T

Penles wik & elinple and even [nnocens
youg giel: ik dhe il net lncke good onee
GF judginent ; he had the feonlty of in
witla, and wscatinted for  many things
feadily encighc. But «he conld not
#and everything boing ignoreit of leote

It Wk tapossible for hee 16 imnglng

¥ ehe would tallke with hee brother 5 he
wottld throw light on whet row seomed ne
somprehensible

She gte bt 1606, for, a¢ e hndd said to
Madaine Hawiel, the joye that Rlled her
hear® took away Ber appsotite.

After duner e Ramel showed Denise
Fhe Foafi that ehe was 16 have ; thew they
Went f0 the fose-colored resoption room,

Reve they st down o & wnll eofe, side

mk; O Now." it M Remel, * we

fatle.
€ yoiig wite operied the converetion.
brielly e possitile, without sy detaile,
told hor history fom the day when
Fillon fotiid hev & lost orphag child by
foadelde ke her marringe with George
16l of whome Wer foster brother was &

1pit
“ﬁmi«‘ wae avivased.  She hiad just loarned
hew Lacien and Herminte had fonnd each
othier ¢ she kiew that her brothor lived &%
the Rolewrs maneion, @@ that he wae at
enee the pupil and Feiend of the great artist,

Greorkes Ruwmel, :

Dewige, i tain, told Medame Ramel how
#he had lved dnce ke departure from Vig
BOEE, o which place ehe had. tetuenad bub
OROE, “Oine Ewo Yome ago. She had not
fiuch to tell, and her stosy was not long,
She miuht have itereated Madmne  Ramel
by telthing her of Charlos Labawne, whom
#he lavod wnd whe lovod hor 3 but ehe  did
wot dire Why ¢ She wonld not have
known how o way ih. Howsver confiding &
Woten miny be, there ie always & cornet of
her heart which ehe kospe clossid,

Moreaver, Dewise folt that she must not
toll Maduime Rawel that she had just lofh

otk ot Hole to come to Paris to soe her

Fother, @ ehe cotilid not have concealed
thie hud ehe told hor of hoe love and her
bover, :

Unilotbtedly ghe wonld tell that she had
beei faleoly acoused, taken off by she police
&nd pot in pison, bt te M. Mouritlon
Hiw ehe wontld hiave b0 tell, since ehe et
Keep hor promise b0 hor old feiend, Rean
Sotipie

(v?m‘ afternoon <he tited to soe Mouril
lon, btk the 6kl man, aftor talking more
Ehar an hour in the Count'e private office,
ke gone ont

To componeate hor «he had the pleasure,

e diniier, of & good houe slone with

toien.  Helder with her Brother than with
Miudme Rumel, ehe qpoke to him of (bueles

abaitie, who had fallen in love with her,
@nd who, although «he wase bub o poor ser
vt wanted to marey her
© Blushing, with eyes lowered, she con-
fewesidt 1@ em‘k"n that ehe loved Churlee La-
banme,

While listening to hie sieter’s idyll Lucien
thowght of Kugeinie Lurean and sighed,
Deiies wak loved, ehe was sure of ib, and
ke ulae b he wae in doubt,

Aftei w mement' edlencs Denie aneweresd:

 Laelen, jiret now gou sl bo me + ¢ f
&n working, and chadl work «till wore to

t & dowry for yan' "

¢ Yer, Denies ™

AWl baoien, liston to we.  Work, ssll
Four pictures, gob vich, and become, if yoa

Gl great painter like M. Georgee Ramel ;
btk yoit de not deeam  6f  accumulating a
dewr ¥ which | de sot want,  Oh, de nob
mieindoretand my worde ¢ whea yon ate
pich wnd happy, | will st cofuse your
bevore, bt & dowry | de not weed end
Ao nob wand

YoV on ees, Eaeisn, [ have my own itloae ;
Fknow what | am worth, and | have my
price. Doniss Morel will never bay 4 hue

':'unl \ dowry ! Absusd ! Should | be
worth any  more with twonty thouwsand
Prance ¢ No, ne boam poog s Charlos
bovers me ne b am ¢ he will sither harey me
rnm, with hie father's consent, or he will
ook sleswhore

