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& love-letter written by a
more anxious about the

| man eviden

He drew from his pocket a small key,  welfare of the woman he loved than his

which he laid on the table, and said :
«‘Here is the key ot your safe, monsieur.

hidden meaning ;

be convinced of my innocence ; and I hope ! goigs ¢ Dl b
for your sake that the truth will not ::t‘;tin;;o:‘:;' .;:mt t::nglr’i:::y proved

come too late.

Before leaving I hand

The word “‘everything” underlined could

over the books, papers, and accounts bointe(ripret.ed in 80 many ways.

necessary for my successor.

I must

The detective, however, determined not

at the same time inform you that, without %o drop the matter here.

gpeaking of the stolen sum, I leave a deficit

in cash.”

“A deficit !’ thought the commissary ;

“‘how, after this, can his guilt be doubted ?
Before stealing the whole contents of ths
safe, he has practiced by occasional small

thefts.” :
A deficit \” said the detective to him-

gelf ; ‘‘now, no doubt, the very innocence of

this poor devil gives his conduct an appear-
ance of great depravity ; were he guilty, he
would have replaced the first money by a
portion of the second.”

The grave importance of Prosper’s state-
ment was considerably diminished by the
explanation he proceeded to make :

“[here is a deficit of three thousand five
hundred francs of my cash account, which
has been disposed of in the following man-
ner: two thousand taken by mf'self in ad-
vance of my salary; fiiteen hundred ad-
vanced to several of my fellow-clerks. This
is the last day of the month ; to-morrow the
salaries will-be paid, consequently—"

The commissionary. interrupted him.

““Were you authorized to draw when-
ever you wished to advance the clerk’s

99

“No ; but I knew that M. Fauvel would
not have refused me permission to oblige
my friends in the bank. What I did is done

. everswhere ; I have simply followed my

predecessor’s example.

The banker nodded. The police commls-
sary shut up his portfolio, bowed to’ the
banker, and said to Bertomy :

“Come !”

Prosper had put on his coat and hat cool-
ly, and he lett the room with the two re-
presentatives of the law, while the banker
sorrowfully regarded the departure.

CHAPTER IV.
NINA GIPSY.

It was Fanferlot’s duty to take the pris.
oner to prison, but he asked his principal
to let him proceed in another direction. ge
wanted to secure the note of Bertomy’s
which he knew to be in Cavaillon’s charge.
The easiest way was to arrest him, but he
might refuse to betray who the “Gipsy”
was, and, on second thoughts, the
detective concluded to dog the en-
voy until he could catch him in
the act of delivering the note. This was
but play to the detective.

Fanferlot waited a long time, but did not
wax impatient ; for he had often had to re-
main on watch entire days and nights at a
time, with much less important objects 1n
view than the present one. Besides, his
mind was busily occupied in estimating the
value of his discoveries, weighing his
chances, and, like Alnaschar in the
“‘Arabian Nights,” building the foundation
of his fortune upon present success.

Finally, about one o'clock, he saw
Cavaillon rise from his desk, change his
coat, and take down his hat.

“Very good !’ he exclained, ‘“‘my man
is coming out; I must keep my eyes
skinned.”

In another moment the clerl: came-forth,
and after a slight hesitation iu choosing the

““This Madame Nine Gipsy is doubtless a
friend of M. Bertomy ?”

* “She is his dearest friend.”

“Ah, I understand; and she lives here 24

“You know it well enough, as you saw
me go in.”

] suspected it to be the house, mon-
sieur ; now tell me whether the apartments
she occupies are taken in her name.”

“No. Prosper’s.”

“Exactly ; and
.| please *”

“On the first.” ;

During this colloquy, Fanferlot had fold-
ed up the note, and slipped it into his
pocket.

«A thousand thanks, monsieur, for the
information ; and, in return, I will relicve
you of the trouble of executing your com-
mission. With your permission, I will my-
self take this note to Madame Gipsy.”

