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i« soliloquy, Baudoin sst down &t
e Nt ad catuly beges %o

Rabiot and Wenri Cordier waited
| &ll the servants had gone to their reoms
hen no sonnd was any longer to be heard

{6 the mansion they erept into the dead
man's stady and carefully bolted the two
g»on. letting the heavy tapestries fall over
ot & an additional precaution.
Armed with the famous keys, Rabiot
tked toward the safe. The secretary
hted bis way. The first thing was to
wce the three keys in their respective
ke This taske wes n:':n ‘dimmnln;:
but when it came D, ¢ ke
th‘;.nﬁsm! wll their efforts. ‘tvkﬂmﬂyi
there wae & cecret spring to be loosenet
by means of one of these numerous worde
¢ oitld be formed from the movable
ttore fixed upon the the three revelving
et
m"' fot ue try,” muttered Rabiot.
fn the dial was a little grove, a radius,
gunning from the centre to the clreumfer-
“:?l so6 the mechanism,” resumed R:‘o‘btoh
“ frie now March ; let ns ery March
e bronght the letter M into the ve
from the largest circle, the letter A from
fhe third circle, the letter R he had to take
&leo from the firet oircle, the letter € from
the second eircle, and the letter H from the
hird, :
Having his combination, hé !m;w! to turn
$he keys, but, as before, they resisted.
Pwenty fimes in snccossion Rabiot re
tod the trial, each time with & new word
d slwaye mesting the came failure
Mo was a¢ reid as o boiled lobster and out
of breath, and the sweat van down his I\\ro\v
#ndd over his choeks, At each new disa
pointment he groaned, gnnched his testh,
#nd struck the door with his st
CWhat day did my cousin get sick * he
sskod the secretary, o o Mk ¥
 Thursday, the eighth of March.
“ f oan do ne mors, but yet [ will.  Let
ue tey the figure H." ;
He brought the five letters into place, but
the keys turned no more than before.
Torsday now, Thureday ! he said in o
éhoking voice,
He composed the worde  Still no result.
This time he uttered & dreadful oath, He
folt himsolf conquered.
Nevertheless he conld not keep his eyes
off the dial. :
Mechanically, without even seeing them
he slipped six letters into the groove, an
when he had read the word that he had thus
formed, he gave o leap backwards, his big,
epen oyes remaining fived on the diak
The secretary bont over and read aleo.
€ Oh ™ enid he, with a start.
The word was Robber !
rmoe. promptly recovered, however, and
& ary, nervous laugh snapped from between
his teoth,
“ Who knows " continued he ; ** perhape
that is the word.”
Hie hand teied the first key and then the
others, but they remained in the same posi-

L0

Rablot tock them out in & rage, placing
$hem in hie pocket, put back the letters in
their places, thue obliterating the word that
he ms just thrown into his own face, and

ereot,

‘L am «tiff in my joints and am covered
with briiees,” said he, granting, ** Let's go
te bed, (‘mdior. =

tt Eﬂw«inll‘\‘ ae the time bae passed
Quickly ; it is 2 o'cleck in the morning. "

CCOh, the word, the word ' T am sure that
fascal of a Clement knows it

 Probahly

“ How can we exact it from him ¥

“ It wonld be difficult,”

“The wretch,  Well, we shall see.”

Joseph Rabiot left the study, first casting
& threatening glance at the safe.

CHAPTER 1V,

THE RAVENS,

At 8 o'clock in the morning Joseph Rabiot
Was up, Neoither hie discombiture of the
fight before nor the vicinity of the dead
?e{vl prevented him from slecping sonmdly,

fo wosastoniched that the secretary had
Bot coms down,

A servant brought him numerons cards on
& silver gilt vay.  He glanced at one of
them and enid

AN pight

Hae monsienr considered the guestion
of sending lettersof invitation to the funeral
&nd lotters announcing the death *" asked
the corvant

“Wers they net ordered yesterday ¢

Y Yes sir, and they ave here, "

“f do not know at all to whem to send
#Nt‘n I am not acquainted with my cotsin's

fende

“Well, the letters must be attonded to

ihont 3 let M. Cordier be in-
zrmm{ that L am waiting for him. "

Tise servant rotived, and & moment later
fhe sscratary anneared

CWell, well " éxelaimed the heir t “you
&re net very early, my dear siv,

“CThere is a reason tor at, Mensienr
Rubiot : it wae alveady daylight when | at
Rast sucooeded in gotton asteep.”