\ woman hag ne wesd of money when

#he bringe hor hivgband honesby, youth, twe

oo arwe o help him il hie work, and »
ﬁ‘c@w t love him

CHAPTER VI

FHE 0 w0

A week aftor M. Jorawmie's will wae road
a‘m rnu:mw« of the velatives, and the

e de Solenve had asccopted the dnt_y of
Exeeitor, Ambyoite Mouvition loft Parie to
begin the search for Claire Guerin, M, Jopa
w6 ¢ hair

Monsiition knew that the Porbant mite
slor with which he wae charged and which
be aceepted with pleasire, wonld be &
@B anvd srdnone one ¢ but entered HpPOR
i valiantly, hie beare full of hops,  He
fetiod on chanees, whieh does wich wonders
whew it intervenes, and il meore on Pro
Videnos, & marvelons in fe manifeatations,
that Divine Previdence whose t»nm‘i!mhmo@
he had vecognised wnder wany dilferont
SiEcumstances.

The wafertunate Claive Giuertn, he eid to
kimieolf, had commitiod & «in of which she
was not @eone guitty, and the prrichiment
infhicted on her by her (abher Wwas excesive
Thie wan, thie favher, forgot that the
Eraveet errors, and sVeR GFIMER, aFe en
bitled to pardon, and that there is meroy
for every e

So thotight the good Meurttlon one Pne
mfining ke 6 ed ab Hovrgvoien,
and el begat his fnvestigations,
Hie s erecemsively all the porsons in the
village by the name of Guerin, all wore or
e dietant relutives 6f the wnfortunn:.
{ ¢

Rrerywhere he went the smme :

Since Clatre Guerin had lefé Rourgvoisia,
deiven away by her futher, #othing had
seer beon hewrd of her. It wae the genersi
soRviction that the poor girl had died of
misery,

Mourilles paid & vielt t6 the eldest of the
' of 8¢ . & brother of the
tht 6f Rourgvoisin and con-

e i
aseirs gon, Wiy &ll these ?:mﬁgamm?

t thonght they wore &Il over, but it scorns

they are boginning again. Wit ie the

et My poor wiece ie dead, elee she

have feturned to ok navive place. €

Wwas & good @l whem

€he made & mistake ; yor ehe was lowe guiley

than he whe ?‘tt!;ﬂi FIQ:‘ MNOCORES | he ie
thape deiven by remorse,

ke hae boon leoki F‘” Clsir ,

looking for hey, f he had sont you to

Bowrgy olein, s, My tett Wi

from me that i € b

6vil that he hae

the wreteh,

CHAPTEN VIL

TRE RECELATION.

“ My dear ohild,” wid Mow te De«
a6 ane morning, ¢ your brothog said thes
Jou have some serions things to say t6 me,
umn:‘moonm to me.  Jo it reslly &

** Yeu, sir: [ have s seores and o story, o

very swd story, to tell you ”
ourillon's firet thought was that the

{(mng €rl war going to tell him her own

istory and confess some grave error.  Rug
he felt immedintely reassnred on mmlkin:s
the serenity of Denise’s fuce, the candor
her countennice and the soft light of her
eyes, which reflected as in & wirror the
iun;mm of her heart; the purity of her
0on :

** Then, Denise,” he continned, “‘youwish
to confide your secret to me

“ Yo« to you alone.”

* Conld you not as well have made your
brother your contident o

‘L tokt Lncien, that [ had promised to
tell no one but vou, "

Fhat ie o ditforent ang. Well, Denise,
Lam vendy to listen to you.'

Denise gave a quick glence in the direo-
tion of the doer, :

“ Oh! be eavy,” said Mourillion, ¢ no
one can hear ue, and we shell noet be dis-
turbed, for Madame Ramel rarely rices be
fore R or £.30, R0 you can speak without
fear "

‘1 the livet place, siv, [ must tell you
that, before coming to Paris, | was for
fearly two years o servant at the farm of
GQrandval
<t AL the farm of Grandval I repeated
Mourillon,

* Ave you familiar with s ¢

* Noo Bt | know there ie & farm af
Grandval & fow loaguse from Blode ™

** Really, Monsienr Mouritlon, one would
think thet you had besn in that section ”

O have traveled a great deal”
answered the old man, smiling.  ** Anc
yo;n wete o servant at this furn of Grand-
val "

' Yos, Monsieur Mourillon.”