Cavaillon began to remonstrate; but
Fanferlot cut him short by saying :

«T will also venture to give you a piece
of advice. Return quietly to your busi-
ness, and have mothing more to do with
this affair.”

“But Prosper is a good friend of mine,
and has saved me from ruin more than
once.”

“Only the more reason for your keeping
quiet. You cannot be of the slightest as-
sistance to him, and I can tell you that you
may be of great injury. As you are known
to ge his devoted friend, of course your ab-
gence at this time will be remarked upon.
Any steps that you take in this matter will
receive the worst interpretation.”

““Prosper is innocent, 1 am sure.”

Fanferlot was of the same opinion, but
he had no idea of betraying his private
thoughts ; and yet for the success ot his in-
vestigations it was necessary to impress
the importance of prudence and discretion
upon the young man ; he would have told
him to keep silent toncerning what had
passed between them, but he ared not.

“What you say may be true,” he said.
I hope it is, for the sake of M. Bertomy,
and on your own account, too ; for, if he is
guilty, you will certainly be very much an-
noyed,and perhaps suspected of complicity,
as you are well known to be intimate with
him.”

Cavaillon was overcome.

“Now, you had best take my advice,
monsieur, and return to your business, and
——Good-morning, monsieur.”

The poor fellow had no sooner turned the
corner of the street, than Fanferlot entered
No. 9, gave his name to the porter as Pros-
per Bertomy, went upstairs, and knocked
at the first door he came to.

It was opened by a tiger dressed in the
most fanciful livery.

*Js Madame Gipsy at home ?”

The groom hesitated ; seeing this, Fanfer-
lot showed his note, and said :

“M. Prosper told me to hand this note to
madam, and wait for an answer.”

“Walk in 1"

The name of Prosper had produced -its
probable effect. Fanferlot was ushered into
a little room furnished in blue and gold silk
damask. Heavy curtains darkened the

which floor, if you

shortest route, he darted off at such a smart. windowa, and hung in front of the doors.

ace that the Squirrel had much to do to

eep up with him. On reaching the Rue
Chaptal, Cavaillon suddenly stopped, and
entered the house numnbered 39.

He had scarcely taken three steps u
the narrow corridor when he felt a toucg
on his shoulder, and, turning abruptly,
found himself face to. face with Fanferlot.

He recognized him at once, and turning
very pale, he looked around for means of
escape.

But the detective, anticipating the at-
tempt, barred the passage-way. Cavaillon
saw that he was fairly caught.

“What do you want with me?”’ he asked,
in a voice tremulous with affright.

Fanferlot was distinguished for his ex-
%nisit.e suavity and unequaled urbanity.

ven with his prisoners he was the perfec-
tion of courtesy, and never was known to
handcuff a man without first obsequiously
apologizing for heing compelled to do sa.

“You will be kind enough, my dear mon-
sieur,” he said, “to excuse the liberty I
take; but I wished to say that M. Bertomy
threw you a note this morning.”

Cavaillon saw the folly of contradicting
a man so well informed ; so he said :

It is true Prosper gave me a note this
morning; but it was intended for me alone,
and, after reading it, I tore it up, and
threw the pieces into the fire.”

This might be the truth. Fanferlot fear-
ed 80 3 but how could he assure himself of
the fact? He remembered that the most
palpable tricks often sncceeded the best,
md, trusting to his star, he said at haz-
ard :

_ ““Permitme to observe that thisstatement
is not correct; the note was'intrused to you
to give to Gipsy. You not only preserved
the note, but you came to this house tor
the purpose of givin ibxt.o Gipsy, and it is
in your pocket now.”

**No, monsieur, no !’

Fanferlot paid no attention to this de-
nial, but continued in his gentlest tone :

‘‘And I am sure you will be kind enough
%0 give it to me ; believe me, nothing but
the most absolute necessity——"

“Never ¥’ exclaimed Cavaillon; and, be-
lieving the moment favorable, he suddenly
attempted to jerk his arm from under Fan-
ferlot’s, and escape.