The o Weoie son, then, very  muoch
“gil't!vtl throtgh the night ¥

“Yeu: all sorte of ideas and then thie

ere running through my head. [ pe-
:w!ml & great deal and searched s groat
‘ . s

delay

 For what

* Woll, the word. ™

“The word ¥

“ Yeu, the word of the dial, which we
eonld not Bnd "

® Well v

€ f botieve | have found 6"

Rabiot's fuse lit up

 ¥on bolieve, "—exclaimed he ; * byt we
et be sure, Monsiow Uordier, "

“Of sonrcs, Monsiour, we shall hsve to
ey it " -

fORnt what was it that told you *°

“CWe were in M. Joramie's room when
B¢ breathed hie last.”

“ Yes, we were there,”

D0 you remember that ‘he  valet, who
Bad gone ot for a moment, came back to
hie mastor's side ¢

Cf pemsmbag it pﬁv"ﬂl\!“\‘

ML Joramie made a movement, and his
éyes, r\‘N"v!y votled by death, rested ”w‘y
on Clement s fave. "

€ Yeu, you "

€ And then M. Joramie nbter this word :
Claive. "

Joseph Rabiet straightened up as though
thers wors a ep@-#n-,_g inaide af Khim,

b e brue, it isbrae ! he oprled, ¢ Why
did I not voderstand, divine his thought ?
Cordier, | believe that you have found the
secret.

“f recall the incident, Monsienr Rabiot,
and in pieturing te mysslf the lMllg as it
Bappened and asking myself what M.
Joramie meant, it oconrred to me that,
Bav :.‘3» sntronctod the koye of hie safe to Cle<

Rondein, he was reminded him before
of the word necessary to opes i%"
| YOur reasoning was admirable, Cordier;
you ehall be well paid for this ™
he seoretary bowed, Josoph Rabics

"

person
to the floor ;
m;“mm»m secretary could not help
h‘:’%":’fy‘mmﬂn‘dy"‘ ﬂ'l‘ﬁ Rabiot;
“They did not lose o misute.  If I had
kuown I would huot have been in such a
to notify them.”
h“;? had wf.f:my gaid these words when
the door o[lmm«;x. a:;d two men and two
n bustled into the room.
“"?:h ! there he is, there he is; our dear
'I’
eo\rn;f:!h.'mm“ the women fell on Rabiot’s
neck, and he was unable to repel them, each
of his hands being held like a vice by his

NSing <
M’l‘h@ two cousine were flanked—Parizot,
by his wife, and Fourel by his daughter,
wheo had long been an old maid.

The farmer wore a grey felt hat on his
head, iron-tipped boots on his feot, andover
his overcoat of heavy maroon cloth, a
blouse of glossy blue linen.

The farmer’s wife had brought out of the
elothes press for the occasion, & k gar-
ment which ghe had had made some dozen

¢ before to wear as mourning for her
wisband,

The cooper was rather more decently
dressed than his cousin- black pantaloons
and waistcoat and a scanty frock coat,
whoso wrinkles and rumpled cloth showed
that it was scldom used,

Mademoiselle Anastasia Fourel, tall and
slim, with pale, thin lips, pointed. nose,
clear and piercing eyes, and angular
throughout her petdon, had exactly the air
and aspect of a religious ascetic. Under
the queer head-dress, which fitted ove

vt of her head and covered her fore! v
t was impossible to see & hair. In her close
ont, frock-shaped drese she looked like a
pole rigged up as a scarecrow,

The two cou came together, having
mot unexpectedly in the Orlcans Station,
which they eoxplained to Rabiot, who
soomed surprised to see them all.

‘“ Ah! indeed,” said Rabiot ; “ you muss
neod refreshments ; something to eat shall
be served immediately.”

He was looking for & way to getrid of

them.

“Oh! really ne,” answered B.rhotk
“my wife and I ate heartily on the way.