* Tien your master wae M. Parisot, the

nt farmer there ™

“ What " oried Denise, *“you know M.
Parisot "

“ My dear child, [ know "P"" people, but
[ have only heard of your former master,
never saw him "

M. Parisot hae & vousin "

 He hae two, Denise.

“Possible: but [ know only the one
whom [ have seon at the furm.”

't What ie his name ***

tt Joseph Rabiot, ™

AR ah ! Joseph Rablos

Do you know him

* No wore than the other ; but [ have
heard of him aleo,

** He ie & wicked man.” .

[ do not say to the contrary : but What
has he done ta you, Denive’” Speak, my
ohild, epeak ; am  lstening with the
keenecat interest,

There wae another servant with me as
Grandval ; she was over G0 yeare old, and
bad besir o servant on the farn nearly
fortyfive yeure. She had taken me into
het friendship, sud | loved her very much,
Monsiour Mounvillon ; we were like mother
andd daughter to cach other. My poor Beau-
Soupir !

Al ' thie old servant was called Beau-
Noupie '

* Ye<, that was not her real name, "

 OF conrse not ;. Beaw-Soupir conld have
(ml?‘ besn o nickname,

It wae oneo apphied to her hpcause ehe
wae unwilling to teil any one her name or
where <he came from, and it stuck to hep
and <ho was nover callod anytliiig olse. Rut
when she came to the fari she told her
name to the mistress, who entered it into a
little acconnt boek,

“One day Madwme Parisot chawced to
find the little book, read the nawe written
I»‘\- hey prodecessor and alen the date of the
ol sorvant's arvival at the farin.  Rut she
Wive naE quite sure that it was the name of
Beaw Sonpir She did everything in the
workid to tind ont and induce the servant to
tell her story, but in vain, HmwSonpir re-
wained dimb ; ehe dad eworn never to tell
who ehe wae and nl\\‘r\\‘! to I:wp silence re-
garding her past.  But thoee inte oeted in

- makifig bor spoak knew wore than she sup-

posedc  They probably had made investiga-
tiong and found ont, | know not how, & part
of poeor Bean Nupir's secret,

“One day oseph  Rabiot, the Parie
consin, arvived at the farme  He pretended
that he had been at Rlois on bueness and,
being «0 near Grandval, was unwilling to
tetrn to Patis withont sesing his dear
consin and hie wife. The ma<tere received
bim  with great  demonstrations of joy.
T'here wae nothing good enongh for hun
They welcomed bhim by killing the best
ohickens in the bare-yard. | an-Soupir
waited on the table Suepecting nothing,
she went and came guietly. .

“ Niddenly they mentioned in her prea-
once the name of & gentleman whe had Juet
died.  On hearing this gontleman's name
Hean-Soupir wae w0 agitated that <he did
not KRoW what she wae about.  Nhe had
fallen 16 o trap that had beon <ot for her
andd from the satisfaction that che could see
it the eyes of the master and the Parie
conein che undeorstood that she had betrayed
heveelf.

' Erom that moment she lost her peace of
mind ; ohe liad dark forebodings, and |
teied in vain to reassure her. She shook
her heoad sndly and said to we

O Now that these people know whe |

they have designe on 1o, thoneh | have

fone nothing to them. [ am their enemy
bey ave afraid of me ;. embarass them s
hey wre intoroeted in getiing vid of me. | |
Yon will we, Denise, they will kill me*

“ Aud they have killed her ™ exclaimed

the old man.

‘ Yoo, Monsieur Mourillon, they have
kitled hoy.

“OR,” sxclatimed the old man, who had
become ae white us o sheet.

Afrer o short silence he rosumed :

‘* Penice, ha¢ not the crime been die
sovered !  Did vot justice intervene ™

‘* 16 wae ceon that & crime had been com-
mt:d. and the magistrates came to Grand-

“Then, Denice, then 1* asked the old man
bmm.lmsl);.

* Then, Monsieur Mourfllon,” res
the young ght' dlowly and in & Vo tone,
U was aeonsed of having ks'l:d my old
fetend.

*Yon, you ™

“Yer, Monstene Mourillan, and the police
arrested we, and [ was taken to prison a¢
mot:. where | remained until three days
ago.