But his efforts were vain ; the detective’s
strength was equal to his suavity. .

“Don’t hurt yourself, young man,” he
said. “‘If you persist in being so obstinate,
Ishall call two policemen, who will take
you by each arm, and escort you to the
comm

of police ; and, once there, I !

“Qur cashier was certainly well lodged,”
murmured the detective.

But he had no time to pursue his inven-
tory. One of the door curtains was pushed
;gi e, and Madame Nina Gipsy stood before

im.

Madame Gipsy was quite young, small,
and graceful, with dark complexion, and
tini'ohands and feet.

ng curling silk lashes softened the

Eiercing brilliancy of her large black eyes ;

er lips were full, and her teeth were very
white. ;

She wore a velvet dressing-wrapper,
which did not conceal the lace rufiies be-
neath. But her hair was curled and frizzed
high on her forehead, and confined by nar-
row bands of red velvet ; her black hair was
rolled in an immense coil, and held by a
beautiful gold comb.

She was ravishing. Her beauty was so
startling that the dazzled detective was’
speechless with admiration.

““Well,” he said to himself, as he remem-
| bered the noble, severe beauty of Made-
| leine, ‘‘our young gentleman certainly has

oodﬁtut.?—vcry good taste—two perfect
es.’

While he thus reflected, fectly be-
wildered, and wondering l:owi‘:r could be-
ﬁin the conversation. Madame Gipsy eyed

im with the most disdainful surprise ; she
was waiting for this shabby little man in a
threadbare coat and greasy hat to explain
his presence in her dainty parlor.

She had many creditors, and was recall-
ing them, and wondering which one had
dared to send this man to wipe his dusty
boots on her blue velvet carpet.
| After scrutinizing him from head to foot
with undisguised contempt, she said,
hau, htil{ -

“What do you want ?* ,

Anyone but Fanferlot would have been
offended at her manner ; but he only notic-
ed it to gain some notion of the young wo-
man’s temper.

“She is ugly,” he thought, “‘and unedu-
cated.”

While he was speculatin n her
merits, Madame Nina imp.t.iegnt.l;pouppod
| her little foot, and waited for an answer ;
| finally she said :

i “Why don’t you speak? What do you
want here ?”
| ““I am charged, my desr madam,” he

answered, in his tone, “by M.
| Bertomy, to give you this note.”

‘ “From r. You know him, then t*
“I have t honor, madam ; indeed,

I shall be under the painful necessity of I may be so bold as to claim him as »

searching your pockets, whether you will
or not.” 8

Cavaillon was devoted to Prosper, and '

: friend.”

|  “Monsieur ! You a friend of Prosper I

exclaimed Madame Gipsy, in a scornful
wounded.

willing to make any sacrifice in his behalf ; tone, as if her pride were

but he clearly saw that it was worse than.
er, as he would this

useless to struggle any 1
have no time to destroy note.

Fanferlot did mot condescend to mnotice
offensive : He was

: exclamation.
To de- ambitious, and contemps failed to irritate

liver it under force was no batrayal ; but him.

bhe cursed his powerlessness, and almost

wept with rage.

“I am in your power,” he said, and then
¢ pocket-book the | P
unlucky note, and gave it to the detective.
with re as he

suddenly drew from his
Fanferlot trembl

“I said a friend of his, madam; and
there are few who have the
courage to claim for him now.”

Mmeoir struck by the words

unfolded the r&u; thful to his | and manner

habits of
ing it, he bowed to

before read

ﬁhﬁmdu!pu'on: :
tions instantly

: vaillon, and said : | tartly ; “‘you will
“Y:::wﬂlpomhln,wm you net, mon-

“fI never could Qwu riddles,” she said,

: e’ enough to
it

s , note
iy Wy £ aad, with s bow, preseat-
ed it to Gipsy. :
“Read, madam,” he said.

own. S8
1 hope for my sake that you will some day ingv ‘xly‘iﬁegrpmm er the letter, hop-

contents of this note?’, X
Although Fanferlot betrayed courage in

Madame Gipsy.

