

She looked at him with a singular reproachfil-
niess even in her submission,

“I have only told her to be ready to change
clothes with me and help me colour my face and
hands at the time appointed. I have left the rest
to you.”

“Then this is my plan. I have changed only 2
detail. You and she must both leave this house at
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the same time, by different exits, but one of them
must be private—and unknown to my men. Do
you know of such a one?”

“Yes,” she said, “in the rear of the negro
quarters.”

“Good,” he replied, “that will be your way out.
She will leave here, publicly, through the parade,
armed with g pass from me. She will be over-
hauled and challenged by the first sentry near the
guard house, below the wall. She will be subjected
10 some delay and scrutiny, which she will, however,
be able to pass better than you would. This will
create the momentary diversion that we require. In
the meantime, you will have left the house by the
rear, and you will then keep in the shadow of the
hedge until you can drop down along the Run,
Where it empties into the swamp. That,” he con-
tinued, fixing his keen eyes upon her, “is the one
weak point in the position of this place that is
neither overlooked or defended. But perhaps,” he
added, again grimly, “you already know it.”

“It is the marsh where the flowers grow, near
the path where you met Miss Faulkner. I had

cossed the marsh to give her a letter,” she said
slowly,
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A bitter smile came over Brant’s face, but passed
as quickly.

“Enough,” he said quietly, “I will meet you
beside the Run, and cross the marsh with you until
you are within hailing distance of your lines. I wil
be in plain clothes, Alice,” he went on slowly, “for
it will not be the Commander of this force Who
accompanies you, but your Ausband, and, without
disgracing his uniform, he will drop to your level,
for the instant he passes his own lines, 2z disguise,
he will become like you, a spy, and amenable to its
penalties.”

Her eyes seemed suddenly to leap up to his
with that strange look of awakening and enthusiasm
which he had noted before. And in its complete
prepossession of all her instincts, she rose from the
bed unheeding her bared arms and shoulders and
loosened hair, and stood upright before him. For
an instant husband and wife regarded each other as
unreservedly as in their own chamber at Robles.

“When shall I go?”

He glanced through the window already growing
lighter with the coming dawn. The Relief would
pass in a few moments; the time seemed Pro-
pitious.

“At once,” he said. “I will send Rose to you.”
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But his wife had already passed into the closet,
and was tapping upon some inner door. He heard
the sound of hinges turning and the rustling of
garments.  She reappeared, holding the curtains of
the closet together with her hand, and said—

“Go! When she comes to your office for the
pass, you will know that I have gone.”

He turned away.

“Stop!” she said faintly.

He turned back. Her expression had again
changed. Her face was deadly pale; a strange
tremor seemed to have taken possession of her.
Her hands dropped from the curtain. Her beauti-
ful arms moved slightly forward; it seemed to him
that she would in the next moment have extended
them towards him. But even then she said hur-
riedly—

“Go! Go!” and slipped again behind the cur-
tains,

He quickly descended the stairs as the sound of
trampling feet on the road and the hurried word. of
cmmand  announced the return of the scouting
Party.  The officer had little report to make beyond
the fact that a morning mist, creeping along the
valley, prevented any further observation, and bade

a’ i t 1 1 Vitll the
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camp. Everything was quiet in the West—although
the enemy’s lines along the ridge seemed to have
receded.

Brant had listened impatiently, for a new idea
had seized him. Hooker was of the party, and was
the one man in whom he could partly confide, and
obtain a disguise. He at once made his way to the
commissary wagons—one of which he knew Hooker
used as a tent. Hastily telling him that he wished
to visit the pickets without recognition, he induced
him to lend him his slouched hat and frock coat,
leaving with him his own distinguishing tunic, hat,
and sword. He resisted the belt and pistols which
Hooker would have forced upon him. As he left
the wagon he was amusedly conscious that his old
companion was characteristically examining the gar
ments he had left behind with mingled admiration
and envy. But he did not know, as he slipped out
of the camp, that Mr. Hooker was quietly trying
them on before a broken mirror in the wagon
head!

The grey light of that summer morning Was
already so strong that, to avoid detection, he quickly
dropped into the shadow of the gully that sloped
towards the Run. The hot mist which the scouts
had seen was now lying like a tranquil sea between
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him and the pickets of the enemy’s rear-guard, which
it seemed to submerge, and was clinging in moist
tenuous swathes—like drawn out cotton wool—along
the ridge, half obliterating its face. From the valley
in the rear it was already stealing in a thin white
line up the slope like the advance of a ghostly
column, with a stealthiness that, in spite of himself,
touched him with superstitious significance. A warm
perfume, languid and treacherous—as from the swamp
magnolia—seemed to rise from the half-hidden marsh.
An ominous silence that appeared to be a part of
this veiling of all things under the clear, opal-tinted
sky above, was so little like the hush of rest and
Peace that he half yearned for the outburst of
musketry and tumult of attack that might dispel it.
All that he had ever heard or dreamed of the in-
sidious South, with its languid subtleties of climate,
and of race, seemed to encompass him here.

But the next moment he saw the figure he was
Waiting for stealing towards him from the shadow of
the galley beneath the negro quarters.

Even in that uncertain light there was no mis-
taking the ta] figure, the gaudily striped, clinging
80wn and turbaned head. And then a strange revul-
Son of feeling quite characteristic of the emotional
side of his singular temperament, overcame him. He

3%
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was taking leave of his wife—the dream of his
youth—perhaps for ever! It should be no parting
in anger as at Robles; it should be with a tender-
ness that would blot out their past in their separate
memories—God knows! it might even be that a
parting at that moment, was a joining of them in
eternity. In his momentary exaltation it even struck
him that it was a duty, no less sacred, no less un-
selfish than the one to which he had devoted his
life. The light was growing stronger; he could hear
voices in the nearest picket line, and the sound of 2
cough in the invading mist. He made a hurried
sign to the oncoming figure to follow him, ran ahead,
and halted at last in the cover of a hack-ma-tack
bush.  Still gazing forward over the marsh, he
stealthily held out his hand behind him as the
rustling skirt came nearer. At last his hand was
touched—but even at that touch he started and
turned quickly.

It was not his wife, but Rosel—her mulatto
double! Her face was rigid with fright, her beady
eyes staring in their china sockets; her white teeth
chattering. Yet she would have spoken.

“Hush!” he said, clutching her hand, in a fierce
whisper. “Not a word!”

She was holding something white in her fingers;



CLARENCE. 197

he snatched it quickly. It was a note from his
wife—not in the disguised hand of her first warning,
but in one that he remembered as if it were a voice
from their past.

“Forgive me for disobeying you to save you from
capture, disgrace, or death—which would have come
to you where you were going! I have taken Rose’s
pass. You need not fear that your honour will
suffer by it, for if I am stopped I shall confess that
I took it from her. Think no more of me, Clarence,
but only of yourself. You are in danger.”

He crushed the letter in his hand.

“Tell me,” he said in a fierce whisper, seizing
her arm, “and speak low. When did you leave her?”

“Sho’ly just now!” gasped the frightened woman.

He flung her aside. There might be still time
to overtake and save her before she reached the
picket lines. He ran up the gully, and out on to
the slope towards the first guard post. But a familiar
challenge reached his ear and his heart stopped
beating,

“Who goes there?” ;

There was a pause, a rattle of arms—voices—
another pause—and Brant stood breathlessly listen-
ing. Then the voice rose again slowly and clearly:
“Pass the mulatto woman!”
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Thank God! she was saved! But the thought
had scarcely crossed his mind before it seemed to
him that a blinding crackle of sparks burst. out
along the whole slope below the wall, a characteristic
yell which he knew too well rang in his ears, and an
undulating line of dusty figures came leaping like
grey wolves out of the mist upon his pickets. He
heard the shouts of his men falling back as they
fired; the harsh commands of a few officers hurrying
to their posts, and knew that he had been hopelessly
surprised and surrounded!

He ran forward among his disorganised men.
To his consternation no one seemed to heed him!
Then the remembrance of his disguise flashed upon
him. But he had only time to throw away his hat
and snatch a sword from 2 falling lieutenant, before
a scorching flash seemed to pass before his eyes and
burn through his hair, and he dropped like a log,
beside his subaltern.

* * * * *

An aching under the bandage around his head
where a spent bullet had grazed his scalp, and the
sound of impossible voices in his ears were all he
knew as he struggled slowly back to consciousness
again. Even then it still seemed a delusion, for he
was lying on a cot in his own hospital, yet with
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officers of the Diwision staff around him, and the
Division Commander, himself, standing by his side,
and regarding him with an air of grave but not un-
kindly concern. But the wounded man felt in-
stinctively that it was not the effect of his physical
condition, and a sense of shame came suddenly over
him, which was not dissipated by his superior’s words.
For, motioning the others aside, the Major-General
leaned over his cot, and said—

“Until a few moments ago, the report was that
you had been captured in the first rush of the rear-
guard which we were rolling up for your attack, and
when you were picked up, just now, in plain clothes
on the slope, you were not recognised. The one
thing seemed to be as improbable as the other,” he
added significantly.

The miserable truth flashed across Brant’s mind.
Hooker must have been captured in his clothes—
perhaps in some extravagant sally—and had not
been recognised in the confusion by his own officers.
Nevertheless, he raised his eyes to his superior.

“You got my note?”

The General’s brow darkened.

“Yes,” he said slowly, “but finding you thus
unprepared—I had been thinking just now that you
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had been deceived by that woman—or by others—
and that it was a clumsy forgery.” He stopped, and
seeing the hopeless bewilderment in the face of the
wounded man, added more kindly: “But we will not
talk of that in your present condition. The Doctor
says a few hours will put you straight again. Get
strong—for I want you to lose no time—for your
own sake—to report yourself at Washington.”

“Report myself—at Washington!” repeated Brant,
slowly.

“That was last night’s order,” said the Com-
mander, with military curtness. Then he burst out:
“I don’t understand it, Brant! I believe you have
been misunderstood, misrepresented, perhaps maligned
—and I shall make it my business to see the thing
through—but those are the Department orders. And
for the present—I am sorry to say you are relieved
of your command.”

He turned away, and Brant closed his eyes
With them it seemed to him that he closed his
career. No one would ever understand his explana-
tion—even had he been tempted to give one, and
he knew he never would. Everything was over now!
Even this wretched bullet had not struck him fairly,
and culminated his fate as it might! For an instant,
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he recalled his wife’s last offer to fly with him beyond
the seas—beyond this cruel injustice—but even as
he recalled it, he knew that flight meant the worst
of all—a half-confession! But she had escaped!
Thank God for that! Again and again in his hope-
less perplexity this comfort returned to him, he had
saved Zer. He had done his duty. And harping
upon this in his strange fatalism, it at last seemed
to him that this was for what he had lived—for
what he had suffered—for what he had fitly ended
his career, Perhaps it was left for him now to pass
his remaining years in forgotten exile—even as his
father had—his father!—his breath came quickly at
the thought—God knows! perhaps as wrongfully
accused! Tt may have been a Providence that ske
had borne him no child, to whom this dreadful
heritage could be again transmitted.

There was something of this strange and fateful
resignation in his face, a few hours later, when he
Wwas able to be helped again into the saddle. But
he could see in the eyes of the few comrades who
commiseratingly took leave of him, a vague, half-
repressed awe of some indefinite weakness in the
man, that mingled with their heartfelt parting with
2 gallant soldier. Yet even this touched him no
longer, He cast a glance at the house and the
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room where he had parted from /er, at the slope
from which she had passed—and rode away.

And then, as his figure disappeared down the
road, the restrained commentary of wonder, surmise
and criticism broke out:—

“It must have been something mighty bad, for
the old man, who swears by him, looked rather
troubled. And it was deuced queer, you know, this
changing clothes with somebody, just before this
surprise!”

“Nonsense! 1It’s something away back of that!
Didn’t you hear the old man say that the orders for
him to report himself came from Washington /ast
night? No!”—the speaker lowered his voice—
“Strangeways says that he had regularly sold him-
self out to one of them d—d Secesh woman spies!
It’s the old Marc Antony business over again!”

“Now I think of it,” said a younger subaltern,
“he did seem mightily taken with one of those
quadroons or mulattoes he issued orders against. I
suppose that was a blind for us! I remember the
first day he saw her; he was regularly keen to know
all about her.”

Major Curtis gave a short laugh,

“That mulatto, Martin, was a white woman,
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bumnt-corked! She was trying to get through the
lines last night, and fell off a wall, or got a knock
on the head from a sentry’s carbine. When she
was brought in, Doctor Simmons set to washing the
blood off her face; the cork came off, and the whole
thing came out. Brant hushed it up—and the
Woman, too—in his own quarters! It’s supposed
now that she got away somehow in the rush!”

“It goes further back than that, gentlemen,” said
the adjutant, authoritatively. “They say his wife
Was a howling Secessionist, four years ago, in Cali-
fornia, was mixed up in a conspiracy, and he had to
leave on account of it. Look how thick he and that
Miss Faulkner became, before he helped /Zer off!”

“That’s your jealousy, Tommy; she knew he was,
by all odds, the biggest man here, and a good deal
More, t00, and yox had no show!”

In the laugh that followed, it would seem that
Brant’s eulogy had been spoken and forgotten. l?vut
% Lieutenant Martin was turning away, a lingering
Corporal touched his cap.

“You were speaking of those prowling mulattoes,
SI. You know the General passed one out this
Morning,”

“So I have heard.”
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“I reckon she didn’t get very far. It was just
at the time that we were driven in by their first fire,
and I think she got her share of it, too. Do you
mind walking this way, sir?”

The Lieutenant did not mind, although he rather
languidly followed. When they had reached the top
of the gully, the corporal pointed to what seemed to
be a bit of striped calico hanging on a thorn bush
in the ravine.

“That’s her,” said the Corporal. “I know the
dress; I was on guard when she was passed. The
searchers, who were picking up our men, haven't
got to her yet; but she ain’t moved or stirred these
two hours. Would you like to go down and see
her?”

The Lieutenant hesitated. He was young, and
slightly fastidious as to unnecessary unpleasantness.
He believed he would wait, until the searchers
brought her up, when the corporal might call him.

The mist came up gloriously from the swamp
like a golden halo. And as Clarence Brant, already
forgotten, rode moodily through it, towards Washington,
hugging to his heart the solitary comfort of his great
sacrifice, his wife, Alice Brant, for whom he had
made it, was lying in the ravine, dead and uncared
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for. Perhaps it was part of the inconsistency of her
sex that she was pierced with the bullets of those
she had loved, and was wearing the garments of the
race that she had wronged.