‘ Counsin,” chimed in Anastasia, * this
is my second vieit to Parie, and the first to
this magniticent mansion.  Show it to ns
then ; I am in & hurey to ses and admire di
the beautiful things, and all the wealth is
containg

“ Come, cousin,” said the cooper, ‘‘ the
women are curious; we must satisfy them.”

They thought ne more of M. Joramie
than if he had been in the ground & hun-
dred yoars,

Rabiot was captured and had to submit.

“ Well, come,” he anewered, seoing that
the two women were fully determined not
to release him, :

We will noe describe in detail the ridicu-
lons, grotesque, distressing, sickening scenes
that suec one another for a long hour,

Lmagine greedy heire, infatuated by their
joy, dieputing about this and that, and

loating over the posseseions of a dead man
riko hungry ravens over the body of & dead
honst,

“Oh! what superb furniture!” the
women said ; it must have cost the very
eyes in his head--gold, gold everywhere ;
all thie is silk ; real lace ; and this velvet is
as thick as your hand. I never saw any-
thing hke it "

When Madame Parizot opens a closet or &
drawer, Madamoiselle Anastasia watched
her, fearing that she might put some valu-
able article in her pocket. aod when she
i turn opened any piece of furniture, the
farmer’s wife had her hand at her shoulder.
It was to oo, shesaid : yos, to seo—whether
her relative tilched anything,

Sueh was the degree of confidence that
these good relatives placed in each other.

In the linen room the two women went
into ccstacies, just & moment before all had

been lost in astonishment in the presence of -

gold and silver plate.

** There is linen for you, fine and rich !
cried the farmer’s wife.

“dust touch that, cousin ; it is as soft as
sitk.  Decidedly, our cousin's wife--I do
not know the dear defunct--wae a serious
woman, an orderly woman, She must have
done the buying.  Count, if you will ; I bet
there are a hundred pair of shoets, a gross
of napking, sixty table clothes, ”

Fne romarks, observations, comments,
fairly rained.

** There is nothing in the Orléans Catho--
dral that can be compared te what [ see
here, ov even in the house of Monseigneur
the bishop,” whispered the devotee,

Onee they had to pass before the door of
the death-chamber.

* Cousin Rabiot, why de you not take us
in there ' asked Fourel.

'* The corpse is in there ; but if you in-
gist npon jpe."

The provinciale walked away as fast as
{V‘Q‘IMG. Mademoiselle Anastasia crossing
iwrself and mumbling the first two verses
of the De Profundis

Rabiot conld not aveid taking them into
M. Joramie's cabinet. Like himself the
night before, his counsel wanted to look
éverywhere,

“Well, consin,” said Parivot,
the safe, ‘* that is where the bon
and silver are, [ suppose.”

“T cuppose on®

CWell," oo @9 peasant, looking
steacily at RaMoty *““have you not tuken a
little look at theas®

“The thought Bas not even occurred to
me. In the first place, you not being here,
I had no vight to teuch anxming. since we
are heire by the same title

“That is well said, Cousin Rabiot; but
now that we are all three hore it will be all
vight for us to open the safe.”

“No: and I will not do it,” replied
Rabiot hypocritically : we are the heirs, it
is true, but we have not been put in posses.
sion of ihe estate. We cannot and onght
not to do anything except in the presence
of & notary-

‘“ T believe that cousin is right,” ventured
Fourel ; ‘“there must be & notary, and an
inventory, and the production of our proofs,
establiching that we are the heirs and &
multitude of ether things beside,”

These words convinced Parizot, who in-
sisted no longer.

" Un the whele, cousin,” asked Fourel,
‘“at what Bﬁum do you estimate the estate?”

“Faith, T do not know; no one has
theronghl ‘MN“MIIM me with our poor

e

inting to
and gold

consin's &
* He was said to be immensely rich.”
‘* Cortuinly, he was very rich, ”
bt tm that we
pro A Mademoiselle A
** Well, Consin Rabiot,” resumed Parizot,
“in your apinion, how much doss he leave?’

v Ten, fifteen, perhaps twenty millio:.u:

—
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o Wo“w Ins;o. just seen ;orybnbun‘dﬂllﬁ
; there is nothi t w
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We will each take our
you, of & portion of the linen, say

As for the rest of the furniture, it is

my opinion that we had better not divide it.”