“Alas " he murmured:

«‘Prosper is to be arrested, accused of be-
ing & thief ?”

*Yes, madam, he is accused of taking
thousands from the bank-safe.”

“it is false, infamous, absurd !” she
screamed. She had dropped Fanferlot’s
hand ; and her fury, like that of a spoiled

tore her web-like handkerchief, and the
magnificent lace on her gown to sireds.

«Prosper steal !’ she cried ; ““what a
stupid idea ! Why should he steal ! 1s he
not rich !”

“M. Bertomy is not rich, madam ; he has
nothing but his salary.

This answer seemed to confound Madame
Gypsy. S

“‘But,” she ineisted, ‘I have always
seen him have plenty of money ; not rich
—then

«“She dared not finish ; but her eye
met Fanferlot’s, and they understood each
other.

Madame Nina’s look meant.

“He committed the robbery in order to
gratify my extravagant whims. 3

“Fanferlot’s glance answered.

“Very likely.”

“No,” she cried. ‘I regret to say that
Prosper would never have stolen from me.
One can understand a man robbing a
bank to obtain means of bestowing pleasure
and luxury upon the woman he loves ; but
Prosper does not love me, ne never has
loved me. I know what love is. Oncel
was beloved by an affectionate, true-hearted
man; and my own sutferings of the last
year make me know how miserable I must
have made him by my cold return. Alas!
we must suffer ourselves before we can feel
for others. No, I am nothing to Prosper ;
he would not care if——" x

“But, then, madam, why——

¢“Ah, yes,” interrupted Nina, “why? you
will be very wise if you can. answer me.
For a year have I vainly sought an answer
to this qnestion, so sad to me. I, a woman,
cannot answer it; and I defy you to do so.
He is kind and indulgent ; but he does not
betray himself, never will he commit him-
self. Ignorant people call him weak, yield-
ing; I tell you that fair-haired man is a rod
of iron painted like a reed.”

Carried away by the violence of her feel-
ings, Madame Nina betrayed her inmost
thoughts. She was without distrust,
never suspecting that the stranger listening
to her was other than a friend of Prosper.

As for Fanferlot, he congratulated him-
self upon his success. No one but a woman
could have drawn him so excellent a por-
trait ; in a moment of excitement she had
given him the most valuable information ;
he now knew the nature of the-man with
whom he had to deal, which in an investi-
gation like that he was pursuingis the prin-
cipal point.

“You know that Mr Bertomy gambles,”
he ventared to say, ‘“‘and gambling is apt
to lead man = &

Madame Gypsy shrugged her shoulders,
and interrupted him.

“Yea, he plays,” she said ; ‘‘but he is
not & gambler. I have seen him lose and
gain large sums without betraying the
slightest agitation. He plays as he drinks,
sups, and makes love—without passion, en-
thusiasm, or pleasure. Sometimes be
frightens me ; he seems to drag about a
bosy without a soul. Ah, T am not happy !
Never have I been able to overcome his in-
difference, so great and reckless that I often
think it must be despair; nothing will con-
vince me that he has not some terrible
secret, or misfortune weighing upon his
mind, and making life a burden,”

"Th,en he has never spoken to you of his

st

“Why should he tell me? Did you not
hear me ? I tell you he does not love me.”

Madame Nina was overcome b
thoughts of the past, and tears silently
coursed down her cheeks.

But her despair was only momentary.

She started up, and, her eyes sparkling
with generous resolution, she cried out :
“But I love him, and will save him ! I
will see his master, the miserable wretch
who dares to accuse him. I will haunt the
judges, and I will prove that he isinnocent,
Come, monsieur, let us start, and I pro-
mise you that before sunset he shall befree,
or I shall be in prison with him.”
Madame Gipsy’s project was certainly
laudable, and prompted by the noblest
gentiments ; but unfortunately it was im-
practicable. .