* Unfortunate child ! Why did you wot
8y that gou were innosens ¥

‘T did ey <o, but [ conld not it”

¢ Why, you, yon conld, for you knew the
‘MN‘\" parties

Y Trne but | bad sworn to keep silence
concerning the ovime. "

“Fo whosm did you make this cath?™

‘: "l;o Beau-Soupir. -

“Rut, wm Dewnise, socused %
odions ortmg o) which you were funecent,
ama:cd and thrown inte prison; you were
not mnm to keop your oath. I do et

n had the courage
""’h ! Peuise; what o brave gird you ave!
Yes, dear child, you buve hosmy wirthout
Koowing it, heroics but tirst of all ¥
continned Mourillion, with €88 v gor<
ness, ** tell me, if you kaow ity the name of
the victim of Joseph Rubiot, and the Puri-

sota

¢ Her hame was Claire Guerin.” L

“ Claive Guerin, Claire Guedin ”  eox-
elaimeil the old mmn with flashingeyes, and,
jumping up with & bound as if wn electric
eurrent had lioon sent 'h'?“héh‘ mt'k“ “ ah!
I had guesced as much. is the nawme
| wus ‘v‘rm‘t“»g for, Claire Guerin,. Claire
Guerin

w !
looked at him, stupefied.

"')?I‘;“ God! What is the matter with
you ¥ ehe asked.

“The watter, Penise; the matter! I
will tell you. O Providence, Providence!
And 1 doubted you! Denise, the old ser<
vant who was with you av the farm of
Grandval, this unfortanate woman wmur
dered by wretches, this Claire Guerin,; in
short, is & woman whors the Count de
Soleure and [ have been looking for every-
where in vain ; we have done everything tor
find her, overything. Wo were searching
for her and she is dend, dead! Oh! the
sconndrele !

The youuny girl raised her eyes to heaven,
clasping her

o Doﬁiav." continued Mourillon, “kaow
this aleo. A few months ago an immensely
rich man died in Paris, who nsed to know
Claire Guerin when she was « young girl ;
he her & mother . . . Before dying, this
man, whose name was Paul Joramie,” .. . . ..

* [ know his name, Monsieur Mourillon,”

* Of conrse, since you kuow Claire Guer-
in's story. Ah! Demee, thanks to you, we
shall be able to lift the veil that still hides
from us the poor Claire’s mysterions past.
Before dying, M. Pawl Joramie, who had
never forgotten the only woman he had ever
really loved, wmade his will ian her favor
and appointed the Count de Soleure his ex-
ecutor.

** Claive Guerin was heir to noarly thirty
willions, and now, Denise, you understand
why we have beon searching so actively for
Claire ine ovder te put her in possession of
M. Jorawie's millions.

** Joseph Rabiot, Parizet and another are
cousine of the d d, and ding to
the will they will take the millions if, after
& certamn number of years, Claire Guerin
has not been found. A strange fatality has

iven the unfortunate woman inte their
gnmlo. and they have killed her! Oh! the
villiane "

** Denise,” he continued, with a gleaming
conntenance, ** thie wretches do not suspect
that you are to-day the inetrument of God,
and that he has broughg you here to de-
nonnce the crime and make to us undoubt-
edly procions revelations,

** Devnise, Claire Guerin was not mistaken
when she told yow that, sooner or later,
chastisement would be visited upon the
guilty,  Nor was she mistaken when she
told you that her death would be avenged.
e YOu yes, the guilty will be punished !
Claive Guerin's death will beavenged ' And
the Count de Solewre, you hear, Denise,
Monsteur Count and I, Ambrosie Morillon,
will be the avengers ™

The old man wade the eircuit of the room

with o jerky, feverish step, chopping short
his words of wrath, and then came back te
the young girl, who, trembling, did wet
take ber eyes from him.
UMy dear child,” said he, tiying fo calm
bis agitation,  Yow come with we,” saidl
the old man, “ we must find the Connt de
Seleure.

They found the door of the count’s room
oper.  His astomished guse questionod
Mourillew,  who quickly repeated to the
count what Denise had just told him.

The connt turned deadly pale. He sank
heavily into hie srm-chair, g :
“ The wretches ™

«« I“nrtnn«ue.y." continwed Mourillon,
“ Denise Morel was the friend and confident
of Claive Guerin. her we shall
find out what becawme of the ehild.”