J Rabiot smiled graciously.

“For my part, [ want one of my cousin’s
watches,” said Fourel.

“ And so do 1,” said Parizot.

“Fach will get his watch, will he not
Cousin Rabiot ?

I have no objection,”

*I think,” continued the farmer’s wife,
“that there is no necessity to divide the
furniture. It is much too magniticent for
us simple people-—-I refer to myself and
husband.”

“We will estimate the value the
whole,” replied Rabiot, eagerly, ‘“‘ and out
of my share of the cash, I wil pay each of
you for your share of the furniture.”

Madame Parizot remained silent a mo-
ment; then, shaking her head, she said in

stiff tones :

¢ Cousin, we ﬁood . from the coun-
try are not capable of estimating the value
of all the things here. You will find it a
good plan, dear cousin, for us to employ
experts.” :

“ Oh ! if we put ourselves into the hands
of business men we shall net get out
again except at the cost of a good, round
sam. ”

‘“ Well, Cousin Rabiot, we shall have the
means with which to pay them,” rejoined
Fourel. * For my part I agres with
cousin’s wife and approve of what she

u{a“
biot knitted his brows and bit his lips.
The farmer’s wife continued :

“ 1 abeolutely insist, absolutely, that
there shall be a sale, a public sale, at auc-
tion.”

“ That's the idea,” affirmed Fourel.

80 you wish to scatter the furniture of
our cousin, who leaves us millions ?” cried
Rabiot, turning pale ; “what will people
sayof ns? Such a scandal

** But, cousin, it happens every day.”

“ Every day,” ec Flourel, “‘in Paris
as eleewhere.’

‘“ After all,” continued Madam Parizot,
with a cunning smile npon her lips, “‘Cousin
Rabiot, who spoke a moment ago of his in-
tention, will not be deprived of the right to
buy at the sale, and if he buys the whole he
wiﬁ have full and complete satisfaction ;
the beautiful furniture of Cousin Joramie
shall notbe scattered.”

Joseph Rabiot could no longer hide his
ill-humor. So, to avoid displaying his an-

, which would have had bad effect, he

ft the room.

* We will talk of all these at the proper
time,” said he, rising. ‘‘I have various
things to attend to, among others the send-
ing off of the letters announcing the death;
Ilec.ve you to talk together.”

He went out looking askance at the farm-
or’s wife,

“Well, I am rid of them for a little
while,” he murmured.

And he went straight to M. Joramie’s
study, where the secretary was waiting foy
him, meanwhile rapidly writing names and
addrosses on large mourning envelopes.

The doors locked, the two accemplices,
without loss of time, resumed the attack on
the safe.

The word Clair quickly formed, Rabiot
put the tirst key in the lock, but could not
make it turn,

‘* Add the letter o,” said Henry Cordier.

The letter ¢ was made to join the letter r.

At lust the key turned, and & slight creak-
ing was heard within the iron door.

‘It is the word,” stammered the secre-
tary, breathlese with excitement.

Rabiot held the second key, but his hand
trembled so that he could not insert it is
the lock.

** Make haste,” said Cordier.” T just
heard the noise of & carriage in the court-
yard, steps in the vestibule ; we shall be
surprised.”

The key finally entered and made a halt
turn, which was followed by a second slight
croaking like the first,

Now it was for the third key to perform
its office.

But Joseph Rabiot had not time to take it
from his pocket. The noise of the doore
opening suddenly and the sound of numer-
ous steps were heard, while from several di-
rections voices called out :

‘* Cousin Rabiot.” ** Cousin Rabiot !

He stood up, frightened.

* You here,” said the secretary, no less
frightened than his accomplice.” ** Your
relatives are calling you, and looking for
you ; they must not find you here. Quick,
quick, take out the keys.”

And while Rabiot tremblingly abeyed,
the secretary, keeping his rrosvm-n of mind
better, moved the cireles of the dial and put
each letter back in its place. Rabiot pre-
cipitately loft the study, and, red and out
of breath, started for the prineipal drawing
room, where he found himself in the pres:
ence of four men dressed in black.