“] am at your command, fair lady,” he
said ; “let us go if you desire it ; on{y per-
mit me, while there is yet time to say that
we are probably going to do great injury to
Monsieur Bertomy. He has by no means
the appearance of a man who has given up
in despair. On the contrary, I think he
has already shown his plan of defence. By
showing yourself, when he advised you to
remain in concealment, you will be very
likely to make vain his best precautions.”

Gipsy was silently weighing the value of
Fanferlot's objections. ginnl y she said :

“] cannot remain here inactive, without
Attemtpt,ing to contribute in some way to
his safety. Can you not understand that
this floor burns my feet ?”

Evidently, if she was not absolutely con-
vinced, her resolution was shaken. Fan-
ferlot saw that he was gaining ground, and
this certainty, making himn more at ease,
gave weiﬁhb to his eloguence. :

“You have it in your power, madam,” he
said, “‘to render a great service to the man
you love.”

“In what way, monsieur, in what way?”

“Obey him, my child,” said Fanferlot, in
a paternal manner. “It is your duty,”
said Fanferlot, with grave dignity, ‘‘your
sacred duty.”

She remained thoughtfal for a moment;
then a» ray of light scemed to cross her
mind, and she cried :

“Oh, I understand now! Fool that I
was for not seeing it before! My presence
ll::re, where Ihl:la:_s been for a year, ':inld

an overw charge -against him.
An invento! ofu‘l';‘pouulionl would be
taken—of dn-oz laces, and jewels—
and my luxury woald be brought ﬂn
him as a crime. He would be asked to
tell where he obtained so much money to
lavish all these elegancies to me.”

The detective bowed, and said :

“That is true, madam.”

“Then I must flee, monsieur, at once !
Did not M. Bertomy say to che other eud
of Paris ?” = ;

! kn::v %f a ho;el;: he said ; ;l'but it
migl not suit you. It is not elegantly fur-
nished like t,hilyroom." xc 'y i

“Would I be comfortable there ¥’

“Upon my mndnm .
i S Bl ¥ i ok, St

»

"M
hack, but F\
gﬁ would

daily concen: ith the most d.ae 2 ,
r:olo{h, he ,‘v::.' ‘;dciﬁvely terrifi ro;

child, found vent in violent actions. She,

ﬁw; but I will give him
ada ipsy was :b::t'to send for a
s sail _was in a hurry,
dn luck that day; for a hack was passin
e door and he hailed it. _

. “Wait here,” he said to the driver, after
telling him what he was, *“for a little bru-
pette who is coming down with some
trunks. If she tells you to drive er to

she gives you any other address, get down
from your seat,and fix your harness. 1
will keep in sight.”

He stepped across the street, and stood
in the door of a wine store. He had not
long to wait. Inaa few minutes the loud
eracking of a whip apprised him that Ma-
dame Nina had. started for the Archangel.

*‘Aha,”? he said, gayly, “I hold her, at
any rate.” . )

CHAPTER V.
THE CASE PRCGRESSES.

At the same hour that Madame Nina
Gipsy was seeking refuge at the Arch.
angel, so highly recommended by Fan-
ferlot, Bertomy was being entered on the
commitment book at the police office.

Since the moment when he had resumed
his habitual composure, he had not
faltered.

Vainly did the people around him watch
for a suspicious expression, or any sign of
giving way under the danger of his situa.
tion. His face was like marble.

To the court clerk, while 'he was goin
through the formalities of the committ
| Prosper replied with haughty brevity te in-
dispensable questions.