PART IIL
CHAPTER L

It was sunset of a hot day at Washington. Even
at that hour the broad avenues, which diverged from
the Capitol like the rays of another sun, were fierce
and glittering. The sterile distances, between, glowed
more cruelly than ever, and pedestrians keeping in
the scant shade, hesitated on the kerbstones, before
plunging into the Sahara-like waste of crossings. The
city seemed deserted. Even that vast army of con-
tractors, speculators, place-hunters, and lobbyists,
which hung on the heels of the other army, and had
turned this pacific camp of the nation into a battle-
field of ignoble conflict and contention—more dis-
astrous than the one to the South—had slunk into
their holes in hotel back bedrooms, in shady bar-
rooms, or in the negro quarters of Georgetown, as if
the majestic, white-robed Goddess enthroned upon
the dome of the Capitol had at last descended among
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them, and was smiting to right and left with the flat
and flash of her insufferable sword.
Into this stifing atmosphere of greed and cor-
mption, Clarence Brant stepped from the shadow
of the War Department. For the last three weeks
he had haunted its anterooms and audience-
chambers, in the vain hope of righting himself be-
‘fore his superiors, who were content, without formulat-
g charges against him, to keep him in this disgrace
of inaction and the anxiety of suspense. Unable to
ascertain the details of the accusation, and conscious
of his own secret, he was debarred the last resort of
demanding court-martial, which he knew could
ouly exonerate him by the exposure of the guilt of
S wife, whom he still hoped had safely escaped.
His Division Commander, in active operations in the
field, had no time to help him at Washington: Elbowed
aside by greedy contractors, forestalled by selfish poli-
ticians, and disdaining the ordinary method of in-
fluence, he had no friend to turn to. In his few
Years of campaigning he had lost his instinct of
diplomacy, without acquiring a soldier’s bluntness.
The nearly level rays of the sun forced him A
last to tun aside into one of the openings of a 1arge
building_a, famous caravansary of that llotel-haux?ted
@pital, and he presently found himself in the luxurious
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bar-room, fragrant with mint, and cool with ice-slabs
piled symmetrically on its marble counters. A few
groups of men were seeking coolness at small tables
with glasses before them and palm-leaf fans in their
hands, but a larger and noisier assemblage was col-
lected before the bar, where a man, collarless and
in his shirt-sleeves, with his back to the counter, was
pretentiously addressing them. Brant, who had moodily
dropped into a chair in the corner, after ordering a
cooling drink as an excuse for his temporary refuge
from the stifling street, half regretted his enforced
participation in their conviviality. But a sudden
lowering of the speaker’s voice into a note of gloomy
significance, seemed familiar to him. He glanced at
him quickly, from the shadow of his corner. He was
not mistaken—it zas Jim Hooker!

For the first time in his life, Brant wished to
evade him. In the days of his own prosperity his
heart had always gone out towards this old com-
panion of his boyhood; in his present humiliation
his presence jarred upon him. He would have
slipped away, but to do so he would have had to
pass before the counter again, and Hooker with the
self-consciousness of a story-teller had an eye on his
audience. Brant, with a palm-leaf fan before his
face, was obliged to listen.



CLARENCE. 209

“Yes, gentlemen,” said Hooker, examining his
glass dramatically, “when a man’s been cooped up
in a Rebel prison, with a death line before him that
he’s obliged to cross every time he wants a square
drink, it seems sort of like a dream of his boyhood
to be standin’ here comf’ble before his liquor, along-
side o’ white men once more. And when he knows
he’s bin put to all that trouble jest to save the
reputation of another man, and the secrets of a few
high and mighty ones, it’s almost enough to make
his liquor go agin him!” He stopped theatrically,
seemed to choke emotionally over his brandy smash,
but with a pause of dramatic determination, finally
dashed it down, “No, gentlemen,” he continued
gloomily, “I don’t say what Pm back in Washington
Jor—I don’t say what I’ve been sayin’ to myself
Vhen Pve bin picking the weevils outer my biscuits
in Libby Prison—but ef you don’t see some pretty
big men in the War Department obliged to climb
down in the next few days, my name ain’t Jim
Hooker, of Hooker, Meecham and Co., Army Beef
Contractors, and the man who saved the fight at
Grey Qaks!” :

The smile of satisfaction that went around his
audience—an audience quick to seize the weakne.ss
of any performance—might have startled a vanity
14

Clarence,
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less oblivious than Hookers; but it only aroused
Brant’s indignation and pity, and made his position
still more intolerable. But Hooker, scornfully ex-
pectorating a thin stream of tobacco juice against
the' spittoon, remained for an instant gloomily
silent.

“Tell us about the fight again,” said a smiling
auditor.

Hooker looked around the room with a certain
dark suspiciousness, and then, in an affected lower
voice, which his theatrical experience made perfectly
audible, went on:—

“It ain’t much to speak of, and if it wasn’t for
the principle of the thing, I wouldn’t be talking. A
man who’s seen Injin fightin’, don’t go much on this
here West Point fightin’ by rule-of-three—but that
ain’t here or there! Well, I'd bin out a scoutin’—
just to help the boys along, and I was sittin’ in my
wagon about daybreak, when along comes a Brigadier-
General, and he looks into the wagon flap. I oughter
tell you first, gentlemen, that every minit he was
expecting an attack—but he didn’t let on a hint of
it to me. ‘How are you, Jim?’ said he. ‘How are
you, General?’ said I. “Would you mind lendin’ me
your coat and hat?’ says he, ‘Tve got a little game
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here with our pickets, and I don’t want to be re-
cognised.” ‘Anything to oblige, General,’ said I, and
with that T strips off my coat and hat, and he peels
and puts them on, ‘Nearly the same figure, Jim,
he says, lookin’ at me, ‘suppose yox try on sy things
od see’  With that he hands me his coat—full
uiom, by G—dl—with the litfle gold cords and
laces and the epaulettes with a star, and I puts it on
—Quite innocent-like, And then he says, handin’
me his sword and belt, ‘Same inches round the waist,
Ireckon,” and 1 puts that on too. “You may as well
keep “em on ) I come back,” says he, ‘for it’s
mighty damp and malarious at this time around the
Vamp.  And with that he lites out. Well, gentle-
e, T hadn’t sat there five minutes before Bang!
bang! rattle! rattle! kershiz! and I hears a yell. T
SI€ps out of the wagon; everything’s quite dark, but
the rattle g0¢s on. Then along trots an orderly,
leadin’ 3 horge, ‘Mount, General,” he says, ‘we’re
Aacked—the rear-guard’s on us!’”

} He Paused, looked round his audience, and then
2 lower yoice, said darkly—

“I ain’t 4 fool, gentlemen, an’ in that minute a

. : 1

"aN's brain works at high pressure, and I saw it all!

L saw the little game of the Brigadier—to skunk
14*
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away in my clothes and leave me to be captured in
his. But I ain’t a dog neither, and I mounted that
horse, gentlemen, and lit out to where the men were
formin’! I didn’t dare to speak, lest they should know
me, but I waved my sword, and by G—d! they
followed me! And the next minit we was in the
thick of it. I had my hat as full of holes as that
ice strainer; I had a dozen bullets through my coat,
the fringe of my epaulettes was shot away, but I
kept the boys at their work—and we stopped "em/
Stopped ’em, gentlemen, until we heard the bugles
of the rest of our division, that all this time had been
rolling that blasted rear-guard over on us! And it
saved the fight; but the next minute the Johnny
Rebs made a last dash and cut me off—and there I
was—by G—d, a prisoner! Me that had saved the
fight!”

A ripple of ironical applause went round as
Hooker gloomily drained his glass, and then held up
his hand in scornful deprecation.

“I said I was a prisoner, gentlemen,” he went of,
bitterly; “but that ain’t all! I asked to see John-
stone, told him what I had done, and demanded 1
be exchanged for a general officer. He said, ‘You
be d—-—d.’ I then sent word to the Division Com-
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mander-in-Chief, and told him how I had saved
Grey Oaks when his Brigadier ran away, and he
said, You be &——d’ Tve bin ‘You be d——d’
from the lowest Non.-Com. to the Commander-in-
Chief, and when I was at last exchanged, I was
exchanged, gentlemen, for two mules and a broken
Vagon.  But Pm /ere, gentlemen—as I was tkar!”’

“Why don’t you see the President about it?”
asked a bystander, in affected commiseration.

Mr. Hooker stared contemptuously at the sug-
gestion, and expectorated his scornful dissent.

“Not much!” he said. “But Im going to see
the man thyt carries him and his Cabinet in his
breeches pocket—Senator Boompointer.”

“Boompointer’s a big man,” continued his auditor
doubtﬁﬂl}’- “Do you know him?” .

“Know him?” Mr. Hooker laughed a bitter,
sardonic Jaugh, “Well, gentlemen, I ain’t the kind
o man {0 go in for family influence; but,” he
added, with gloomy elevation, “considering he’s an

limate relation of mine, by marriage, 1 should say
I dig»

Brant heard no more; the facing around of his
old Companion towards the bar gave him that op-
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portunity of escaping he had been waiting for, The
defection of Hooker and his peculiar inventions wer
too characteristic of him to excite surprise,
although they no longer awakened his good-humoured
tolerance, they were powerless to affect him in |
greater trouble. Only one thing he learned-
Hooker knew nothing of his wife being in camp »
a spy—the incident would have been too tempting
to have escaped his dramatic embellishment. A:
the allusion to Senator Boompointer, monstrous 1«
seemed in Hooker’s mouth, gave him a grim tempt
tion. He had heard of Boompointer’s wonder!
‘power; he believed that Susy would and could |«
#m—Clarence—whether she did or did not I
Hooker. But the next moment he dismissed i
idea, with a flushing cheek. How low had he alres
sunk, even to think of it!

It had been once or twice in his mind to ek
the President, and under a promise of secrecy, reve
a part of his story. He had heard many anecd
of his goodness of heart and generous tolerance
all things, but with this was joined—so said «
temporaneous history—a flippancy of speech an
brutality of directness from which Clarence’s sens
bility shrank. Would he see anything in his =
but a common spy on his army; would he see a0y
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iway the most delicate sentiment or the
oetry, even as he had exposed the sham
Puntanic morality or of Epicurcan ethics.  Brant
bad even solicited an audience, but had retired awk-
ﬂﬂi&&mwumm
‘ eyes, that seemed almost oo tolerant
o He had been to lewer, and his
beart had sunk equally before the vulgar crowd, who
wemed 1 regard this man as their own buffoos,
@ the pompousness of position, learning, and
aﬂhMmeme

Ove afternoon, a fow days later, in sheor latiews
tew of purpose, he found himsell agam i the Whete
Home The President was giving sudicace 10 &
deputation of fanatics, who, with a pathetic wmplcty
dment equal 10 his own pathetsc tolerance, was Srging
on this ruler of millions the polcy of an Eagei
Gt wore, and Brant listened 1o hes pationt, pesc
%l pesponse of facts and logic, clothed i wmple
bet dnewy English, up o the ievitable chamas of
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humorous illustration, which the young Brigadier
could now see was necessary to relieve the grimness
of his refusal. For the first time Brant felt the
courage to address him, and resolved to wait unt!
the deputation had retired. As they left the gallery
he lingered in the ante-room for the President to
appear. But, as he did not come, afraid of losing
his chances, he returned to the gallery. Alone in his
privacy and shadow, the man he had just left was
standing by a column, in motionless abstraction, look-
ing over the distant garden. But the kindly, humor
ous face was almost tragic with an intensity of wear
ness! Every line of those strong, rustic features was
relaxed under a burden which even the long, lank,
angular figure—overgrown and unfinished as his ow:
West—seemed to be distorted in its efforts to adjus:
itself to; while the dark, deep-set eyes were al
stracted with the vague prescience of the prophe:
and the martyr. Shocked at that sudden change,
Brant felt his cheek burn with shame. And Ae was
about to break upon that wearied man’s unbending
he was about to add /s petty burden to the show
ders of this Western Atlas. He drew back silently.
and descended the stairs.

But before he had left the house, while mingling
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~of the larger rooms, he saw

“beside an important, prosper-
uwbommehndlygunlm

Songn

ferment—this second husband of Susy!
bable feeling—half cynical, half fateful—

. He would not have been surprised
im Hooker join the throng, which now
im to even dwarf the lonely central
d 50 lately touched him! He wanted

.ummwu.emmm at the
moment that Boompointer was leaving it, and
“tingu d man brushed hastily by him as 2
8 carriage, drawn by two spirited horses, and
&e by & resplendent negro coachman, dashed wp.
¥ wis the Boompointer carriage.

A fshionably-dressed, pretty woman, who, @
"yfe, bearing, opulent contentment, and ngemEOS

‘“,mnpakamw“
‘”d&cmm“"""“"
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pant. As Boompointer stepped into the vehicle, he:
blue eyes fell for an instant on Brant. A happy,
childlike pink flush came into her cheeks, and 2
violet ray of recognition and mischief darted from
her eyes to his. For it was Susy!
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: W  CHAPTER 1L

'ﬁ.@ﬁtmdmhhhotelmmmm
augmented respect in the voice of the clerk as he
banded him a note with the remark that it had been
w difficulty in recognising Susy’s peculiarly Brob-
dingnagian school-girl hand.

“Klams, 1 call it real mean! I believe you just
wlm'tlmym. If you're a bit like your
od self you'll come right off here—this very night!
Ive got a big party on—but we can talk somewhere
between the acts! Haven't I growed? Tell me! And
=yl what a gloomy swell the young Brigadier is!
The carriage will come for you—so you have no
excuse.”

The effect of this childish note upon Brant was
Vrangely out of proportion 10 its triviality, But then
® was Susy’s very triviality—so expressive of her
Characteristic  irresponsibility — which  had  always
afiected him at such moments. Again, as xt Robles,
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right in her delightful materialism? Was she not
happier than if she had been consistently true to
Mrs. Peyton, to the convent, to the episode of her
theatrical career, to Jim Hooker—even to himself?
And did he conscientiously believe that Hooker or
himself had suffered from her inconsistency? No!
From all that he had heard, she was a suitable help-
mate to the Senator, in her social attractiveness, her
charming ostentations, her engaging vanity that dis-
armed suspicion, and her lack of responsibility even
in her partisanship. Nobody ever dared to hold the
Senator responsible for her promises, even while en-
joying the fellowship of both, and it is said that the
worthy man singularly profited by it. Looking upon
the invitation as a possible distraction to his gloomy
thoughts, Brant resolved to go.

The moon was high as the carriage whirled him
out of the still stifling avenues towards the Soldiers’
Home—a sylvan suburb frequented by Cabinet Mini-
sters and the President—where the good Senator had
“decreed,” like Kubla Khan, “a stately pleasure dome”
to entertain his friends and partisans. As they ap-
proached the house, the trembling light like fireflies
through the leaves, the warm silence broken only by
a military band playing a drowsy waltz on the veran-
dah, and the heavy odours of jessamine in the air,
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thrilled Brant with a sense of shame as he thought
of his old comrades in the field. But this was pre-
sently dissipated by the uniforms that met him in
the hall, with the presence of some of his dis-
tinguished superiors. At the head of the stairs,
with a circling background of the shining crosses
and ribbons of the Diplomatic Corps, stood Susy—
her bare arms and neck glittering with diamonds,
her face radiant with childlike vivacity. A significant
pressure of her little glove as he made his bow seemed
to be his only welcome, but a moment later she caught
his atm,  “Yowve yet to know kim,” she said in a
half whisper; “he thinks a good deal of himself—
just like Jim. But he makes others believe it, and
that's where poor Jim slipped up.” She paused be-
fore the man thus characteristically disposed of, and
presented Brant. It was the man he had seen be-
fore—material, capable, dogmatic. A glance from
his shrewd eyes—accustomed to the weighing of
men’s weaknesses and ambitions—and a few hur-
ried phrases, apparently satisfied him that Brant was
1ot just then important or available to him, and the
two men, a moment later, drifted easily apart. Brant
sauntered listlessly through the crowded rooms, ‘half
remorsefully conscious that he had taken some irre-
vocable step, and none the less assured by the pre-
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sence of two or three reporters and correspondents,
who were dogging his steps, or the glance of two or
three pretty women whose curiosity had evidently been
aroused by the singular abstraction of this handsome,
distinguished, but sardonic-looking officer. But the
next moment he was genuinely moved.