““This is Monsieur Joseph Rabiot,” said
Clement, who was with these three gentle.
men.

Then one of these men, wearing a white
cravat and a frock coat buttoned up, ad-
vanced toward the heir and said to him :

I am the justice of the peace,” monsieur.

“ The justice of the peace,” stammered
Rabiot. .

‘1 have come to seal the dead man's
offects according to the law,” concluded the
magistrate.

The stupefied Rabiot, rolling his big be-
wildered eyes, took three steps backward.

CHAPTER V.
ree—
THE SEALR

Thore was a moment of silence, during
whieh the two cousins and their female
relatives came in. Their appearance had
the effect of restoring Rabiot’s self-posses-
sion,

“ I bog your pardon,” said he to the Jjus-
tice, “but i do not see any necessity of
affixing seals here.”

“It is the law;
ignorant of it,”

‘“ T know that the law requires such pre-
cautions in certain cases-—when the heirs
are absent or when one or more interested
parties send for the magistrate, ™

“ Or when the magistrate acts by his own
authority, as itis his right -and often even
his duty to do go.”

*“ Be it so, sir, but in the present case,
civil justice needs no representative Here
are M. Fourel and M. Parizot, my two
cousing.  Wo are the only relatives of M.
Joramie, and mmw]nontfy hig sole heirs,
As you see, sir: there is ne use in affixin
soals, involving expenses which itis wel
to avoid when possible,”

‘*So far, sir,” replied the magistrate,
‘“there is nothing to prove that you and

iF two cousine are the sole relatives and

eirs of M. Joramie.”

* We are very sure of it,” said Parizot.

* Absolutely certain,” Fourel asserted
more positively.

‘* I¢ there & will showing
moiraof the deceased 1 uz:ll

you certainly are not

" AT whose uest will the seals be
removed, Mowemur Justice?” he asked,
e hape, sir.”

* Ane rs, per sir.

“ And m lo:; a ti:’e must elapse before
the removal can take place.” .

“J canmot tell you; that will dq;end on
several circumstances; we shal.l see.” a
““But we cannot stay in Paris indefinitely,

mbled Parisot.

* That is true,” insisted Fourel ; “I have
my house, my business, my work to look
after.” T

** But, gentleman,” said the justice of the

ace, ‘‘nothing compels you to stay in

ris; you can return to your homes per-
fectly well, and come back when you are
called.” :

The two women looked at each other in
consternation. : <

Clement Baudoin, M. Jorame's faithful
old servant, watched the scene with a cun-
ning smile upon his lips. :

’l%xe justice of the peace gave a signal to
the three men who accompanied him, and
immediately the operation began. The
work, done couscientiously, did not last
less than two hours. L

The doors of all the rooms which it was
not absolutely necessary to enter were
sealed, as well as the magnificent art
gallery. :

In the other rooms, to every piece of fur-
niture having doors or drawers the Iregt
seal of red wax was affixed. Thisdone, the
justice of the peace left one of his men
as the guardian of the seals, a sitle which
was likewise conferred upon Clement
Baudoin.

Joseph Rabiot was really much taken
down. ‘He was no longer so arrogaut and
no longer assumed the air of a master.

*¢ It is this cursed servant who has played
us one of his tricks,” thought he. Then he
went back into M. Joramie's study to cast a
glance at the safe. Three red seals her-
metically closed the key holes.

Seals having been fixed to the doors of the
room formerly belonging to Madame Jora-
mie, Joseph l{abiot, as well as his cousin,
had to content himself with a room on
the upper floor, adjoining those of the
servants. ; .

He could have gone to hisown house, but
he was determined to remain where he was.
It seemed to him that, if he passed a night
outside of the mansion, he should never get
back into it.

Two days later the funeral of the cele.
brated banker was conducted with great

Mg.re than three thousand persons fol-
lowed the funeral car, drawn by six mag-
nificently harnessed and caparisoned horses.

The three causinc led the mourners. Be-
hind them Mme Parizot and Mlle. Anas-
tasia wept like Magdalens, and with so
much effusion that it was difficult to believe
their tears insincere.

Then came the servants of the deceased,
all in deep mourning.