But when he was ordered to empty his
pockets on the table, and they began to
search him, his eyes flashed with indigna.
tion, and a single tear dropped upon his
flushed cheek. In an instant he had re-
covered his stony calmness, and stood up
motionless, with his arms raised in the air,
so that the rough creatures about him
could more conveniently search him from
head to foot, to assure themselves that he
bhad no suspicious object hidden under his
clothes. ;

The search would have, perhaps, been
carried to the most ignominious lengths,
but for the intervention of a middle-aged
gentleman, who wore a white cravat and

old spectacles, and was sitting quite at
ﬁome by the fire.

He started with surprise, and seemed
much agitated when he saw Prosper
brought in by the officer ; he stepped for-
ward, and seemed about to speak to him,
but suddenly changed his mind and sat
down again.

In spite of his own troubles, Prosper
could not help seeing that this man kept
his eyes fastened upon him.  Did he know
him ? Vainly did he try to recollect having
met him before.

This man, treated with all the deference
due ‘o0 a superior, was no less a personage
than M. Lecog, the celebrated member of
the detective corps.

When the men*who were searching Pros-

r were about to take off his boots, saying
that a knife-blade might be concealed in
them, M. Lecoq waved them aside with au-
thority, and said :

““You have done enough.”

He was obeyed. ~All the formalities
being ended, the unfortunate cashier was
taken to a cell; the heavily barred door was
swung to and locked upon him; he breathed
freely; at last he was alone.

He was so sure of being alone that he at
once gave vent to his suppressed feeling,
and, droppinﬁ his mask of impassiLility,
burst into a flood of tears. His long-re-
strained anger now flashed out like a
lmlouldering fire. g . A

D & Paroxysm o e uttered impre-
ctbionsp‘:ndycuneangeﬂe dashed hin?ulf
agaiust the prison walls like a wild beast in
a cage. ;

Prosper Bertomy was not the man he ap-
ed to be.

This haughty, correct gentleman had

ardent passions and a fiery temperament.

One day, when he was about twenty-four
iean of age, he had become suddenly fired

y ambition. While all of his desires were
repressed, imprisoned in his low estate, like
an athlete in a strait-jacket, seeing around
him rich people with whom money assumed
the place of the wand in the fairy-tale, he
envied their lot.

He studied the beginnings of these
financial princes, and found that at the
;urtin point they possessed far less than

imself.

How, then, had they succeeded? By
dint of energy, industry, and assurance.

He determined to imitate and excel
them.

From this day, with a force of will much
less rare than we think, he imposed silence
upon his  instincts. He reformed
pot his morals, but his manners,
and so strictly did he conform to
the rules of decorum, that he was re-
garded as a model of propriety by those
who knew him, and had faith in his char-
acter ; and his csrbilities and ambition in-
spired the prophecy that he would be
successful in attaining eminence
wealth.

At the end of all was this — imprisoned
for robbery ; that is, ruined.

For he did not attempt to deeeive him-
self. He knew that, guilty or innocent, a
man once suspected is as ineffaceably
branded as the shoulder of a galley-slave.

Therefore what was the use of lht.r’:ggli
What benefit was a triumph whi d
not wash out the stain ?

When the jailor brought him his lupm
e found him on his et, with his
buried in the pillow, sunk from s state of
frenzy into one of stupefying despair, and
vainly did he endeavor to clear his confus-
ed mind, and account for the dark cloud
gathering about him; no loop-hole for

did he discover.
u'.l.':o night was lﬂ and - terrible, and for
:o first time ho:l‘o nof.:lng :lo cmﬁﬁt :::
urs by as w on
o o Aoy o e

to relieve the sentinels. He was wretch-

ed.

At dawn he dropped .into a sleep, &
heavy, oppressive sleep, which was more
wearisome than refreshing ; from which
pe_lwu startied by the rough voice of the
jailer. ]

“‘Come, monsieur,” he said, ‘it is time
for you to before the judge of in-
struction. ou are very l in having
your case brought before an honest mau.