A tall young woman had just glided into the
centre of the room with an indolent yet supple
gracefulness that seemed familiar to him. A change
in her position suddenly revealed her face. It was
Miss Faulkner. Previously he had known her only
in the riding habit of Confederate grey which she
had at first affected, or in the light muslin morning
dress she had worn at Grey Oaks. It seemed to him,
to-night, that the studied elegance of her full dress
became her still more; that the pretty wilfulness of
her chin and shoulders was chastened and modified
by the pearls round her fair throat. Suddenly their
eyes met; her face paled visibly; he fancied that she
almost leaned against her companion for support;
then she met his glance again with a face into
which the colour had as suddenly rushed, but with
eyes that seemed to be appealing to him even to the
point of pain and fright. Brant was not conceited;
he could see that the girl’s agitation was not the
effect of any mere personal influence in_his recog-
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nition, but of something else. He turned hastily
avay; when he looked around again she was gone.
Nevertheless he felt filled with a vague irritation.
Did she think him such a fool as to imperil her
safety by openly recognising her without her con-
sent? Did she think that he would dare to presume
upon the service she had done him? Or, more out-
fageous thought—had she heard of his disgrace,
known its cause, and feared that he would drag her
nto a disclosure to save himself? No—no—she
could not think that! She had perhaps regretted
what she had done in a freak of girlish chivalry;
she had returned to her old feelings and partisan-
ship; she was only startled at meeting the single
vitness of her folly. Well, she need not fear! He
would as studiously avoid her hereafter, and she
should know it. “And yet—yes, there was a “yer.”
For he could not forget—indeed, in the past three
weeks it had been more often before him than he
cared to think—that she was the one human being
who had been capable of a great act of self-sacrifice
for Zim—her enemy, her accuser, the man who had
Scarcely treated her civilly. He was’ ashamed to 1:6-
member now that this thought had occurred to him
at the bedside of his wife—at the hour of her es-
cape—even on the fatal slope on which he had been
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struck down. And now this fond illusion must go
with the rest—the girl who had served him so loyally
was ashamed of it! A bitter smile crossed his face.

“Well, I don’t wonder! Here are all the women
asking me who is that good-looking Mephistopheles,
with the burning eyes, who is prowling around my
rooms as if searching for a victim. Why youre
smiling for all the world like poor Jim when he used
to do the Red Avenger.”

Susy’s voice—and illustration—recalled him to
himself.

“Furious I may be,” he said with a gentler smile,
although his eyes still glittered, “furious that I have
to wait until the one woman I came to see—the one
woman I have not seen for so long, while these pup-
pets have been nightly dancing before her—can give
me a few moments from them, to talk of the old
days.”

In his reaction he was quite sincere, although he
felt a slight sense of remorse as he saw the quick
faint colour rise, as in those old days, even through
the to-night’s powder of her cheek.

“That’s like the old Klarns,” she said, with 2
slight pressure of his arm, “but we will not have &
chance to speak until later. When they are nearly
all gone, yowll take me to get a little refreshment,
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and we’ll have a chat in the conservatory. But you
must drop that awfully wicked look and make your-
self generally agreeable to those women until then.”

It was, perhaps, part of this reaction which en-
abled him to obey his hostess’ commands with a
certain recklessness that, however, seemed to be in
keeping with the previous Satanic reputation he had
all unconsciously achieved. The women listened to
the cynical flippancy of this good-looking soldier with
an undisguised admiration which in turn excited curi-
osity and envy from his own sex. He saw the whis-
pered questioning, the lifted eyebrows, scornful shrug-
ging of shoulders—and knew that the story of his
disgrace was in the air. But I fear this only excited
him to further recklessness and triumph. Once he
thought he recognised Miss Faulkner’s figure at a
distance, and even fancied that she had been watch-
ing him—but he only redoubled his attentions to the
fair woman beside him, and looked no more.

Yet he was glad when the guests began to drop
off, the great rooms thinned, and Susy, appearing on
the arm of her husband, coquettishly reminded him
of his promise.

“For 1 want to talk to you of old times. General
Brant,” she went on, turning explanatorily to Boom-
pointer, “married my adopted ‘mother in California

Clarence. 15
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—at Robles, a dear old place where I spent my
earliest years. So, you see, we are sort of relations
by marriage,” she added, with a delightful naiveté,

Hooker’s own vainglorious allusion to his relations
to the man before him flashed across Brant’s mind,
but it left now only a smile on his lips. He felt he
had already become a part of the irresponsible
Comedy played around him. Why should Ze resist
or examine its ethics too closely? He offered his
arm to Susy as they descended the stairs, but, in-
stead of pausing in the supper room, she simply
passed through it with a significant pressure on his
arm, and, drawing aside a muslin curtain, stepped
into the moonlit conservatory. Behind the curtain
there was a small rustic settee; without releasing his
arm she sat down, so that when he dropped beside
her, their hands met, and mutually clasped.

“Now, Klarns,” she said, with a slight, comfort-
able shiver as she nestled beside him, “it’s a little
like your chair down at old Robles, isn’t it—tell
me? And to think it’s five years ago! But Klarns,
what’s the matter? You are changed,” she said,
looking at his dark face in the moonlight, “or you
have something to tell me,”

“I have.”

“And it’s something dreadful, I know!” she said,
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wrinkling her brows with a pretty terror. “Couldn’t
you pretend you /ad told it to me, and let us go on
just the same? Couldn’t you, Klarns? Tell me!”

“I am afraid I couldn’t,” he said, with a sad
smile,

“Is it about yourself, Klarns? You know,” she
went on with cheerful rapidity, “I know everything
about you—TI always did, you know—and I don’t
care, and never d7d care, and it don’t, and never
did, make the slightest difference to me. So don’t
tell it, and waste time, Klarns.”

“It’s not about me, but about my wife!” he said,
slowly,

Her expression changed slightly.

“Oh, ker!” she said, after a pause. Then, half-
resignedly, “Go on, Klarns.”

He began. He had a dozen times rehearsed to
himself his miserable story, always feeling it keenly,
and even fearing that he might be carried away by
emotion or morbid sentiment in telling it to another.
But, to his astonishment, he found himself telling it
practically, calmly, almost cynically, to his old play-
mate, repressing the half devotion and even tender-
ness that had governed him, from the time that his
wife, disguised as the mulatto woman, had secretly

watched him at his office, to the hour that he
15*
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had passed through the lines. He withheld only
the incident of Miss Faulkner's complicity and
sacrifice.

“And she got away, after having kicked you
out of your place, Klarns?” said Susy, when he
had ended.

Clarence stiffened beside her. But he felt he
had gone too far to quarrel with his confidante.

“She went away. I honestly believe we shall
never meet again, or I should not be telling you
this!”

“Klarns,” she said, lightly, taking his hand
again, “don’t you believe it! She won’t let you
go. Youre one of those men that a woman, when
she’s once hooked on to, won’t let go of, even when
she believes she no longer loves him; or meets
bigger and better men. I reckon it’s because
you're so different from other men; maybe, there
are so many different things about you to hook
on to, and you don’t slip off as easily as the
others. Now, if you were like old Peyton, her
first husband, or like poor Jim, or even my Boom-
pointer, you'd be all right! No, my boy, all we can
do is try to keep her from getting at you kere. 1
reckon she won’t trust herself in Washington in a
hurry.”
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“But I cannot stay here; my career is in the
field.”

“Your career is alongside o’ me, honey—and
Boompointer. But nearer me. We'll fix all that. I
heard something about your being in disgrace, but
the story was that you were sweet on some Secesh
girl down there, and neglected your business, Klarns.
But, Lordy! to think it was only your own wife!
Never mind; we’ll straighten that out. We've had
worse jobs than that on. Why, there was that com-
missary who was buying up dead horses at one end
of the field, and selling them to the Government for
mess beef at the other; and there was that General
who wouldn’t make an attack when it rained; and
the other General—you know who I mean, Klarns
—who wouldn’t invade the State where his sister
lived: but we straightened them out, somehow, and
they were a heap worse than you. We'll get you a
position in the War Department here, one of the
bureau offices, where you keep your rank and your
uniform—you don’t look bad in it, Klarns—on bet-
ter pay. And youwll come and see me, and we'll
talk over old times.”

Brant felt his heart turn sick within him. But
he was at her mercy mow! He said, with an
effort—
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“But I've told you that my career—nay, my /ife
—now is in the field.”

“Don’t you be a fool, Klarns, and leave it
there! you have done your work of fighting—mighty
good fighting, too—and everybody knows it. Youw've
earned a change. Let others take your place.”

He shuddered, as he remembered that his wife
had made the same appeal. Was he a fool, then,
and these two women—so totally unlike in every-
thing—right in this?

“Come, Klarns,” said Susy, relapsing again
against his shoulder. “Now talk to me/ You
don’t say what you think of me, of my home, of
my furniture, of my position—even of him! 7¢ll
me!”

“I'find you well, prosperous, and happy,” he
said, with a faint smile.

“Is that all? And how do I /ok?”

She turned her still youthful, mischievous face
towards him in the moonlight. The witchery of her
blue eyes was still there as of old, the same frank
irresponsibility beamed from them; her parted lips
seemed to give him back the breath of his youth. He
Started, but she did not.

“Susy, dear!”

It was her husband’s vojce.
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“I quite forgot,” the Senator went on, as he drew
the curtain aside, “that you are engaged with a
friend; but Miss Faulkner is waiting to say ‘Good-
night!” and I volunteered to find you.”

“Tell her to wait a moment,” said Susy, with an
impatience that was as undisguised as it was without
embarrassment or confusion.

But Miss Faulkner, unconsciously following Mr.
Boompointer, was already upon them. For a mo-
ment the whole four were silent, although perfectly
composed. Senator Boompointer, unconscious of any
infelicity in his interruption, was calmly waiting.
Clarence, opposed suddenly to the young girl, whom,
he believed, was avoiding his recognition, rose, coldly
imperturbable.  Miss Faulkner, looking taller and
more erect in the long folds of her satin cloak,
neither paled nor blushed, as she regarded Susy and
Brant with a smile of well-bred apology.

“I expect to leave Washington to-morrow, and
may not be able to call again,” she said, “or I would
not have so particularly pressed a leave-taking upon
you.”

“] was talking with my old friend, General
Brant,” said Susy, more by way of introduction than

apology.
Brant bowed. For an instant the clear eyes of
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Miss Faulkner slipped icily across his as she made
him an old-fashioned Southern curtsey, and, taking
Susy’s arm, she left the room. Brant did not linger,
but took leave of his host almost in the same breath.
At the front door a well-appointed carriage of one
of the Legations had just rolled into waiting. He
looked back; he saw Miss Faulkner, erect and look-
ing like a bride in her gauzy draperies, descending
the stairs before the waiting servants. He felt his
heart beat strangely. He hesitated, recalled himself
with an effort, hurriedly stepped from the porch into
the path, as he heard the carriage door close behind
him in the distance, and then felt the dust from her
horse’s hoofs rise around him as she drove past him
and away.
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CHAPTER IIL

ALTHOUGH Brant was convinced as soon as he
left the house that he could not accept anything
from the Boompointer influence, and that his inter-
view with Susy was fruitless, he knew that he must
temporise. While he did not believe that his old
playmate would willingly betray him, he was uneasy
when he thought of the vanity and impulsiveness
which might compromise him—or of a possible
jealousy that might seek revenge. Yet he had no
reason to believe that Susy’s nature was jealous, or
that she was likely to have any cause; but the fact
remained that Miss Faulkner’s innocent intrusion upon
their /éte-a-téte affected him more strongly than any-
thing else in his interview with Susy. Once out of
the atmosphere of that house, it struck him, too, that
Miss Faulkner was almost as much of an alien in it
as himself. He wondered what she had been doing
there. Could it be possible that she was obtaining
information for the South? But he rejected the idea
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as quickly as it had occurred to him. Perhaps
there could be no stronger proof of the uncon-
scious influence the young girl already had over
him.

He remembered the liveries of the Diplomatic car-
riage that had borne her away, and ascertained with-
out difficulty that her sister had married one of the
foreign Ministers, and that she was a guest in his
house. But he was the more astonished to hear
that she and her sister were considered to be
Southern Unionists—and were greatly petted in
Governmental circles for their sacrificing fidelity
to the flag. His informant, an official in the State
Department, added that Miss Matilda might have
been a good deal of a madcap at the outbreak of
the war—for the sisters had a brother in the Con-
federate Service—but that she had changed greatly,
and indeed within a month. “For,” he added, “she
was at the White House for the first time last week,
and they say the President talked more to her than
any other woman.”

The indescribable sensation with which this
simple information filled Brant, startled him more than
the news itself. Hope, joy, fear, distrust and despair
alternately distracted him. He recalled Miss Faulk-
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ner’s almost agonising glance of appeal to him in
the drawing-room at Susy’s, and it seemed to be
equally consistent with the truth of what he had just
heard—or some monstrous treachery and deceit of
which she might be capable. Even now she might
be a secret emissary of some spy within the Presi-
dent’s family; she might have been in correspondence
with some traitor in the Boompointer clique, and her
imploring glance only the result of a fear of ex-
posure. Or, again, she might have truly recanted
after her escapade at Grey Oaks, and feared only
his recollection of her as go-between of spies. And
yet both of these presumptions were inconsistent
with her conduct in the conservatory. It seemed
impossible that this impulsive woman, capable of
doing what he had himself known her to do, and
equally sensitive to the shame or joy of such im-
pulses, should be the same conventional woman of
society, who had so coldly recognised and parted
from him.

But this interval of doubt was transitory. The
next day he received a despatch from the War De-
partment, ordering him to report himself for duty at
once. With a beating heart he hurried to the Secre-
tary. But that official had merely left a memoran-
dum with his assistant directing General Brant to
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accompany some fresh levies to a camp of occupa-
tion near the Front for “organisation.” Brant felt
a chill of disappointment. Duties of this kind had
been left to dubious regular army veterans, hur-
riedly displaced general officers, and favoured de-
trimentals. But if it was not restoration, it was no
longer inaction, and it was at least a release from
Washington.

It was also evidently the result of some influence
—but hardly that of the Boompointers, for he knew
that Susy wished to keep him at the Capital. Was
there another power at work to send him away
from Washington? His previous doubts returned.
Nor were they dissipated when the Chief of the
Bureau placed a letter before him with the remark
that it had been entrusted to him by a lady with
the request that it should be delivered only into his
own hands.

“She did not know your hotel address, but as-
certained you were to call here. She said it was
of some importance. There is no mystery about
it, General,” continued the official with a mis
chievous glance at Brant’s handsome, perplexed face,
“although it’s from a very pretty woman—whom we
all know.”
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“Mrs. Boompointer?” suggested Brant with affected
lightness.

It was a maladroit speech. The official’s face
darkened.

“We have not yet become a Postal Department
for the Boompointers, General,” he said drily, “how-
ever great their influence elsewhere. It was from
rather a different style of woman—Miss Faulkner.
You will receive your papers later at your hotel, and
leave to-night.”