Out of all the mourners only the Count
de Soleure accompanied M. Joramie's coffin
to the cemetery of Pere Lachaise.

It was not M. Joserh Rabiot, the appa-
rent heir, who had ordered the magnificent
funeral. Clement Baudoin had attended to
all that.

Rabiot was astonished to see the valet
act with an authority which was a bold en-
croachment on the rights which he believed
to be his own.

‘ Will you tell me who authorizes you to
do all this?”" he asked the old servant.

*“1am executing my master’s orders,”
answered Clement, coldly.

“ What do you mean *”

** I say, and I repeat, I am executiag the
orders given me by my master before his
death.”

And taking the paper from his pocket,
the servant added, ‘* there are M. Joramie’s
instructions concerning his funeral, written
with his own hand.”

* And where do you geu all the money
that you are spending ?”

‘* My master left with me, for this pur-
pose, 15,000 frances ; also 50,000 to be dis-
tributed among the poor families of the
neighborhood. = I have deposited the 50,000
francs in the safe at the mayor's office, and
‘hold a receipt for it. As for the 15,000 for
the funeral, in as much as I probably shall
not spend it all, I shall account for the
balance to the heirs.”

Joseph Rabiot had nothing more to say.
Consequently he kept his mouth shut. Bat
he was not content. The 30,000 francs
given to the poor tormented him. If M.
Joramie had shown such liberality, he
could not have forgotten the servaats,
several of whom had been with him for
years.

And the disturbing idea that M. Joramie
had made a will came back to him with
the implacability of a judicial condemna-
tion.

For, indeed, however good the secretary’s
eyes, he could not have seen everything.
M. Joramie might have succeeded in bailling
the active watchfulness of Henry Cordier.
It was clear moreover —and many things

sttested it—that M. Joramic had not too
much confidence in his sceretary.

In faet, if Henry Cordier had been a man
to M. Joramie's liking he and not (he v.le:
would have been entrusted with the obse-
quics and the gifts to the poor.

It is certain, said Rabiot to himself, that
there is something behind all this.

After reflection, he continued.

*“ If there is a will why do they not pro-
duce it? Where is the notary? We are
here and they let us stay here. If we are
not heirs, why do they not say to us, what
are you doing in this house? You are in-
truders ; we do not know you ; get out!
Faith, I understand nothing of it, nothing,
nothing, nothing, but [ scent some mystery,

** Now, if there is a will —and that ih.re
is one everything leads me to expect- he
must have written it himself ; then it is
locked up in the safe. T have it : R
yes-—there is a will, and it is in the safo.
and nobody knows it, nobody. Ah ' if [
had not began to tremble like an idiot I
should have opened the safe—I had time
enough. And now the will would either
be in my pocket or burned up.

** But,” continued he, ** I am allowed to
stay here. I do, then, count for somethine

biot’s cousins, not wishing to leave him
in the house alone, had decid . ...
their stay in Paris, though it siould i
month.  Not sharing his fears .
quility was perfect. They
very quietly, eating an?
best, sleeping, walking, i
and museums, and the great dry goods
stores, where they bought nothing. but
fixed their choice in ns\':mu‘ upon the
beautiful things which they would pnrchase
with the first millions of the estate upon
which they could lay hands. 3

One day, the sixth after . 7. -
f\lnenl, Juooph Rabiot decided 1o 3
lawyer to ask his advice. N.i:
gan by acquainting him with the situation.
* My dear client,” replied the notary when
be had finished, * what yon to!] me < -
very sil)gx)lar and like you, I do not under-

it.”

** Do you believe that there is a will **
““ 1 should not be at all surorien? T
could not undertake o say pustuveiy.
.d“" :ll, what ought Ido? What do you
vige !
&o lawyer remained silent & moment,
* Do you know M. Joraime's Iawyer *"h

AUS

passed the time
e
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Leaving nis own lawyer, Rabiot went to
M. Joramie’s.