** The child?™” exclaimed the yeung givl,

* What ' evied Mourillon, s & veice
trembling with emotion, “Did Claive Guerin
congeal from you the faet that she had a
child

O, wo, Monsienr Monrillon, oh no Iy
old feiend told me that she had brought a
child into the world. ™

*“ Claire Guerin being dead,” said the
Count, “ her child is now heir tw M.
Jorawie's milione

Denise gave a long sigh.

“ Well, my child, well?” asked M. de
Solenre, locking anxiously at the young

trL
y Denisc sadly shook her head and an.
swered _

‘ Claire Guerin gave birth to her child ia

& hospital, at Poitiers, and did not even
bave the happiness of even for she
Was nnconscions for several days was &
little girl.  Claire never kwew where the
little one, whom they named Virginie-
Ureule, was pus out to nurse. Two years
later, when she tried to find out what had
become of her daughter, they told her that
she wes dead.”

“ Dead !” exclaimed both men &t once.

And they looked st each other in conster-
Bation.

* Misfortane has cruelly steuels Claire
Cuerin,” said the Count ; hor futher's cures
has followed her incessantly, and God has
had wo wercy on her.” _

It is frightfal ™ warmured Mourillon.

“ Poor Joramwie' The evil that he has
owm: is now irreparable.”

* Alas ™

; And our mission, my desr Mourlllou, is
ended.”

The old man's eves glittered.

* Ok ! not yet, Monsiewr Connt,” declared

« i & hollow voice, * the victiny must be
avenged :“ :

“ I understand A friend,” replied
the Count, after "{?:hi;’m & moment ;
* but can we be the avengers? After the
orime there was an inguest ¢ if the guiley
have not been dietuy it is because, by

Weane unkuows to us, they have succceded
in p;;:i»g themsolves beyend the reach of
. »”

‘Vhen, by invitation of the Count, Denise
becan hed story, to which the two men lis-
lﬂ»\;l :nmm attention.

Xhe fin story b A
'Mnki»g.bmlf bowned hy’lm
had wade to Claire Guerin, she had been
wnwilling te say anvid 3
magistrate, i

.il!‘ axked

i m Labiot ana ms
«"eaﬂ‘tuwoleﬂhd their

i, iw short, bLeau-Soupir’s death

| Baed heow atteibuted to an accident—Parizot

and his wife would have L:astened to declare
to every one that their servant’s real name
was Cluire Goerin,  Then, armed with her
death certiicate, ). Joramie's cousins
wonid, before this, have claimed the estats,
But the coutrary happened, and the Fari.
#ots have prudently kept silence, and the
death certiticate has been drawn up in the
namie of & woman known only as Beaa-
Soupi.  In this way, Mouriilon, the gnilty
have Leen put beyond the reach of any
prosecutions that maght be instituted
agaiust them, for in reslity there is no
motive for the crimec We have Denise’s
testimony, it is troe, but I repeat, my
friend, I do vot think it a sutbeient basis
for ¥o seriou®a chiurge. We Lave nothiang
in writing, and Denive, 8 young givl, canvot
prove, of herself alone, that M. Joramie’s
congins are the murderers of Beau-Soupir,
and that the latter, whom no one kuew by
her real name, was Cliire Guerin.”

** Then, Monsienr Count,” replied Mou-
rillon, warmly, ** the criwio will remain un-
punished.” :

** Oh, until further developments. If I
&m 5ot mistaken, Joscph Rabiot is the soul
of this conspiracy’ ; he is directing every-
thing, ordering everything. Now that we
aaw no longer plsce ourselves between him
sud Claire Cverin fet him act ; we will
wait for him and be ready to auswer him.
Jw my opinien we should not attack, but
remain prudently on the defensive for the

csent. ”

“Ab ! ah!” said Monrillon, shaking bis
head.

“ I understand,” said the Count, * you
do uct agree with me. Tell me your

nion.”

“ Well, Count, I should like to come to
&5 issue with these wretchies at once.”