Brant’s unlucky slip was still potent enough to
divert the official attention, or he would have noticed
the change in his visitor’s face, and the abruptness of
his departure,

Once in the street, Brant tore off the envelope.
But beneath it was another, on which was written in
a delicate, refined hand: “Please do not open this
until you reach your destination.”

Then she knew he was going! And perhaps this
was Jer influence? All his suspicions again returned.
She knew he was going near the lines, and his very
appointment, through her power, might be a plot to
serve her and the enemy! Was this letter, which
she was entrusting to him, the cover of some mis-
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sive to her Southern friends which she expected him
to carry—perhaps as a return for her own act of
self-sacrifice? Was this the appeal she had been
making to his chivalry, his gratitude, his honour?
The perspiration stood in beads on his forehead.
What defect lay hidden in his nature that seemed
to make him an easy victim of these intriguing
women? He had not even the excuse of gallantry;
less susceptible to the potencies of the sex than
most men, he was still compelled to bear that repu-
tation. He remembered his coldness to Miss Faulk-
ner in the first days of their meeting, and her effect
upon his subalterns. Why had she selected /i
from among them—when she could have modelled
the others like wax to her purposes? Why? And
yet with the question came a possible answer that
he hardly dared to think of—that in its very vague-
ness seemed to fill him with a stimulating thrill and
hopefulness. He quickened his pace. He would
take the letter, and yet be master of himself when
the time came to open it.

That time came three days later, in his tent at
Three Pines Crossing. As he broke open the en-
velope, he was relieved to find that it contained no
other enclosure, and seemed intended only for him-
self. It began abruptly:—
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“When you read this, you will understand why
I did not speak to you when we met last night; why
I even dreaded that you might speak to me, knowing,
as I did, what I ought to have told you at that place
and moment—something you could only know from
me. I did not know you were in Washington, al-
though I knew you were relieved; I had no way of
seeing you or sending to you before, and I only
came to Mrs. Boompointer’s party in the hope of
hearing news of you.

“You know that my brother was captured by
your pickets in company with another officer. He
thinks you suspected the truth—that he and his
friend were hovering near your lines to effect the
escape of the spy. But he says that, although they
failed to help her, she did escape, or was passed
through the lines by your connivance. He says that
you seemed to £zow her, that from what Rose—the
mulatto woman—told him, you and she were evi-
dently old friends. 1 would not speak of this, nor
intrude upon your private affairs, only that I think
you ought to know that 7 had no knowledge of it
when I was in your house, but believed her to be a
stranger to you. You gave me no intimation that
you knew her, and I believed that you were frank
with me. But I should not speak of this at all—for
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I believe that it would have made no difference to
me in repairing the wrong that I thought I had done
you—only that, as I am forced by circumstances to
tell you the terrible ending of this story, you ought
to know it a/.

“My brother wrote to me that the evening after
you left, the burying party picked up the body of
what they believed to be a mulatto woman lying on
the slope. It was zof Rose, but the body of the
very woman—the real and only spy—whom you had
passed through the lines. She was accidently killed
by the Confederates in the first attack upon you, at
daybreak. But only my brother and his friend
recognised her through her blackened face and dis-
guise, and on the plea that she was a servant of one
of their friends, they got permission from the Division
. Commander to take her away, and she was buried
by her friends and among her people in the little
cemetery of Three Pines Crossing, not far from
where you have gone. My brother thought that 7
ought to tell you this: it seems that he and his
friend had a strange sympathy for you in what they
appear to know or guess of your relations with that
woman, and I think he was touched by what he
thought was your kindness and chivalry to him on
account of his sister. But I do not think he ever
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knew, or will know, how great is the task that he
has imposed upon me.

“You know now, do you not, why I did not
speak to you when we first met; it seemed so im-
possible to do it in an atmosphere and a festivity that
Was 50 incongruous with the dreadful message I was
charged with. And when I had to meet you later—
perhaps I may have wronged you—but it seemed to
me that you were so pre-occupied and interested with
other things, that I might perhaps only be wearying
you with something you cared Zittle for, or perhaps
already knew and had quickly forgotten.

“I had been wanting to say something else to
you when I had got rid of my dreadful message. I
do not know if you still care to hear it. . But you
were once generous enough to think that I had done
you a service in bringing a letter to your Com-
mander. Although 7 know better than anyone else
the genuine devotion to your duzy that made you
accept my poor service, from all that I can hear,
you have never had the credit of it. Will you not
try me again? I am more in favour here, and I
might yet be more successful in showing your
superiors how true you have been to your trust, even
if you have little faith in your friend, Matilda
Faulkner.”

Clarence.

16
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For a long time he remained motionless, with the
letter in his hand. Then he arose, ordered his
horse, and galloped away.

There was little difficulty in finding the cemetery
of Three Pines Crossing—a hillside slope, hearsed
with pine and cypress, and starred with white crosses,
that in the distance looked like flowers. Still less
was there in finding the newer marble shaft among
the older lichen-spotted slabs, which bore the simple
words: “Alice Benham, Martyr.” A few Confederate
soldiers, under still plainer and newer wooden head-
stones, carved only with initials, lay at her feet.
Brant sank on his knees beside the grave, but he
was shocked to see that the base of the marble was
stained with the red pollen of the fateful lily, whose
blossoms had been heaped upon her mound, but
whose fallen petals lay dark and sodden in decay.

How long he remained there he did not know.
And then a solitary bugle from the camp seemed to
summon him, as it had once before summoned him,
and he went away—as he had gone before—to 2
separation that he now knew was for all time.

Then followed a month of superintendence and
drill, and the infusing into the little camp under his
instruction the spirit which seemed to be passing out
of his own life for ever. Shut in by alien hills on
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the borderland of the great struggle, from time to
time reports reached him of the bitter fighting, and
almost disastrous successes of his old Division Com-
mander. Orders came from Washington to hurry
the preparation of his raw levies to the field, and
the faint hope sprang up in his mind. But following
it came another despatch ordering his return to the
Capital.

He reached it with neither hope nor fear—so
benumbed had become his spirit under this last trial,
and what seemed to be now the mockery of his last
sacrifice to his wife. Though it was no longer a
question of her life and safety, he knew that he
could still preserve her memory from stain by keeping
her secret, even though its divulgings might clear
his own. For that reason, he had even hesitated to
inform Susy of her death, in the fear that, in her
thoughtless irresponsibility and impulsiveness, she
might be tempted to use it in his favour. He had
made his late appointment a plea for her with-
holding any present efforts to assist him. He even
avoided the Boompointers’ house, in what he believed
was partly a duty to the memory of his wife. But
he saw no inconsistency in occcasionally extending
his lonely walks to the vicinity of a foreign Legation,

or in being lifted with a certain expectation at the
16*
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sight of its liveries on the Avenue. There was a
craving for sympathy in his heart, which Miss
Faulkner’s letter had awakened.

Meantime, he had reported himself for duty at
the War Department—with little hope, however, in
that formality. But he was surprised the next day
when the Chief of the Bureau informed him that his
claim was before the President.

“I was not aware that I had presented any
claim,” he said, a little haughtily. -

The Bureau Chief looked up with some surprise.
This quiet, patient, reserved man had puzzled him
once or twice before.

“Perhaps I should say ‘case,’ General,” he said,
drily. “But the personal interest of the highest
executive in the land strikes me as being desirable
in anything.”

“I only mean that I have obeyed the orders of
the Department in reporting myself here, as I have
done,” said Brant, with less feeling, but none the
less firmness; “and I should imagine it was not the

duty of a soldier to question them. Which I fancy
a ‘claim’ or a ‘case’ would imply.”

He had no idea of taking this attitude before,
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but the disappointments of the past month, added
to this first official notice of his disgrace, had brought
forward that dogged, reckless, yet half-scornful ob-
stinacy that was part of his nature.

The official smiled.

“I suppose, then, you are waiting to hear from
the President,” he said drily.

“I am awaiting orders from the Department,”
returned Brant quietly, “but whether they originate
in the President as Commander-in-Chief, or not—it
is not for me to inquire.”

Even when he reached his hotel this half-savage
indifference which had taken the place of his former
incertitude had not changed. It seemed to him that
he had reached the crisis of his life where he was
no longer a free agent, and could wait, superior
alike to effort or expectation. And it was with a
merely dispassionate curiosity that he found a note
the next morning from the President’s private Secre-
tary, informing him that the President would see
him early that day.

A few hours later he was ushered through the
public room of the White House to a more secluded
part of the household. The messenger stopped be-
fore a modest door and knocked. It was opened
by a tall figure—the President himself. He reached
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out a long arm to Brant, who stood hesitatingly on
the threshold, grasped his hand and led him into
the room. It had a single, large, elaborately draped
window and a handsome medallioned carpet, which
contrasted with the otherwise almost appalling sim-
plicity of the furniture. A single plain angular desk,
with a blotting pad and a few sheets of large foolscap
upon it, a waste-paper basket and four plain arm-
chairs, completed the interior, with a contrast as
simple and homely as its long-limbed, black-coated
occupant. Releasing the hand of the General to
shut a door, which opened into another apartment,
the President shoved an armchair towards him and
sank somewhat wearily into another before the desk.
But only for a moment; the long shambling limbs
did not seem to adjust themselves easily to the chair;
the high narrow shoulders drooped to find a more
comfortable lounging attitude, shifted from side to
side, and the long legs moved dispersedly. Yet the
face that was turned towards Brant was humorous
and tranquil.

“I was told I should have to send for you if I
wished to see you,” he said smilingly.

Already mollified, and perhaps again falling
under the previous influence of this singular man,
Brant began somewhat hesitatingly to explain.
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But the President checked him gently—

“You don’t understand. It was something new
to my experience here to find an able-bodied
American citizen with a genuine healthy grievance
who had to have it drawn from him like a decayed
tooth. But you have been here before. I seem to
remember your face.”

Brant’s reserve had gone. He admitted that he
had twice sought an audience—but——

“You dodged the dentist! That was wrong.”
As Brant made a slight movement of deprecation
the President continued: “I understand! Not from
fear of giving pain to yourself but to others. I don’t
know that #%at is right, either. A certain amount of
pain must be suffered in this world—even by one’s
enemies. Well, I have looked into your case, General
Brant.” He took up a piece of paper from his desk,
scrawled with two or three notes in pencil. “I think
this is the way it stands. You were commanding a
position at Grey Oaks, when information was received
by the Department that either through neglect or
complicity, spies were passing through your lines.
There was no attempt to prove your zeglect; your
orders, the facts of your personal care and precau-
tion, were all before the Department. But it was
also shown that your wzfe, from whom you were
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only temporarily separated, was a notorious Seces-
sionist; that before the war, you yourself were sus-
pected, and that, therefore, you were quite capable
of evading your own orders, which you may have
only given as a blind. On this information you were
relieved by the Department of your command. Later
on it was discovered that the spy was none other
than your own wife, disguised as a mulatto; that after
her arrest by your own soldiers, you connived at her
escape—and this was considered conclusive proof of
—well, let us say—your treachery.”

“But I did not know it was my wife until she
was arrested,” said Brant impulsively.

The President knitted his eyebrows humorously.

“Don’t let us travel out of the record, General.
You're as bad as the Department. The question
was one of your personal treachery, but you need
not accept the fact that you were justly removed
because your wi#fz was a spy. Now, General, I am
an old lawyer, and I don’t mind telling you that in
Ilinois we wouldn’t hang a yellow dog on that
evidence before the Department. But when I was
asked to look into the matter by your friends, I
discovered something of more importance to you. I
had been trying to find a scrap of evidence that
would justify the presumption that you had sent in-
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formation to the enemy. I found that it was based
upon the fact of the enemy being in possession of
knowledge at the first battle at Grey Oaks, which
could only have been obtained from our side, and
Whif:h led to a Federal disaster—that you, however,
retrieved by your gallantry. I then asked the Secre-
tary if he was prepared to show that you had sent
the information with #4as view, or that you had been
overtaken by a tardy sense of repentance. He pre-
ferred to consider my suggestion as humorous. But
the inquiry led to my further discovery that the
only treasonable correspondence actually in evidence
was found upon the body of a trusted Federal officer,
and had been forwarded to the Division Commander.
But there was no written record of it in the case.”

“Why, I forwarded it myself,” said Brant eagerly.

“So the Division Commander writes,” said the
President, smiling, “and he forwarded it to the
Department. But it was suppressed in some way.
Have you any enemies, General Brant?”

“Not that I know of.”

“Then you probably have. You are young and
successful. Think of the hundred other officers who
naturally believe themselves better than you are, and
haven’t a traitorous wife. Still, the Department may
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have made an example of you for the benefit of the
only man who couldn’t profit by it.”

“Might it not have been, sir, that this suppression
was for the good report of the service—as the chief
offender was dead?”

“I am glad to hear you say so, General, for it is
the argument I have used successfully in behalf of

your wife.”
“Then you know it all, sir?” said Brant, after a

gloomy pause.

«All, I think. Come, General, you seemed just
now to be uncertain about your enemies. ILet me
assure you you need not be so in regard to your
friends.”

“I dare to hope I have found one, sir,” said
Brant with almost boyish timidity.

“QOh, not me!” said the President, with a laugh
of deprecation. “Someone much more potent.”

“May I know his name, Mr. President?”

“No, for it is a woman. You were nearly ruined
by one, General. I suppose it’s quite right that
you should be saved by one. And, of course irre-
gularly.”

“A woman!” echoed Brant.

“Yes! one who was willing to confess herself a
worse spy than your wife—a double traitor—to save
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you! " Upon my word, General, I don’t know if the
Department was far wrong: a man with such an
adlternately unsettling and convincing effect upon a
Woman’s highest political convictions should be under

50fne restraint. Luckily the Department knows no-
thing of it.”

: “Nor would anyone else have known from me,”
said Brant, eagerly. “I trust that sZe did not think
—that you, sir, did not for an instant believe that

j BT

“Oh dear, no! Nobody would have believed
you! Tt was her free confidence to me. That was
what made the affair so difficult to handle. For
even her bringing your despatch to the Division
Commander looked bad for you; and you know he
even doubted its authenticity.”

“Does she—does Miss Faulkner know the spy
was my wife?” hesitated Brant.

The President twisted himself in his chair, so as
to regard Brant more gravely with his deep-set eyes,
and then thoughtfully rubbed his leg.

“Don’t let us travel out of the record, General,”
he said, after a pause. But as the colour surged
into Brant’s cheek, he raised his eyes to the ceiling,
and said, in half-humorous recollection—
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“No, I think #2at fact was first gathered from
your other friend—Mr. Hooker.”

“Hooker!” said Brant, indignantly; “did %e come
here?”

“Pray don’t destroy my faith in Mr. Hooker,
General,” said the President, in halfweary, half
humorous deprecation. “Don’t tell me that any of
his inventions are #rue! Teave me at least that
magnificent liar—the one perfectly intelligible witness
you have. For from the time that he first appeared
here with a grievance and a claim for a commission,
he has been an unspeakable joy to me and a con-
vincing testimony to you. Other witnesses have been
partisans and prejudiced; Mr. Hooker was frankly
true to himself. How else should I have known of
the care you took to disguise yourself, save the
honour of your uniform, and run the risk of being
shot as an unknown spy at your wife’s side, except
from his magnificent version of 4ss part in it? How
else should I have known the story of your discovery
of the Californian conspiracy, except from his su-
preme portrayal of it, with himself as the hero? No,
you must not forget to thank Mr. Hooker when you
meet him. Miss Faulkner is at present more acces-
sible; she is calling on some members of my family
in the next room. Shall I leave you with her?”
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Brant rose with a pale face and a quickly throb-
bing heart as the President, glancing at the clock,
untwisted himself from the chair, and shook himself
out full length, and rose gradually to his feet.