M. Simeon invited the cousin to be seated
ndlethimulkulongaheduiredwi::;
out interrupting him, listening with

When Rabiot had reached the end of his
story, M. Simeon said to him : *“ My dear
8ir, to-day is Friday, the 26th of March ; on
Monday next, the 29th, in the morning,
between 9 and 10 o’clock, the seals will be
removed ; immediately afterward the in-
ventory will be proceeded with, which will
probably last through the week ; I will add
that I am the lawyer appointed for this pur-
w I have nothing else to say to you.

onday, my dear sir ; Monday. -

And with exquisite politeness the great
lawyer dismissed Joseph Rabiot.

That very evening the latter informed his
cousins that the seals would be removed the
following Monday. It is useless to add
that the heirs awaited Monday with ex-
treme impatience.

CHAPTER VL

THE LAST LETTER.

The Count de Soleure was dining with
friends at home, when the tel came
telling of Mr. Joramie’s death. - %ean came
into his eyes. He had lost a friend.

¢ Poor Joramie " he murmured, shaking
his head sadly ; *“ the same woman cruelly
struck us botch,wounding him most cruelly,
aud now he is dead.”

His guests departed shortly afterwards,
expressing sympathy with the Count.

fore going to his room the Count said
to Ambroise .\%ourillon, who had passed the
winter at the Count’s house, “ My dear
Mourillon, may I ask you not to go out to-
m(l)rrow morning? I want your time my-
self.” :

“I am entirely at your disposition,
Count.”

*“Thank you! In entrusting to me his
last message—a letter of which I have
spoken to you—M. Joramie gave me to
understand that it referred to certain work
to be done and I may need you on this
matter.”

‘* My life is yours, Count; I should be
very happy if I could yet do something to
help you.”

*“Well, my dear Mourillon, to-morrow
morning we will read M. Joramie's letter
together. Then we shall know what is
asked of me. Whatever it may be, I shall
conform to the last wishes of my poor
friend. The confidence of a dead man is
not to be betrayed.”

The next morning, at nine o’clock, Mou-
rillon entered the study of the count, who
was already seated at his desk. He took
from a drawer the mysterious package, its
large seal unbroken, and made a sign to
Mourillon to take a chair.

‘I preferred,” explained the Count, *“not
to break the seal until you were present.
We will read it together.”

The Count tore open the envelope and
unfolded the manuscript which, beginning
with these words, Monsieur Count, was put
in the form of a letter.

M. de Soleure read :

** Moxsievr Covst: It is to my friend
and still more to the man of pre-eminent!
kind heart who has suffered much, that
send this last letter:

“ You have suffered, my friend ; for
ears you wept over a child which you had
ost, which had been taken from you ; but

you found your child ; God dried your tears.

‘“ 1 too have a child, a lost child some-
where on earth; I have looked for it,
looked long, looked everywhere ; but alas !
less fortunate than you, I have not found it.

‘¢ It is a sad story that I am about to tell
you, Count—a confession.

‘I was born at Beaugency, where my
father, an exciseman had married. I was
but § years old when my mother died. My
father was then living at Nevers. Thanks
to the aid of some high officials with whom
my father was on good terms, and perhaps
a little also to my own intelligence and
capacities, I entered the Nevers grammar-
school, where I studied long enough to take
the degree of bachelor of letters.

* My father, who had then been ap-
pointed collector, had been living for twe
years in the little town of Bourgneuf. As [
imd little fancy for becoming one of thas
class of officials, maliciously called cellar-
rats, my father, unable to maintain me long
in idleness, sent me to the only lawyer in
the town as a junior clerk.

‘ In time—tive years—I had succeeded
in earning enough to support myself—a
thousand francs a year. A thousand francs,
to be sare, at that time, was worth double
what it is to-day. So my situation, com-
paratively speaking, was a good one.,

time that I get into a positien

I should. not have to rely on my

r. for a short time afterward he died as

as he had always lived—a chronic
government small office-holder.

** My employer had the heart to reward

my labor and services, and I acquired the

k- wledge necessary to fill the place of head

" une day I met. in one of the streets of
tue town, a young girl, whose beauty, mod-
est air and lock of exquisite gentleness,
captivated me

** Not being acquainted with the girl, for
I then saw her for the first time, I wished
to know who she was. [ inquired, and
found my beautiful young girl was named
Claire Guerin, and that she lived with her
parents in the little village of Bourgvoisin,
a little over a mile from the town, where
she came every day to work as seamstress

** Thencaforth I thought of nething but
Miss Claire and I sought some means of
deeing her again, which was easy, since I
had only to loiter in her road, in the morn-
ing when she came to town and in the even-
ing when she returned to the village.