“ If I were to eonsult only my impualse,
my fvicad, I siould say as you do. We
Wwish the victim to be aveuged ; she shali
be. Rut, under the circumstances, to act
with teo muech haste wonld compromise
everythind. Suppose we shouid denounce
the erime to-morrow, how could you prove
that Rabiot, Purizot and his wife are the
suthors * Iu spite of what Denise wonld
say, and in spite of M. Joramie's will, they
would snswer with assurance that they had
nothing to do with the murder of the ser-
vaut.  We might say in veply :

*“ ‘It was for your interest to commit the
erime, for she was Claire Gueria.’

“ “We did not know it, we could not
koow it," would -be their response.

 Thas, retrenched beyond denials, how
couid justice tonch them?®  After all, the
erime was committed, not by Joseph Rabiot
or the Parizots, but by an unknown, a sham
bezgar, who stmply appeared at the farm-
bhouse to ask alms,

** Surely this unwaown person was Rab-
fot’'s too!, bu: can we furnish the proof ¥
Wiere is this sham becgzar”  Rabiot is not
& man to keep quiet Long: he wants the
miihons, il witl move heaven and earth
to Lot possession of them @ let him come,
atei, as | sard just now, fet us be ready to
aun<aer hime He and his accomplices do
not know that Denise is here, at the Soleure
miisien.  Therefore, he will have the au-
ity of people who, sure of safety, believe
thi: they can do anytinng.  The presence
of llenise Morel at ihe Soleure mansion
mu-t be Kept a secret. Rabiot must be left
to cct  perfect contivience,’

* Then while Rab:ot is getting ready o
€Ottt BeW ertmes are we to be doing noth-
Mourillon.  “I await your
4 what siiall we Jo?™
i Connt remained silent s moment, and
thes answered :

 Duisey Baving been arrested the day
e th ovimey bas been unable to teil us
exzotie what then happened ar Grandval
sow it wourld be well for us to know. You
ke o travet, my old friend, aud | am sure
thet Dshiafl please you if T ask You to go
to N e aomd to Blows, there to collect as
ger i s pessible and with that pra-
: s whn iy s oone of your characterist ies,
MLt mloroation that you may Jdeem
Bhely tobe of service against our adver:
arice’
Wi sindl I stari, Monsienr Count ¥

 As soon as vou hike.  If possibls, T wish
Fou wonld see Bean Soupiv's death certisi-
eate. You will tind ouv whether Kaliot
peahity once or several times
<vor iy be able to tindd the doetor

Houtse spoke.  This deeter, it
ognized o the old servaunt o
wiom he had cared at the hos.

s i the hospitai theyv wil

vhar day her ebild was few

O

the

They will inferm you where the poor little
&irl was put out to nurse. There, in some
village, undoubtedly, she was buried. You
will go to that villags, Mourillon, and per-
haps some old men will show you the spot
where she rests. I do not wish this child’s
grave to be forever any more
that of her mother. If no one can tell
where Claire Gueriu's child was buried,
will select a place in the cemetery, and
» &6 iy expense, I will erect a monu-
formho I wihl:'do “I.l“ for the child and alse
the mother, still regretting my inabilit
to fultil the mission entrusted to -
‘It is my intention to do more yet.,” con-
tinved the Count thoughtfully. ~ ““If M.

s on
the mother’s grave at Ninville aud on the
"seullhoinnﬂhdthum of Claire

“That is good, Mousieur Count,”
lpl:md xo."éﬁo.. “bat an idea nrik';-
me.

“Well”

M‘hgi chis ks
that.
OF some reason or other
m‘:ﬁl mth ‘:::.foudhn hospital
o - >

to :ig:\ ber child. -

to Denise’s story,” ssid
"wmmulihnyh:

”»

may not |
Mwhczalu;

E

Contexx.sed or not, the cousins could
say anything.
and had nothing

him iu his power as completely as Rabiot

had his comsing in his. Cordicr always |

wanted money amd his patron never gave
him cucagh. He made the coin dance 3s
they say. “Heis a veritable leech,” said
Rabiot. Bat he had to comply with the
demands. : :

“ After all,” said Rabiot to himself, when
not too augry at Cordier, “ when once I
get the millions I can easily afford to be
bled for a fow hundred thousand franes and
will throw them to him as I would & bone
to a dog ; but only on condition that he will
at once leave France and never let me hear
of him again.

The x which Rabiot had hired at Ville
&’ Avray was named The Tower.