“Your wish for active service is granted, General
Brant,” he said, slowly, “and you will at once rejoin
your old Division Commander, who is now at the
head of the Tenth Army Corps. But,” he said,
after a deliberate pause, “there are certain rules and
Tegulations of your service that even 7 cannot, with
decent respect to your Department, override. You
will, therefore, understand that you cannot rejoin the
amy m your former position.” :

The slight flush that came to Brant’s cheek
quickly passed. And there was only the unmistakable
Sparkle of renewed youth in his frank eyes as he
said—

“Let me go to the front again, Mr. President,
and I care not Zow.”

The President smiled, and, laying his heavy hand
on Brant’s shoulder, pushed him gently towards the
door of the inner room.

“I was only about to say,” he added, as he
Opened the door, “that it would be necessary for you
0 rejoin  your promoted commander as a Major-
General. And,” he continued, lifting his voice, as
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he gently pushed his guest into the room, “he hasn’t
even thanked me for it, Miss Faulkner!”

The door closed behind him, and he stood for a
moment dazed, and still hearing the distant voice of
the President, in the room he had just quitted, now
welcoming a new visitor. But the room before him,
opening into a conservatory, was empty, save for a
single figure, that turned, half timidly, half mischiev-
ously, towards him. The same quick, sympathetic
glance was in both their faces; the same timid, happy
look in both their eyes. He moved quickly to her
side.

“Then you knew that— that— woman was my
wlfe?” he said, hurriedly, as he grasped her hand.

She cast a half-appealing look at his face—a
half-frightened one around the room and at the
open door beyond.

“Let us,” she said, faintly, “go into the conserva-
tory.”

* * * 5 *

It is but a few years ago that the veracious
chronicler of these pages moved with a wondering
crowd of sightseers in the gardens of the White
House. The war cloud had long since lifted and
vanished; the Potomac flowed peacefully by and on
to where once lay the broad plantation of a great
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Confederate leader—now a national cemetery that
had gathered the soldier dead of both sections side
by side in equal rest and honour, and the great
goddess once more looked down serenely from the
dome of the white Capitol. The chronicler’s atten-
tion was attracted by an erect, handsome, soldierly-
looking man, with a beard and moustache slightly
streaked with grey, accompanied by a lady, pointing
out the various objects of interest to a boy of twelve
or fourteen at their side.

“Yes; although, as I told you, this house belongs
only to the President of the United States and his
family,” said the gentleman, smilingly, “in that little
conservatory I proposed to your mother.”

“Oh! Clarence, how can you!” said the lady, re-
provingly, “you know it was long after that!”

THE END,
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The price of each volume is 1 Mark Go Ifernnig.
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Euthanasia 1 v.

J. H. Ewing: Jackanapes, etc. 1 v.
A Flat Iron for a Farthing 1 v. The
Brownies, etc. 1 v.

Expiated 2 v.

F.W. Farrar: Darkness and Dawn 3v.

The Fate of Fenella, by 24 authors, 1v.

Percy Fendall: vide F. C. Philips.

George Manville Fenn: The Parson
o’ Dumford 2 v. The Clerk of Portwick 2 v.

Fielding: Tom Jones 2 v.

Five Centuries of theEnglish Language
and Literature (vol. 500) 1 v.

George Fleming: Kismet. A Nile
Novel 1 v. Andromeda 2 v.

A. Forbes: My Experiences of the War
between France and Germany 2z v. Sol-
diering and Scribbling r v.” See also
“‘Daily News,”” War Correspondence.

R. E. Forrest: Eight Daysz2v.

Mrs. Forrester: Viva 2v. Rhonazv.
Roy and Violazy. My Lordand My Lady
2v. IThave Lived and Loved2y. Junezv.
Omnia Vanitas 1 v. Although he was a
Lord rv. Corisande 1v. Once Again2v.
Of the World, Worldly © v. Dearest 2 v.
The Light of other Days x v. Too Late
Repented 1 v.

J.Forster: Life of Charles Dickens 6v.
Life and Times of Oliver Goldsmith 2 v.

Jessie Fothergill: The First Violinz v.
Probation 2 v. Made orMarred, and ““ One
of Three”” 1 v. Kith and Kin 2 v. Peril
2 v. Borderland 2 v.

‘‘ FoundDead,” Authorof—v. J. Payn.

Caroline Fox: Memories of Old Friends
fromher Journals, edited by H. N. Pymzv.

Frank Fairlegh 2 v.

Edward A. Freeman: The Growth
of the English Constitution 1 v. Select
Historical Essays 1 v. Sketches from
French Travel 1 v.

James Anthony Froude: Oceanarv.
The Spanish Story ofthe Armada, etc. 1 v.

Lady G. Fullerton: Ellen Middleton
I v. Grantley Manor 2 v. Lady Birdzyv.
Too Strange not to be True 2 v. Constance
Sherwood 2 v. A stormy Life 2 v. Mrs.
Gerald’s Niece2v. The Notary’s Daugh-
ter xv. The Lilies of the Valley, etc. 1 v.
Countess de Bonneval r v. Rose Leblanc
Iv. Seven Stories 1 v. The Life of Luisa
de Carvajal r v, A Will and a Way, etc.
2v. Eliane 2v. (. Craven). Laurentia r v.

Mrs. Gaskell: Mary Bartonrv. Ruth
2v. North and South 1 v. Lizzie Leigh,

etc. x v. Charlotte Bronts 2 v. Lois the

‘Witch, etc. 1v. Sylvia’s Lovers 2v. A Dark
Night’s Work 1 v Wives and Daughters
3 v. Cranford 1 v. Cousin Phillis, etc. 1 v.

Dorothea Gerard: Lady Baby 2 v.
Recha 1 v. Orthodox 1 v.

E. Gerard: A Secret Mission 1 v.

AgnesGiberne: The Curate’sHomerv.

G. Gissing: Demos. A Story of Eng-
lish Socialism 2 v. New Grub Street 2 v.

Right Hon. W.E. Gladstone: Rome
and the Newest Fashions in Religion 1v.
Bulgarian Horrors, etc. 1 v. The Hellenic
Factor in the Eastern Problem 1 v.

Goldsmith: The Select Works: The
Vicar of Wakefield, etc. (w. Portrait) rv.

Edward J. Goodman: Too Curious1v.

J. Gordon: A Diplomat’s Diary 1 v.

Major-Gen, C. G. Gordon’s Journals,
at Kartoum. Introduction and Notes by
A.E.Hake(with eighteen Illustrations) 2v.

Mrs. Gore: Castlesin the Airzv. The
Dean’s Daughter 2 v. Progress and Pre-
judice2v. Mammon2v. A Life’sLessons
2v. Two Aristocracies2v. Heckington 2v.

Sarah Grand: Our ManifoldNature 1 v.

Miss Grant: Victor Lescar 2 v. The
Sun-Maid 2 v. My Heart’s in the High-
lands 2 v. Artiste 2 v. Prince Hugo 2 v.
Cara Roma 2 v.

M. Gray: The Silence of Dean Mait-
land 2 v. The Reproach of Annesley 2 v.

Ethel St. Clair Grimwood: My Three
Years in Manipur (with Portrait) 1 v.

Grohman: Tyrol and the Tyrolese 1 v.

Gunter: Mr. Barnes of New York 1 v.

“Guy Livingstone,” Author of—Guy
Livingstone 1 v. Sword and Gown 1 v.
Barren Honour 1 v. Border and Bastille
1v. Maurice Deringxv. Sans Merciz2v.
Breaking a Butterfly 2 v. Anteros 2 v.
Hagarene 2 v.

J. Habberton: Helen’s Babies & Other
People’sChildren 1 v. TheBowsham Puzzle
1v. One Tramp: Mrs.Mayburn’s Twins rv.

H. Rider Haggard: King Solomon’s
Mines 1 v. She 2v. Jess2v. Allan Quater-
main 2v. The Witch’s Head 2v. Maiwa’s
Revenge 1v. Mr. Meeson’s Will rv. Colo-
nel Quaritch, V.C. 2 v. Cleopatra 2 v.
Allan’s Wife 1 v. Beatrice 2 v. Dawn 2v.
Montezuma’s Daughter 2 v. The People of
the Mist 2 v.

H. Rider Haggardand Andrew Lang:
The World’s Desire 2 v.

Hake: v7dz “ Gordon's Journals.”

Mrs. S. C. Hall: Can Wrong be Right?

1 v. Marian 2 v.

The price of each volume s 1 Mark 60 Lfennig.
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Philip Gilbert Hamerton: Marmorne
1v. French and English 2 v.
. Thomas Hardy: The Hand of Ethel-
berta 2 v. Far from the Madding Crowd
2v. The Return of the Native 2 v. The
Trumpet-Major 2v. A Laodicean 2v. Two
on a Tower 2 v. A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v.
. A Group of Noble Dames 1 v. Tess of the
D’Urbervilles 2 v. Life’s Little Ironies 1 v.
Beatrice Harraden: Ships that passin
the Night 1 v. In Varying Moods 1 v.
AgnesHarrison: Martin’sVineyard1v.
Bret Harte: Prose and Poetry (Tales
of the Argonauts ; Spanish and American
Legends; Condensed Novels; Civic and
Character Sketches; Poems) 2v. Idyls of
the Foothills 1v. Gabriel Conroy2v. Two
Men of Sandy Bar 1 v. Thankful Blossom,
etc. 1v. The Story of a Mine 1 v. Drift from
Two Shores xv. An Heiress of Red Dog,
etc. 1 v. The Twins of Table Mountain,
ete. 1v. Jeff Briggs’s Love Story, etc. 1v.
Flipand other Storiesxv. Onthe Frontier
1v. ByShoreand Sedge 1v. Marujaryv.
Snow-bound at Eagle’s and Devil’s Ford
1v. The Crusade of the ‘* Excelsior’ 1v.
A Millionaire of Rough-and-Ready, etc.
1v. Captain Jim’s Friend, etc. 1v. Cressy
1v. The Heritage of Dedlow Marsh, etc.
1 v. A Waif of the Plains 1v. A Ward of
the Golden Gate 1v. A Sappho of Green
Springs, etc. 1v. A FirstFamily of Tasajara
1v. Colonel Starbottle’s Client, etc. 1 v.
Susy xv. Sally Dows, etc. 1 v. A Protégée
of Jack Hamlin’s, etc. x v. The Bell-
Ringer of Angel’s, etc. 1 v.

Sir H. Havelock: vzde Rev.W. Brock.

G. Hawthorne: wide ‘“ Miss Molly.”

Nathaniel Hawthorne: The Scarlet
Letter 1 v. Transformation 2 v. Passages
from the English Note-Books 2 v.

¢ Heir of Redclyffe,” Author of—vide
Yonge.

Sir Arthur Helps: Friends in Council
2 v. Ivan de Biron 2 v.

Mrs. Hemans: Select Poet. Worksxv.

Admiral Hobart Pasha: Sketches
from my Life 1 v.

John Oliver Hobbes: The Gods, some
Mortals and Lord Wickenham x v.

Mrs. Cashel Hoey: A Golden Sorrow
2 v. Out of Court 2 v.

OliverWendell Holmes: The Autocrat
of the Breakfast-Table 1v. The Professor
atthe Breakfast-Table 1 v. The Poetatthe
Breakfast-Table 1 v. Over the Teacupstv.

A. Hope: Mr. Witt’s Widow rv. A

Change of Air 1 v. Half a Hero 1 v. The
Indiscretion of the Duchess 1 v. The God
in the Car 1 v.

E. William Hornung: A Bride from
the Bush 1v. Under Two Skies 1v. Tiny
Luttrell 1v. The Boss of Taroomba 1v.

Household Words: conducted by
Charles Dickens. 1851-56. 36 v. NOVELS
and TALes reprinted from Household
‘Words by Charles Dickens. 1856-59. 11 v.

How to be Happy though Married 1 v.

Miss Howard: One Summer1v. Aunt
Serena 1 v. Guenn 2 v. Tony, the Maid,
etc. T v. The Open Door 2v. A Fellowe
and His Wife 1 v.

W. D. Howells: A Foregone Conclu-
sion 1 v. The Lady of the Aroostook 1 v,
A Modern Instance 2 v. The Undiscovered
Country 1 v. Venetian Life (w. Portrait)
1 v. Italian Journeys 1 v. A Chance Ac-
quaintance 1 v. Their Wedding Journey
1v. A Fearful Responsibility,etc.1v. A
Woman’s Reason 2 v. Dr. Breen’s Prac-
tice 1 v. The Rise of Silas Lapham 2 v.

Thomas Hughes: Tom Brown's
School Days 1 v.

Mrs. Hungerford: Molly Bawn 2 v.
Mrs. Geoffrey 2 v. Faith and Unfaith 2 v.
Portia 2 v. Loys, Lord Berresford, etc.
1v. Her First Appearance, etc. 1 v. Phyllis
2v. Rossmoyne 2v. Doris 2v. A Maiden
all Forlorn, etc.1v. A Passive Crime, etc.
1v. Green Pleasureand Grey Grief 2v. A
Mental Struggle 2v. Her Week’s Amuse-
ment; Ugly Barrington 1v. Lady Branks-
mere 2 v. Lady Valworth’s Diamonds 1 v.
A Modein Circe 2 v. Marvel 2 v. The
Hon. Mrs. Vereker 1 v. Under-Currents
2v. In Durance Vile, etc. 1v. ATrouble-
some Girl, etc. 1 v. A Life’s Remorse 2 v.
A Born Coquette 2 v. The Duchess 1 v.
Lady Verner’s Flight 1v. A Conquering
Heroine, etc. 1 v. Nora Creina 2v. A
Mad Prank, etc. 1 v. The Hoyden 2 v.
The Red House Mystery 1v. An Unsatis-
factory Lover 1 v. Peter’s Wife 2v. The
Three Graces 1 v. A Tugof Warzv.

Jean Ingelow: Off the Skelligs 3 v.
Poems 2 v. Fated to be Free 2 v. Sarah
de Berenger 2 v. Don John 2 v.

The Hon. Lady Inglis: The Siege of
Lucknow 1 V.

John H. Ingram: vide E. A. Poe.

Tota: A Yellow Aster 1 v. Children or
Circumstancc 2 V.

Washington Irving: The Sketch Book
(with Portrait) 1 v. The Life of Mahomet

The price of each wvolume 7s 1 Mark 60 Bfennig.
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I v. Successors of Mahomet 1 v. Oliver
Goldsmith 1 v. Chronicles of Wolfert’s
Roost 1 v. Life of Washington 5V.

Helen Jackson (H. H.): Ramona 2 v.

Charles T.C. James: HolyWedlock 1v.

G. P. R. James: Morley Ernstein (with
Portrait) 1 v. Forest Days 1 v. The False
Heir 1 v. Arabella Stuart 1 v. Rose
d’Albret 1 v. Arrah Neil 1 v. Agincourt
1v. The Smuggler 1 v. The Step-Mother
2 v. Beauchamp rv. Heidelberg1v. The
Gipsy 1 v. The Castle of Ehrenstein 1 v.
Darnley 1 v. Russell 2'v. The Convict
2 v. Sir Theodore Broughton 2 v.