“Thns T saw her several times, and one
evening [ spoke to her. She had noticed
nie before, and I divined her feelings in the
blush which suddenly colored her cheeks

i and brow. She listened to me very much

agitated and trembled a little, but with no
anger, trying to smile.

** What did I say to her? Such things as
an amorous youth of twenty-two may say to
a young girl.  And she answered me with

the innocence and candor of her eighteen
years

o wpanied her to the end of the
road, pressed tie naud which was placed in
mine and we - left each other—to meet te-
morrow !

Y s each other almost every day,
0:1 4 bula morning and evening, and some-
times even in the course of the day. when
she could get away from the shop and I
could escape from the law office.

** What shall I say to you, Count ?
madly in love with my pretty se

ve calls for love. I loved
Tov: 7 e

mised her all that a youne

v w0 thonght of the 1

romise—to love her all my life.

ﬁor. to make her happy. And we built (in

Spain) enchanted palaces.  On the tine oaths
snd beautiful dreams of youth !

** Claire had the fullest confidence in me:
all that I said to her she believed. She was
Wil e, without fear ; she would have
braved aunything to throw herself in my
prms. The future opened before her sunny
and b, :

‘A business matter in the office which

been ially entrusted to me, put me
connection with a director of a New York
king house. This director, M. Debru-
m, was a Frenchman. My signature,
Joraime, at the end of the letters
Which I addressed to him struck him,

““ He wrote me a personal letter, asking

if I was the son of VP:lentine Joramie, ex-
whom he knew very well in
wer days, and of whom he was an inti-

{ T'o be continued. ]

tom arry

They poultice her !
And blisrersd i

No wonder its
She grew b PITRERE, i
The torturing pains and disres:l
nervousness which accompany.
times, certain forms of ** feniule wonl
ness,” yield like magic to I:r. Di:-
Favorite Prescription. It iz ru
vegetable, perfectly acr
adapted to the declicate o
of woman. It allays and «
nervous symptoms and relieve
pain accompanying functional
o ic troubles.
r. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription
containg no alcohol to inebriat
8syrup or sugar to ferment in the ston
ach and cause distress; is as peculiar
its curative effects, in the dise
afflict womankind, as in its comp
It's a legitimate medicine—an invi il
ating, restorative tonic, a soothing and

andg
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MISS MITCHELYX,
DRESS &« MANTLE MAKER

New Cutting System. Havirg secured the services of a first.class
Catter, I am prepared to warrant ail Cutting and Fitting, Is always ready to assist in
matching Trimmings. All customers from s distance waited apon op Saturdays.
Latest Fashions always on hand., All orders promptly attended to.

MILLINERY— bhave on hand a select stock of Milli-

nery, and am now prepared to make Hats and Bonnets and all Millinery
in the Latest Fashions. Prices reasonable.

ROOMS—Over Warner & Perry’s Dry Goods Store, Doheny Block, next door to
A. Higinbotham’s Drug Store,

OLD ENGLISH
Condition
Powder.

Twelfth year the farmers of this district have been using it. Sales larger tham ever. Sold in
Manitobs, Muskoka, Eastern Ontario,—in fact all over. Rain or shine it won't hurt any
animal. 25 cents each, 5 for $1.00

A. HIGINBOTHAM, - Druggist, Lindsay.
FOR

Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO

ANDERSON, NUGENT, & Co.

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

—————

Undertakers and Cabinet Makers.

Call and see our stock. No trouble to show it.

ANDERSON, NUGENT & CO.

Builders’ Interests Looked After
D 3 B 1 T.19

Now in full blast, and dry

lDoors, Sash, Blinds, Mouldings, &c.

with prices right. Parties intending to build

and inspect our work before buying elsewhere,

them that they will save money by
doing so, :

INGLE & RYLEY

Cambridge and Wellington Streets

guaranteed,
should call
and we will convinee

L8681y