¥t was an old house, with thick walls.
It was flanked on the north by a large,
square tower, or, rather, the remains of a
tower, A

The house had been frequently repaired,
but was evidently built at the same time as
the tower. The two walls were iocked into
each ,and combined, were at least a yard
and a haif thick, showing that there could
be no communication between the two
buiktings,

The tower was entered by a cellar and
lighted only by loopholes, in which spar-
rows built their nests. The stone steps of
the staircase were so shaky that no one
could venture om them without running
‘serious risk of his life. The tower was
abundoned to the bats and owls.

Many things indicated that the house
and tower were formerly parts of some im-
portant struetnre, a chatexn, monastery or
abbey. In the rirst place, there were well
preserved bits of senlpture; then in the
garden there were v e trees, and in &
second imelosure, included in Rabiot’s lease,
some oid pieces of cracked wall. besides a
deep hole, the internal masonry of which
seemed covered with ivy. This hole was
more than a yard in diameter and thirty
feet deep, and its mouth was hidden by a
thick growth of wild eclematis. Was ita
well which had run dry, or one of those
mysterions and terrible abysses called obli-
eties in feudal times ?

Abent two hundred vards from The Tower
was suother house of equal age and just like
it, exeept that it lacked the old tower. The
two dwellings seewred to be two pavilions
left standing to perpetuate the memory of
buildings that had disappearad.

The cooper of Beaueney, Anastasia’s
father. haa closed his shop and come to
Ville &'Avray to live. He oceupied a little
house aud appeared to be nothing more than
aservirt. It was his role. He was at the
same time porter and gardener, &id errands
and attend to the cellar.

He was to see his duughter-secretly when
they had occasion to talk. for outwardly
there was nothiny to lead any one o sus-
pect that they were relatives. Fourel
showed the so-called Widow Fornier and
her eompanions the respect of a faithful
servant for his mistresses.

te ate with the cook. a woman of 40, who
was thoroushiz deveted to Rabiot, though
absolutely ignorant of his plots.

CHAPTER X.
. THE WATER OF CEYLON.

Rabiot had heard of an individual who
manufactured love potions, like the sorcer-
ers of ohien tihws  Pre cminently positive
and practical, Laidet lad no Lelief in i
teis, hat he gataered i i
that the person n question coneocted poi-
seas and narcotics, which ke soid secretly
when occaston offered.

However adroit and shrewd Anastasia
o ;ht be, Rabiot wws not without anxiety :

Id sire succeed in completely dominat-
Wy Madame Lureau' i he ecotnld oniy
achieve thix restit by aue -of these notion
ahicl on un and overcome -
strongest matures his triumpa would be cer
aie.  For on the day- when Madame La-
reau would say to her daughter: ** My
child, you must marry M. Rabiot, ic is
necessary to your future, to your happiness,”
Eugenie, Like a respectful and submissive
danghter, would answer as she always does:
** I obey you, mother?”

So Rabiot went to see the philter-maker,
whom he found to be a person of about 60,
dressed in: o long and dirty coat, and resem-
bling a sorcerer only by his bald head, his
long, gray, uncombed beard, and his dirty
clothisg. His name was Loriel. He had
been in the service of a certain Count (-
rini, who was very expert in the art of
concoeting poisons and narcotics and whose
secrets he hai learned  The Count, being
dead, he had succceded him, but on a
smaller scale.

He had a secret laboratory in a cellar,
:‘hmedat night he made his liqnl«;rs. wfhi:h

at prices varying the ability of his
customers to pay. After examining Rabiot
earefully, and instinctively recognizing him
as a raseal of his own sort, he asked him tc
make known the object of his visit. Rabiot
i his situation frankly, without

his namne.

- yes: I see,” said Loriol, you want
&mixture which, without destroying physi-

b, will so act on the nervous sys-
temr ay to weaken mental faculties in such »
way that no doctor can di cause of

affection.
*“ Exactly,” said Rabiot; * can you get
me such a ¢ :
Loriol ope;

On the label Rabiot read these words:

“Water of Ceylon.”
“That is it,” said Loriol, laconically. Ang
:ﬁsm&sﬁoﬁmm he com-
* My Water of Ceylon is one of my most
ious concoctions. I it were known, j

of the materiais from
which the Water of Ceylon is made. The
uid i3 very powerful. The person whe
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