H. James: The American 2 v. The Euro-
peans 1 v. Daisy Miller, etc. 1 v. Roderick
Hudson 2 v. The Madonna of the Future,
etc. 1 v. Eugene Pickering, etc. 1 v.
Confidence 1 v. Washington Square, etc.
2 v. The Portrait of a Lady 3 v. Foreign
Parts 1 v. French Poets and Novelists 1 v.
The Siege of London, etc. 1 v. Portraits
of Places rv. A LittleTour in France 1 v,

J. Cordy Jeaffreson: A Book about
Doctors 2 v. A Woman in Spite of Her-
self 2 v. The Real Lord Byron 3V

Mrs. Jenkin: *Who Breaks—Pays?”’
1 v. Skirmishing 1 v. Once and Again
2v. Two French Marriages 2 v. Within
an Ace 1 v. Jupiter's Daughters 1 v.

Edward Jenkins: Ginx's Baby, etc. 2 v.

*“Jennie of ‘the Prince’s,’”” Author of
—wide B. H. Buxton.

Jerome K. Jerome: The Idle Thoughts
of an Idle Fellow 1 v. Diary of a Pil-
grimage 1 v. Novel Notes 1 v,

Douglas Jerrold: History of St. Giles
and St. James 2 v. Men of Character » v.

‘‘John Halifax,” Author of—z;Ze Mrs.
Craik.

‘“Johnny Ludlow,”
Mrs. Henry Wood.

Johnson:
Poets 2 v,

Emily Jolly: Colonel Dacre 2 v.

“Joshua Davidson,” Author of —vide
E. Lynn Linton.

Miss Kavanagh: Nathalie » v. Daisy
Burns 2 v. Grace Lee 2 v. Rachel Gray
Iv. Adéle 3 v. The Two Sicilies 2 v.
Seven Years, etc. 2 v. French Women
of Letters 1 v, English Women of Letters
tv. Queen Mab » v. Beatrice 2 v. Sybil’s
Sect{nd Love 2 v. Dora » v. Silvia 2 v,
Bessie 2 v. John Dorrien 3 v. Two Lilies
2 v. Forget'me-nots » v.

A. Keary: Oldbury 2 v, Castle Daly 2 v,

Author of—vide

The price of eack volume

.

The Lives of the English-

Elsa D'Esterre-Keeling: Three Sisters
1 v. A Laughing Philosopher 1 v. The
Professor’s Wooing 1 v. In Thoughtland
and in Dreamland 1v. Orchardscroft 1v.
Appassionata 1 v.

Kempis: vsde Thomas a Kempis.

R. B. Kimball: Saint Leger 1 w.
Romance of Student Life abroad 1 v.
Undercurrents t v. Was he Successful? rv.
To-Day in New-York 1 v.

A. W. Kinglake: Eothen, a Narrative
from the East 1 v. The Invasion of the
Crimea 14 v.

Charles Kingsley: Yeastrv. West
wardho! 2v. Two Yearsagozv. Hypatia
2 v. Alton Locke 1 v. Hereward the
Wake 2 v. At Last2 v,

Charles Kingsley: His Letters and
Memories of his Life, ed. by hisWife 2v.

H. Kingsley: Ravenshoe 2 v. Austin
Elliot x v. The Recollections of Geoffry
Hamlyn 2v. The Hillyars and the Burtons
2v. Leighton Court r v. Valentin 1 v.
Oakshott Castle 1 v. Reginald Hetherege
2v. The Grange Garden 2 v.

Kipling: Plain Tales from the Hills1 v.

May Laffan: Flitters, Tatters, and the
Counsellor, etc. 1 v.

Charles Lamb: The Essays of Elia
and Eliana 1 v.

A. Lang: vide H. R. Haggard.

Mary Langdon: Ida May 1 v.

““The Last of the Cavaliers,” Author
of—The Last of the Cavaliers 2.v. The
Gain of a Loss 2 v.

The Hon. EmilyLawless: Hurrish rv.

Leaves from the Journal of our Life
in the Highlands from 1848 to 1861 1 V.
More Leaves from the Journal of a Life
in the Highlands from 1862 to 1882 1 v.

Holme Lee: z:de Miss Parr.

S. Le Fanu: Uncle Silas 2 v. Guy
Deverell 2 v.

Mark Lemon: Wait for the End 2 v.
Loved at Last 2 v. Falkner Lyle 2 v.
Leyton Hall, etc. 2 v. Golden Fetters 2v.

Charles Lever: The O’Donoghue 1 v.
The Knight of Gwynne 3 v. Arthur
O’Leary 2v. Harry Lorrequer 2v. Charles
O’Malley 3v. Tom Burke of * Ours" 3V
Jack Hinton 2 v. The Daltons 4v. The
Dodd Family Abroad 3 v. The Martins
of Cro” Martin 3 v. The Fortunes of
Glencore 2 v. Roland Cashel 3 v. Daven-
port Dunn 3v. Confessions of Con Cregan
2v. One of Them 2 v. Maurice Tiernay2v.
Sir Jasper Carew 2 v. Barrington 2v. A

s 1 Mark 6o Bfennig.
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Day’sRide 2 v. Luttrell of Arran 2v. Tony
Butler 2 v. Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v. The
Bramleighs of Bishop’s Folly 2 v. A Rent
in a Cloud rv. That Boy of Norcott's 1 v.
St. Patrick’s Eve; Paul Gosslett’s Con-
fessions 1 v. Lord Kilgobbin 2 v. |

G.H.Lewes: Ranthorpe 1v. Physio-
logy of Common Life 2 v. On Actors and
the Art of Acting 1 v.

E.Lynn Linton: Joshua Davidsontv.
Patricia Kemball 2 v. The Atonement ot
Leam Dundas 2 v. The World well Lost
2 v. Under which Lord? 2 v. With a
Silken Thread, etc. t v. Todhunters’ at
Loanin’ Head, etc. 1v. ““MyLove!” 2v.
The Girl of the Period, etc. 1v. Ione 2v.

L. W. M. Lockhart: Mine is Thine 2v.

LordAugustus Loftus, Diplomatic Re-
miniscences of—, 1837-1862 (w. Portr.) 2 v.

Longfellow: Poetical Works (w. Port.)
3v. The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri
3 v. The New-England Tragedies 1 v.
The Divine Tragedy 1 v. Flower-de-Luce,
etc. 1 v. The Masque of Pandora 1 v.

Margaret Lonsdale: Sister Dora (with
a Portrait of Sister Dora) 1 v.

A Lost Battle 2 v.

Sir J. Lubbock: The Pleasures of Life
1v. The Beauties of Nature (w. Illust.) 1 v.
The Use of Life 1 v.

Lutfullah : Autobiography of Lutfullah,
by Eastwick 1 v.

Edna Lyall: We Two2v. Donovanz2yv.
Inthe Golden Days 2 v. Knight-Errantzv.
Won by Waiting 2 v.

Lord Lytton: wide Bulwer.

Robert Lord Lytton (Owen Meredith) :
Poems 2 v. Fables in Song 2 v.

Maarten Maartens: The Sin of Joost
Avelingh t v. An Old Maid’s Love 2 v.
God’s Fool 2 v. The Greater Glory 2 v.
My Lady Nobody 2 v.

Lord Macaulay: The History of Eng-
land (w. Port.) 1o v. Critical and Historical
Essays 5 v. Lays of Ancient Rome 1 v.
Speeches 2 v. Biographical Essays 1 v.
William Pitt, Atterbury 1 v. (Seealso Tre-
velyan).

Justin MCCarthy: The Waterdale
Neighbours 2 v. Dear Lady Disdain 2 v.
Miss Misanthrope 2 v. A History of our
own Times 5 v. Donna Quixote 2 v. A
short History of our own Times2v. A
History of the Four Georges vols. 1 & 2.

George Mac Donald: Alec Forbes of
Howglen 2 v.. Annals of a Quiet Neigh-
bourhood 2 v. David Elginbrod 2 v. The

Vicar’s Daughter 2 v. Malcolm 2 v. St.
George and St. Michael 2v. The Marquis
of Lossie 2 v. Sir Gibbie 2v. Mary Marston
2 v. The Gifts of the Child Christ, etc. = v.
The Princess and Curdie 1 v.

Mrs. Mackarness: SunbeamStories 1v.
A Peerless Wife 2v. A Mingled Yarn2v.

E.Mackay: LoveLettersofaViolinistrv.

Chas.MCSKnight: Old Fort Duquesnezv.

Ian Maclaren: Beside the Bonnie
Brier Bush 1 v.

Norman Macleod: Theold Lieutenant
and his Son 1 v.

Mrs. Macquoid: Patty 2 v. Miriam’s
Marriage 2 v. Pictures across the Channel
2v. TooSoon z v. My Story2v. Dianez2v.
Beside the River 2 v. A Faithful Lover 2 v.

“Mademoiselle Mori,” Author of—
Mademoiselle Mori 2 v. Denise 1 v.
Madame Fontenoy 1 v. On the Edge of
the Storm 1v. The Atelier du Lys 2 v.
In the Olden Time 2 v.

Lord Mahon: zide Stanhope.

E. S. Maine: Scarscliff Rocks 2 v.

L. Malet: Colonel Enderby’s Wife 2 v.

Lord Malmesbury: Memoirs of an
Ex-Minister 3 v.

Mary E. Mann: A Winter's Tale 1 v.

R. Blachford Mansfield: The Log ot
the Water Lily 1 v.

Marmone: ». Philip G. Hamerton.

Capt.Marryat: Jacob Faithful (w. Port.)
1v. Percival Keene 1v. Peter Simple 1 v.
{;‘zphet, in Search ofa Father 1 v. Monsieur

iolet1v. The Settlerstv. The Missionz v.
The Privateer’s-Man rv. The Children of
the New-Forest 1v. Valerierv. Mr. Mid-
shipman Easy 1 v. The King's Own 1 v.

Florence Marryat: (Mrs. Francis
Lean): Love’s Conflict 2v. For Ever
and Ever 2 v. The Confessions of Gerald
Estcourt2v. Nelly Brookezv. Véronique
2 v. Petronel 2 v, Her Lord and Master
2v. The Prey of the Gods x v. Life of
Captain Marryat1v. Mad Dumaresq2v.
No Intentions 2 v. Fighting the Air 2 v.
A Starand a Heart 1v. The Poison of Asps,
etc. 1 v. A Lucky Disappointment, etc. 1 v.
«Myown Child”’ 2v. Her Father'sName
2v. A Harvest of Wild Oatszv. A Little
Stepson 1 v. Written in Fire 2 v. Her
World against a Liezv. A Broken Blos-
som 2 v. The Root of all Evil2v. The
Fair-haired Alda 2 v. With Cupid’s Eyes
2v. My Sister the Actress 2 v. Phyllida
2v. How They Loved Him 2 v. Facing
the Footlights (w. Portrait) 2v. A Moment

The price of each wvolume is 1 Mark 60 Pfennig.
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of Madness, etc. 1v. TheGhostof Charlotte
Cray, etc. x v. Peeress and Player 2 v.
Under the Liliesand Roseszv. The Heart
of Jane Warner 2 v. The Heir Presumptive
2 v. The Master Passion 2 v. Spiders of
Society 2 v. DriventoBay2v. A Daughter
ofthe Tropics2v. Gentleman and Courtier
2v. On Circumstantial Evidence 2v. Mount
Eden. A Romance2v. Blindfold2zv. A
Scarlet Sin 1 v. A Bankrupt Heart 2 v. The
Spirit World 1 v. The Beautiful Soul 1 v.

Mrs. Marsh: Ravenscliffe 2v. Emilia
Wyndham 2 v. Castle Avon 2 v. Aubrey
2 v. The Heiress of Haughton 2 v. Evelyn
Marston 2 v. The Rose of Ashurst 2 v.

Emma Marshall: Mrs. Mainwaring’s
gmmal 1v. Benvenutaxv. Lady Alice1v.

ayspring 1 v. Life's Aftermath r v. In
the East Country 1 v. No. XIII; or, The
Story of the Lost Vestal 1 v. In Four
Reigns 1v. On the Banks of the Ouse 1 v.
In the City of Flowers 1 v. Alma 1 v. Under
Salisbury Spire 1v. The End Crowns All
1 v. Winchester Meads 1 v. Eventide
Light x v. Winifrede’s Journal 1 v. Bristol
Bells r v. In the Service of Rachel Lady
Russell x v. A Lily among Thorns 1 v.
PenshurstCastlexv. Kensington Palacerv.

Helen Mathers (Mrs. Henry Reeves) :
“Cherry Ripe!” 2v. “Land o’ the Leal ”’
1v. My Lady Green Sleeves 2 v. As he
comes up the Stair, etc. 1v. Sam’s Sweet-
heart 2 v. Eyre’s Acquittal 2 v. Found
Out 1 v. Murder or Manslaughter? 1 v.
The Fashion of this World (8o Pf.) Blind
Justice, etc. rv. What the Glass Told
and A Study of a Woman 1 v.

Colonel Maurice: The Balance of
Military Power in Europe 1 v.

George du Maurier: Trilby 2 v.

‘*Mehalah,” Author of—vide Baring-
Gould.

Whyte-Melville: Kate Coventry 1 v.
Holmby House 2 v. Digby Grand 1 v.
Good for Nothing 2 v. TheQueen’s Maries
2 v. The Gladiators 2v. The Brookes of
Bridlemere 2 v. Cerise 2 v. The Inter-
preter 2 v. The White Rose 2 v. M. or
N.xv. Contraband; or A Losing Hazard
I v. Sarchedon 2 v. Uncle John 2 v,
Katerfelto 1 v. Sister Louise 1 v. Rosine
1v. Roys’ Wife 2 v. Black but Comely
2 v. Riding Recollections 1 v.

George Meredith: The Ordeal of
Richard Feverel 2 v. Beauchamp’s Career
2 v. The Tragic Comedians 1 v. Lord
Ormont and his Aminta 2 v

Owen Meredith: ». R. Lord Lytton.

L.Merrick: The Man who wasgood 1 v.

Merriman:Young Mistley 1v. Prisoners
and Captives 2 v. From One Generation
to Another 1 v. With Edged Tools 2 v.

Milton: The Poetical Works 1 v.

“Miss Molly,” Author of—Geraldine
Hawthorne 1 v.

““Molly Bawn,” Author of—wsde Mrs.
Hungerford.

Miss Montgomery : Misunderstood 1v.
Thrown Together 2v. Thwarted 1 v. Wild
Mike 1v. Seaforth2v. The Blue Veil
1v. Transformed 1 v. The Fisherman’s
Daughter, etc. 1 v. Colonel Norton 2 v.

Frank Frankfort Moore: ‘I forbid the
Banns’ 2 v. A gray Eye orso 2 v. One Fair
Daughter 2 v. They call it Love 2 v.

George Moore: Celibates 1 v.

Moore: Poet. Works (w. Portr.) 5 V.

Lady Morgan’s Memoirs 3 v.

Henry Morley: Of English Literature
in the Reign of Victoria. With Facsimiles
of the Signatures of Authors in the
Tauchnitz Edition [v. 2000].

William Morris: Poems. Edited with
a Memoir by Francis Hueffer 1 v.

Morrison: Tales of Mean Streets 1 v.

D.Christie Murray: RainbowGold 2v.

E. C.Grenville: Murray: The Member
for Paris 2 v. Young Brown 2 v. The
Boudoir Cabal 3 v. French Pictures in
English Chalk (st Series) 2 v. The Rus-
sians of To-day 1 v. French Pictures in
English Chalk (2nd Series) 2 v. Strange
Tales 1v. That Artful Vicar 2 v. Six Months
in the Ranks 1 v. People I have met 1 v.

“My Little Lady,” Author of—wvide
E. Frances Poynter.

The New Testament [v. 1000].

Mrs. Newby: Common Sense 2 v.

Dr. J. H. Newman: Callista 1 v.

““Nina Balatka,” Author of—wide
Anthony Trollope.

*“No Church,” Author of—No Church
2v. Owen:—a Waif 2 v,

Lady Augusta Noel: From Generation
to Generation 1 v. Hithersea Mere 2 v.

W.E. Norris: My Friend Jim 1 v. A
Bachelor’s Blunder2v., Major and Minor
2 v. The Rogue 2 v. Miss Shafto 2 v.
Mrs. Fenton 1 v. Misadventure 2 v. Saint
Ann’s 1 v. A Victim of Good Luck 1 v.

Hon. Mrs. Norton: Stuartof Dunleath
2v. LostandSaved 2v. OldSirDouglas 2v.

Not Easily Jealous 2 v.

Novels & Tales . Household Words.

The price of eack wvolume 7s 1 Mark 60 Pfennig.
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Laurence Oliphant: Altiora Peto 2v.
Masollam 2 v.

. Mrs. Oliphant: The Last of the Mor-
timerszv. Margaret Maitland1v. Agnes
2v. Madonna Mary 2 v. The Minister’s
Wife 2 v. The Rector and the Doctor’s
Family 1 v. Salem Chapel 2 v. The Per-
petual Curate 2 v. Miss Marjoribanks 2 v.
Ombra 2 v. Memoir of Count de Monta-
lembert 2 v. May 2 v. Innocent 2 v. For
Love and Life 2 v. A Rose in June 1 v.
Valentine and his Brother 2 v. Whiteladies
2 v. The Curate in Charge 1 v. Phcebe,
Junior 2 v. Mrs. Arthur 2 v. Caritd 2 v.
Young Musgrave 2 v. The Primrose Path
2v. Within the Precincts 3v. Thegreatest
Heiress in England 2 v. He that will not
when he may 2v. Harry Joscelyn 2v. In
Trust2v. It was a Lover and his Lass 3v.
The Ladies Lindores 3v. Hester 3v. The
‘Wizard’s Son 3v. A Country Gentleman
andhisFamily2v. Neighboursonthe Green
1v. The Duke’s Daughter 1v. The Fugi-
tives 1 v. Kirsteen 2 v. Life of Laurence
Oliphant 2 v. The Little Pilgrim in the
Unseen 1 v. The Heir Presumptive and
the Heir Apparent 2v. The Sorceress 2v.

Ossian: Poems 1 v.

Ouida: Idalia 2z v. Tricotrin 2v. Puck
2v. Chandoszv. Strathmorezv. Under
two Flags 2 v. Folle-Farine 2 v. ALeaf
in the Storm, etc. 1 v. Cecil Castlemaine’s
Gage, etc. 1v. Madame la Marquise, etc.
1v. Pascarél 2v. Held in Bondage 2 v.
Two little Wooden Shoes 1 v. Signa (w.
Port.) 3v. InaWinter City 1v. Ariadné2v.
Friendship 2 v. Moths 3v. Pipistrello xv.
A Village Commune 2 v. In Maremma 3v.
Bimbi 1v. Wanda 3v. Frescoes, etc. 1v.
Princess Napraxine 3 v. Othmar3v. A
Rainy June (60 Pf.). DonGesualdo (6o Pf.).
A House Party 1v. Guilderoy2v. Syrlin
3v. Ruffino,etc.xv. Santa Barbara,etc. 1v.
TwoOffenders1v.TheSilver Christ,etc.1v.

The Outcasts: vide Roy Tellet.

Miss Parr (Holme Lee): Basil God-
frey’s Caprice 2v. For Richer, for Poorer
2v. The Beautiful Miss Barrington 2 v.
Her Title of Honour 1 v. Echoes of a
Famous Year 1 v. Katherine’s Trial 1 v.
Bessie Fairfax 2 v. Ben Milner’s Wooing
1 v. Straightforward z v. Mrs. Denys of
Cote 2 v. A Poor Squire 1 V.

Mrs. Parr: Dorothy Fox 1v. The Pres-
cotts of Pamphillon 2 v. TheGosau Smithy,
etc. 1v. Robin 2 v. Loyalty George 2 v.

G. Paston: A Study in Prejudices 1 v.

¢« Paul Ferroll,” Author of—Paul Fer-
roll 1 v. Year after Year x v. Why Paul
Ferroll killed his Wife 1 v.

James Payn: Found Dead 1v. Gwen-
doline’s Harvest x v. Like Father, like
Son 2 v. Not Wooed, but Won 2 v.
Cecil’s Tryst 1v. A Woman’sVengeance
2 v. Murphy’s Master 1 v. In the Heart
of a Hill, etc. 1 v. At Her Mercy 2 v.
The Best of Husbands 2 v. Walter’s
Word 2 v. Halves 2 v. Fallen Fortunes 2 v.
‘What He cost Her 2 v. By Proxy 2 v.
Less Black than we’re Painted 2 v. Under
one Roof 2z v. High Spirits r v. High
Spirits (2nd Series) 1 v. A Confidential
Agent 2 v. From Exile 2 v. A Grape
from a Thorn 2v. Some Private Views
1v. For Cash Only 2 v. Kit: A Memory
2 v. The Canon’s Ward (with Port.) 2 v.
Some Literary Recollections 1 v. The Talk
of the Town 1 v. The Luck of the Darrells
2v. The Heir of the Ages 2v. HolidayTasks
1v. Glow-Worm Tales (1st Series) x v.
Glow-Worm Tales (2nd Series) 1 v.
Prince of the Blood 2 v. The Mystery
of Mirbridge 2 v. The Burnt Million
2 v. The Word and the Will 2 v. Sunny
Stories 1 v. A Modern Dick Whittington
2 v. A Stumble on the Threshold 2 v.
A Trying Patient, etc. 1 v. Gleams of
Memory, etc. 1 v. In Market Overt 1 v.

Miss Peard: One Year 2 v. The Rose-
Garden 1 v. Unawares 1v. Thorpe Regis
1 v. A Winter Story 1 v. A Madrigal, etc.
1v. Cartouche 1 v. Mother Molly 1 v.
Schloss and Town 2 v. Contradictions 2 v.
Near Neighbours 1 v. Alicia Tennant
1 v. Madame’s Grand-Daughter 1 v.

Max Pemberton: The Impregnable
City x v.

A Penitent Soul 1 v.

Bishop Percy: Reliques of Ancient
English Poetry 3 v.

F. C. Philips: As in a Looking Glass
1 v. The Dean and his Daughter 1 v.
‘Adventures of Lucy Smith 1 v. A Lucky
Young Woman 1 v. Jack and Three _E{Hs
tv. Little Mrs. Murray 1 v. Young Mr.
Ainslie’s Courtship 1 v. Social Vicissitudes
tv. Extenuating Circumstances, etc. 1v.
More Social Vicissitudes 1 v. Constance
2 v. That Wicked Mad’moiselle, etc. 1 v.
‘A Doctor in Difficulties 1 v. Black and
White 1 v.¢¢ One Never Knows’ 2v. Of
Course 1 v. Miss Ormerod’s Protégé 1 v.
My little Husband 1v. Mrs. Bouverie 1v.
A Question of Colour 1 v.

The price of each wvolume is 1 Mark 6o Ffennig.
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J- Ruffini: Lavinia 2 v. Doctor Aatonio
1v. Lorenzo Benonirv. Vincenzozv. A
Quiet Nookin the Jura rv. TheParagreens
on a Visit to Paris 1 v. Carlino, etc. 1 v,

W. Clark Russell: A Sailor’s Sweet-
heart 2 v. The “Lady Maud” 2 v. A
Sea Queen 2 v.

Sala: The Seven Sons of Mammon 2.

John Saunders: Israel Mort, Overman
2 v. The Shipowner’s Daughter 2 v. A
Noble Wife 2 v. 2

Katherine Saunders: Joan Merry-
weather, etc. 1v. Gideon’s Rock, etc. 1v.
The High Mills 2 v. Sebastian v,

Col.R.H.Savage: My Official Wife 1v.
The Little Lady of Lagunitas (w. Port.)
2 v. Prince Schamyl’s Wooing rv. The
Masked Venus 2 v. Delilah of Harlem 2v.
The Anarchist 2 v. A Daughter of Judas
1v. Inthe Old Chateau 1 v.

Sir Walter Scott: ‘Waverley (w. Port.)
Iv. The Antiquary r v. Ivanhoe 1 v.
Kenilworth 1 v. Quentin Darward rv. Old
Mortality 1 v. Guy Mannering 1 v. Rob
Roy 1 v. The Pirate x v. The Fortunes
of Nigel 1v. The Black Dwarf; ALegend
of Montrose 1 v. The Bride of Lammer-
moor 1 v. The Heart of Mid-Lothian
2v. TheMonastery 1v. The Abbot1v.
Peveril of the Peak 2 v. The Poetical
Works2v. Woodstock 1 v. The Fair Maid
of Perth 1 v. Anne of Geierstein 1 v.

Prof. Seeley: Life and Times of Stein
(with a Portrait of Stein) 4 v. The Ex-

pansion of England 1 v. Goethe 1v,

Miss Sewell: Amy Herbert 2 v. Ursula
2v. A Glimpse of the World 2 v. The
Journal of a Home Life 2 v. After Life
2 v. The Experience of Life 2 v.

Shakespeare: Plays and Poems (with
Portrait) (Second Edition) compl. 7 v.

Shakespeare's Playsmayalsobehadin
37 numbers, at 4 0,30. each number.
Doubtful Plays 1 v.

Shelley: A Selection from his Poems1v.

Nathan Sheppard: Shut up in Paris
(Second Ldition, enlarged) 1 v.

Sheridan: The Dramatic Works 1 v.

J. H. Shorthouse: John Inglesant2 v.
Blanche, Lady Falaise 1 v.

Smollett: ~Roderick Random IV
Humphry Clinker 1 v. Peregrine Pickle 2v.

Society in London. By a Foreign
Resident 1 v.

F. C. Philips & P. Fendall: A Daugh-
ter’s Sacrifice 1 v. Margaret Byng 1 v.

F. C. Philips and C. J. Wills: The
Fatal Phryne rv. The Scudamores 1 v.
A Maiden Fair to See 1 v. Sybil Ross’s
Marriage 1 v.

Edgar Allan Poe: Poems and Essays,
edited with a new Memoir byJ.H.Ingram
1 v. Tales, edited by J. H. Ingram 1 v.

Pope: SelectPoet. Works (w. Port.) tv.

E. Frances Poynter: My Little Lady
2 v. Ersilia 2 v." Among the Hills 1 v,
Madame de Presnel 1 v.

Praed: »ide Campbell-Praed.

Mrs. E. Prentiss: Stepping Heaven-
ward 1 v.

The Prince Consort's Speeches and
Addresses (with Portrait) 1 v.

Richard Pryce: Miss Maxwell’s Affec-
tions 1 v. The Quiet Mrs. Fleming 1 v.
Time and the Woman 1 v.

Horace N. Pym: v:Zz Caroline Fox.

Q.: Noughts and Crosses ry. I Saw
Three Ships 1 v. Dead Man’s Rock 1v.

W. F. Rae: Westward by Rail 1 v.
Miss Bayle's Romance 2 v. The Business
of Travel 1 v.

The Rajah’s Heir 2 v.

Charles Reade: ‘It is never too late
tomend” 2 v. “Love me little, love me
long”” 1 v. The Cloister and the Hearth
2v. Hard Cash 3 v. Put Yourself in his
Place 2 v. A Terrible Temptation 2 v.
Peg Woffington 1 v. Christie Johnstone
I v. A Simpleton2v. The Wandering
Heirzv. A Woman-Haterzv. Readiana
I v. Singleheart and Doubleface Iv.

““Recommended to Mercy,” Author
of—Recommended to Mercy 2 v. Zoe’s
“Brand” 2 v,

James Rice: vide Sir W. Besant,

A. Bate Richards: So very Human 3 v,

Richardson: Clarissa Harlowe 4 v.

Mrs. Riddell (F. G. Trafford) : George
Geith of Fen Court 2 v. Maxwell Drewitt
2 v. The Race for Wealth 2 v. Farabove
Rubies 2 v, The Earl’s Promise 2 v,

Mortomley’s Estate 2 v,

Anne Thackeray Ritchie: wize Miss
Thackeray,

Rev. F. W. Robertson: Sermons 4v.

Charles H. Ross: The Pretty Widow
1v. A London Romance 2 v.

R[])Ian]te Glal'ériel Rossetti: Poems 1 v.
allads and Sonnets IV, Ui 3 . ’
Roy Tellet: The Outcasts 1 v. A ‘_Eg;!;f(lllel‘l’e T o

Draught of Lethe rv. Pastor & Prelate 2v. The Spanish Brothers 2 v.

The price of each volume is 1 Mark 6o Dfennig.
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Earl Stanhope (Lord Mahon): The
History of England 7 v. The Reign of
Queen Anne 2 v.

Sterne: Tristram Shandy 1v. A Senti-
mental Journey (with Portrait) rv.

Robert Louis Stevenson: Treasure
Island 1v. Dr.Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, etc.
1v. Kidnapped 1 v. The Black Arrow
1v. The Master of Ballantrae 1 v. The
Merry Men, etc. x v. Across the Plains
1v. Island Nights’ Entertainments 1 v.
Catriona. A Sequel to ¢ Kidnapped,”” 1v.

“Still Waters,” Author of—Still
Waters 1 v. Dorothy 1 v. DeCressy 1v.
Uncle Ralph 1 v. Maiden Sisters 1 v.
Martha Brown 1 v. Vanessa 1 v.

M. C. Stirling: Two Tales of Married
Life 2 v. Vol. II. A True Man, Vol I.
vide G. M. Craik.

Frank R. Stockton: The House of
Martha 1 v.

“The Story of Elizabeth,” Author of
—uwide Miss Thackeray.

Mrs. H. Beecher Stowe: UncleTom’s
Cabin (with Portrait) 2v. A KeytoUncle
Tom’s Cabin 2v. Dredz2v. The Minister’s
Wooing 1 v. Oldtown Folks 2 v.

“Sunbeam Stories,” Author of—wvide
Mrs. Mackarness.

Swift: Gulliver’s Travels 1 v.

John Addington Symonds: Sketches
in Italy 1 v. New Italian Sketches 1 v.

Tasma: Uncle Piperof Piper’s Hillzv.

Baroness Tautphoeus: Cyrilla 2 v.
The Initials 2 v. Quits 2 v. At Odds2v.

Colonel Meadows Taylor: Tara: A
Mahratta Tale 3 v.

H. Templeton: Diary and Notes 1 v.

Alfred (Lord) Tennyson: The Poetical
Works of, 8 v. Queen Mary 1 v. Harold
1v. Becket; The Cup; The Falcon 1 v.
Locksley Hall, etc. 1 v.

W. M. Thackeray: Vanity Fair 3 v.
Pendennis 3 v. Miscellanies 8 v. Henry
Tsmond 2v. The English Humourists 1v.
The Newcomes 4 v. LThe Virginians 4 v.
The Four Georges; Lovel the Widower
1v. The Adventures of Philip 2v. Denis
Duval 1v. Roundabout Tapers 2 v.
Catherine 1 v. The Irish Sketch Book 2 v.
The Paris Sketch Book (w. Portrait) 2 v.

Miss Thackeray: The Story of Eliza-
beth 1 v. The Village on the Cliff 1 v.
Old Kensington 2 V. Bluebeard’s Keys,
ete. 1 v. Jive Old Friends 1 v. Miss
Angel 1 v. Out of the World, etc. 1 v.
Fulham Lawn, etc. 1 v. From an Island

1 v. Da Capo, etc. 1 v. Madame de
Sévigné, ctc. 1 v. A Book of Sibyls 1 v.
Mrs. Dymond 2 v. Chapters from some
Memoirs 1 v.

Thomas a Kempis: The Imitation of
Christ 1 v.

A. Thomas:
Guard 2z v. Walter Goring 2 v.
Out 2 v. Called to Account2 v.
Herself 2 v. A Narrow Escape 2 v.

Thomson: The Poetical Works (with
Portrait) 1 v.

Thoth 1 v.

Tim 1 v.

F. G. Trafford: vide Mrs. Riddell.

G.O.Trevelyan: The Lifeand Letters of
Lord Macaulay (w. Portrait) 4 v. Selections
from the Writings of Lord Macaulay 2 v.

Trois-Etoiles: wide Murray.

Anthony Trollope: Doctor Thornez2v.
The Bertrams 2 v. The Warden x v.
Barchester Towers 2 v. Castle Richmond
2 v. The West Indies 1 v, Framley Par-
sonage 2z v. North America 3 v. Orley
Farm 3 v. Rachel Ray 2 v. The Small
House at Allington 3 v. Can you forgive
her? 3v. The Belton Estate 2v. Nina
Balatka rv. The Last Chronicle of Barset
3v. The Claverings2v. Phineas Finn3zv.
e knew he was right 3 v. The Vicar of
Bullhampton 2 v. Sir Harry Hotspur of
Humblethwaite 1 v. Ralph the Heir 2 v.
The Golden Lionof Granperexv. Australia
and New Zealand 3 v. Lady Anna 2 v.
Harry Heathcote of Gangoil 1 v. The Way
we live now 4 v. The Prime Minister 4 v.
The American Senator 3 v. South Africa
2v. Is He Popenjoy? 3 v. AnEye for an
Eye 1 v. John Caldigateé, v. Cousin
Henry 1 v. The Duke's hildren 3 v.
Dr. Wortle’s School 1 v. Ayala’s Angel
3 v. The Fixed Period 1 v. Marion Fay
2v. Kept in the Dark 1 v. Frau Froh-
mann, etc. 1 v. Alice Dugdale, etc. ¥ v.
1.2 Mére Bauche, etc. 1 v. The Mistletoe
Bough, etc. 1v. An Autobiography 1 v.
An Old Man’s Love 1 v.

T. Adolphus Trollope: The Garstangs
of Garstang Grange 2 v. A Siren 2 v.

Mark Twain (Samuel L. Clemens) : The
Adventures of Tom Sawyer 1 v. The In-
nocents Abroad; or, the New Pilgrims’
Progress z v. A Tramp Abroad 2 v.
«Roughing it” 1 v. The Innocents at
Tlome 1 v. The Prince and the Pauper
2 v. The Stolen White Elephant, etc. 1 v.
Life on the Mississippi 2 v. Sketches (w.

Denis Donne 2 v. On
Played
Only

The price of each volume is 1 Mark 69 Ljfennig.
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Portrait) 1 v. Huckleberry Finn 2 v.

Selections from American Humour 1 v.

AYankee at the Court of King Arthur 2 v.

The American Claimant 1 v. The Million

Pound Bank-Note, etc. 1 v. Tom Sawyer

Abroad 1 v. Pudd’nhead Wilson 1 v.
The Two Cosmos 1 v.

“Veéra,” Author of—Véra r v. The
* Hotel du Petit St. Jean 1 v. Blue Roses
2v. Within Sound of the Sea 2 v. The

Maritime Alps, etc. 2 v. Ninette 1 v.

Victoria R. I.: vide Leaves,

Virginia 1 v.

L. B. Walford: Mr. Smithzv. Pauline
2v. Cousins 2v. Troublesome Daughterszv.

D. Mackenzie Wallace: Russia 3v.

Lew. Wallace: Ben-Hur 2 v.

Eliot Warburton: The Crescent and
the Cross 2 v. Darien 2 v.

Mrs. Humphry Ward: Robert Els-
mere 3 v. The History of David Grieve 3v.
Miss Bretherton 1 v. Marcella 3 V. The
Story of Bessie Costrell 1 v.

S. Warren: Passages from the Diary
of a late Physician 2 v. Ten Thousand a-
Year 3 v. Now and Then 1 v. The Lily
and the Bee 1 v.

“The WaterdaleNeighbours,"Author
of—wide Justin McCCarthy.

Hugh Westbury: Acte 2 v.

MissWetherell: The wide, wide World
1V. Queechyazy. The Hillsof the Shatemuc
2v. Sayand Sealzy. The Old Helmet 2 v.

Stanley J. Weyman: The House of the
Wolfrv. The Storyof Francis Cludde 2 v.
A Gentleman of France 2 v. The Man in
Black 1v, Under the Red Robe rv. My
Lady Rotha 2 v,

A Whim and its Consequences 1 v,

Walter White: Holidays in Tyrol 1 v.

‘Whitby: The Awakening of Mary Fen-
wick 2 v. In the Suntime of her Youth 2 v,

Richard Whiteing: The Island; or,
An Adventure of a Person of Quality 1 v.

S. Whitman: Imperial Germany 1 v,
The Realm of the Habsburgs 1 v.

“Who Breaks—Pays,” Author of—
2ide Mrs. Jenkin,

K. D. Wiggin: Timothy’s Quest r v.
A Cathedral Courtship, etc. 1 v.

Mary E. Wilkins: Pembroke 1 v,

C.J. Wills: vize F. C. Philips.

J-S. Winter: Regimental Legendsrty.
: F. Wood: The Passenger from
Scotland Yard ¢ V.

Mrs. Henry Wood: East Lynne V.

The Channings > v, Mrs. Hal]}i’gurtgn ’s

Zre price of eack volume

Troubles 2 v. Verner’s Pride 3v. The
Shadow of Ashlydyat 3 v. Trevlyn Hold
2 v. Lord Oakburn’s Daughters 2 v.
Oswald Cray 2 v. Mildred Arkell 2 v. St
Martin’s Evezv. Elster’s Follyzv. Lady
Adelaide’s Oath 2 v. Orville College 1 v.
A Life’s Secret 1v. TheRed Court Farm
2v. Anne Hereford 2 v. Roland Yorke
2v. George Canterbury’s Will 2v. Bessy
ane 2 v. Dene Hollow 2 v. The foggy
Nightat Offord, etc.1v. Within theMaze
2v. The Master of Greylands2v. Johnny
Ludlow (Zirst Series) 2 v. Told in the
Twilight 2 v. Adam Grainger 1 v. Edina
2v. Pomeroy Abbey 2 v. Lost in the
Post, etc. ByJ. Ludlowrv. A Tale of
Sin, etc. By J. Ludlow r v. Anne, etc.
By J. Ludlowtv. Court Netherleigh 2 v.
The Mystery of Jessy Page, etc. By].
Ludlow 1 v.” Helen ‘Whitney’s Wedding,
etc. By J. Ludlow 1 v. The Story of
Dorothy Grape, etc. By J. Ludlow 1 v.
M. L. Woods: A Viilage Tragedy 1 v.
The Vagabonds 1 v.
Wordsworth: The Poetical Works2v.
Lascelles Wraxall: Wild Oats 1 v.
Edm. Yates: Land atLast2v. Broken
to Harness 2v. The Forlorn Hope 2 v.
Black Sheep 2v. The Rock Ahead 2 v.
Wrecked in Port 2 v. Dr. Wainwright's
Patient 2 v, Nobody’s Fortune 2 v.
Castaway 2 v. A Waiting Race 2 v. The
yellow Flag 2 v. The impending Sword
2v. Two, by Tricks 1 v. A silent Witness
2 v. Recollections and Experiences 2 v.
S.L.Yeats: The Honour of Savelli 1v.
Miss Yonge: The Heir of Redclyffe
2 v. Heartsease 2 v. The Daisy Chain
2 v. Dynevor Terrace 2 v. Hopes and
Fears 2v. The young Step-Mother 2 v.
The Trial 2 v. The elever Woman 2 v.
The Dove in the Eagle’s Nest 2 v. The
Danvers Papers, etc. 1 v. The Chaplet of
Pearls 2 v. The two Guardians 1 v. The
caged Lion 2 v. The Pillars of the House
5 v. LadyHester rv. My young Alcides
2v. Thethree Bridesz v, ‘Womankindzv.
Magnum Bonum 2 v. Love and Life rv.
Unknown to History 2 v. Stray Pearls
(w. Port.) 2 v. The Armourer’s Prentices
2v. The two Sides of the Shield 2v. Nut-
tie’s Father 2 v. Beechcroft at Rockstone
2 v. A reputed Changeling 2 v. Two
penniless Princesses 1 v. That Stick 1 v.
Grisly Grisell 1 v.
“Young Mistley,” Author of—wide
Henry Seton Merriman,

s 1 Mark 6o Lfennig.
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Collection of German Authors.

Berthold Auerbach: On the Heights,
(Second Edition) 3 v. Brigitta 1 V.
Spinoza 2 v.

Georg Ebers: An Egyptian Princess
2v. Uardazv. Homo Sum:2v. The
Sisters [Die Schwestern] 2z v. Joshua 2v.
Per Aspera 2 v.

Fouqué: Undine, Sintram, etc. 1 v.

Ferdinand Freiligrath : Poems (Second
Edition) 1 v.

Wilhelm Gérlach: Prince Bismarck
(with Portrait) 1 v.

Goethe: Faust xv. Wilhelm Meister’s
Apprenticeship 2 v.

Karl Gutzkow:
Light 1 v.

F.W.Hacklander : Behind theCounter
[Handel und Wandel] 1 v.

‘Wilhelm Hauff: Three Tales 1 v.

Paul Heyse: L’ Arrabiata, etc. 1v. The
DeadLake, etc. 1 v. Barbarossa,etc. 1 v.

Through Night to

Series for

Lady Barker: Stories about 1 v.

Louisa Charlesworth: Ministering
Children 1 v.

Mrs. Craik (Miss Mulock) : Our Year
1 v. Three Tales for Boys 1 v. Three
Tales for Girls 1 v.

Miss G. M. Craik: Cousin Trix 1 v.

Maria Edgeworth: Moral Tales 1 v.
Popular Tales 2 v.

Bridget and Julia Kavanagh:
Pearl Fountain 1 v.

Charles and Mary Lamb: Tales from
Shakspeare 1 v.

Captain Marryat:
IV,

Emma Marshall:

The

Masterman Ready

Rex and Regina

Wilhelmine von Hillern: The Vulture
Maiden [die Geier-Wally] 1v. The Hour
will come 2 v.

Salomon Kohn: Gabriel 1 v.

G. E. Lessing: Nathan the Wise and
Emilia Galotti 1 v.

Fanny Lewald: Stellazv.

E. Marlitt: The Princess of the Moor
[das Haideprinzesschen] 2 v.

Maria Nathusius: Joachim v. Kamern,
and Diary of a poor young Lady 1 v.

Fritz Reuter: In the Year ’13 1 v
An old Story of my farming Days [Ut
mine Stromtid] 3 v.

Jean Paul Friedrich Richter: Flower,
Fruit and Thorn Pieces 2 v.

J. Victor Scheffel: Ekkehard. A Tale
of the tenth Century 2 v.

George Taylor: Klytia 2 v.

H. Zschokke: The Princess of Brun-
swick- Wolfenbiittel, etc. 1 v.

the Young.

Florence Montgomery: The Town
Crier; to which is added: The Children
with the Indian-Rubber Ball 1 v.

Ruth and her Friends. A Story for
Girls 1 v.

Mrs. Henry Wood: William Allair xv.

Miss Yonge: Kenneth; or, the Rear-
Guard of the Grand Army 1 v. The Little
Duke. Ben Sylvester’s Word 1 v. The
Stokesley Secret 1 v. Countess Kate x v.
A Book of Golden Deeds2v. Friarswood
Post-Office 1 v. Henrietta’s Wish 1 v.
Kings of England x v. The Lances of
Lynwood; the Pigeon Pie 1 v. P’s and
Q’s xv. Aunt Charlotte’s Stories of Eng-
lish History 1 v. Bye-Words 1v. Lads
and Lasses of Langley; Sowing and Sew-

Yxv.

ing rv.

The price of each volume is 1 Mark 6o Ffennig.

The “Novel Series.”

A new collection of bound one-volume novels.

Mrs. Humphry Ward: The Story of Bessie Costrell.

Bound 2 #

F. Anstey: Lyre and Lancet. With Twenty-four Full-Page Illustrations. Bound 3 S

..
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Nuevo Diccionario Espafiol-Aleman y Aleman-Espatiol. Por
D. Zuis Tolkausen. Second Edition. In two Volumes. Royal $vo. Sewed
+# 15,00, Cloth . 17,50. Half-morocco 4 20,50.

ictionary of the English and German Languages. By I, Sames.
Thirty-fourth Edition. Re-written by C. Stoffel. English - German and
German-English in one Volume. Crown 8vo. Sewed . 4,50. Bound /5,00

[A complete Dictionary of the English and French Languages for

general use. By W. Fames and A. Mols. Fourteenth Stereotype Edition.

Crown 8vo. Sewed . 6,00.

A complete Dictionary of the English and Italian Languages for

general use. By W. Fames and . Grus. Grassy. Eleventh Stereotype Edition.

Crown 8vo. Sewed . 5,00.

A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and German Languages.
By 5. E. Wessely. Twenty-second Stereotype Edition. Revised, altered, and
greatly enlarged by C. S/offeZ and G. Payn, assisted by G. Berlst. 16mo.
Sewed . 1,50. Bound % 2,25.

A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and French Languages.
By 7. E. Wessely. Twenty-second Stereotype Edition. 16mo. Sewed b 1,50,
Bound .# 2,25.

A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and Italian Languages.
By ¥. E. Wessely. Sixteenth Stereotype Edition, thoroughly revised and re-
written by G. Rigutini and G. Payn.  16mo. Sewed jb 1,50. Bound
S 2,23.

A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and Spanish Languages.
By 7. E. Wessely and 4. Gironés. Nineteenth Stereotype Edition, thoroughly
revised and entirely re-written by Z. Zvlkausen and G. Layn. 16mo. Sewed
S 1,50. Bound 4 2,25.

A New Pocket Dictionary of the French and German Languages.
By ¥. E. Wessely. Fifth Stereotype Edition. 16mo. Sewed . 1,50. Bound
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