He was righ

Endowed with remarkable penetration,
firm, unbiased, equally free from false pity

ey A

vies
office

Quay Saint Michel, crack your whip; if-

patrol who came |

deadly siek, when a little

ssed in black, wearing the in-

his office, a steel chain, eried out ;
e arose, k. Wiliees
, man arose,

0 _jg hew',’ylonnd himself in the office
y, 0 2
#l:ﬁ;ﬂlﬁh‘ was blinded. He had

oome out of a dark room ; and this one had

a’ window directly opposite the door, so

that a flood of light fell suddenly upon bim.
This office, like all those on ‘the gallery,

was of a very ordinary appearance, small

and dingy.

osite the door was a desk, filled
with bundles of law papers, behind which
was seated the judge, facing those who' en-
tered, so that his face remained in the
shade, while that of the prisoner or wit-
nesses whom he quelbionaf
of light. : :

At the right, before a little table, sat &
clerk writing, the indispensable auxiliary
of the judge.

But Prosper observed none of these details;
his whole attention was concentrated upon
the arbiter of his fate, and as he closely ex-.
amined his face he was convinced that the
jailer was right in cailing him an honorable
man.

M. Patrigent’s plain face with its irre?-
lar outline and short red whiskers, lit up by
a pair ot bright, intelligent eyes, and a
kindly expression, was calculated to impress
one favorably at first sight.

“Take a seat,” he said to Prosper.

This little attention was gratefully wel-
comed by the prisoner, for he had expected
to be treated with harsh 'contempt. = He
looked upon it as a good sign, nndl;m mind
felt slight relief. i i

. M. Patrigent turned toward the clerk,
and said :

“We will begin now, Sigault ; pay at-
tention.”

““What is your name ?” he then asked,
looking at Prosper,

‘“‘Auguste Prosper Bertomy.”

“How old are you ¥’

“] snall be thirty the 5th of next May.”

““What is your profession ¥’

“J] am—that is I was—a chief cashier in
M. Fauvel’s bank.”

The judge stopped to consult the little
memorandum lying on his desk. Prosper,
who followed attentively every movement,
began to be hapeful, saying to himself that
never would so unprejudiced a man have
the cruelty to sead him to prison again.

After finding what he looked for, M.
Patrigent resumed the examination.

““Where do you live ?” he asked.

“At No. 390 Rue Chaptal, for the last
four years.”

““Where were you born ?”

¢“At Beaucaire.”

“Are your parents living ¥’

“My mother died two years ago; my
father is still living.”

“Does he live ingPa.ril 4

“No, monsieur ; he lives at Beaucaire
with my sister, who married one of the en-
Fineen of the Southern Canal. He was

ormerly superintendent of bridges and
canals; then he was employed on the
Southern Canal, with my brother-in-law ;
now he has retired.”

There was a moment’s silence. The
judge had turned his chair around,
so that his head was appa-
rently averted, he had a 1 ,0d view of the
workings of P r's fac

“Well,” he said, abrnptli‘, ‘‘you are ac-
cused of having robbed M. Fauvel of three
hundred and fifty thousand francs.”

During the last twenty-four hours the
wretched young man had had time to famil-
iarize with the terrible accusation; and yet,
uttered as it was in this formal, brief tone,
it n;em;id }ro strike hll:ln wlit.h horror w:ioh
render. im incapable of opening his lips.

“What Have yos.to answer l.‘”l'nflkod ?he
indg;.

“That I am ionocent, monsieur, I
swear.”

“] hope you are,” said M. Patrigent,
“‘and you may count upon me to assist you
o the extent of my ability in proving your
innocence. You must have a defence, some
facts to state ; have vou not ?’

“Ah, monsieur, what can I say, when I
cannot understand this dreadful business
myself ? I can only refer you to my past
life.”

The judge interrnpted him.

“Let us be-specitic; the robbery was
committed under circumstances that pre-
vent suspicion from falling upon any one
but M. Fauvel and yourself. Do you
suspect any one else ¥’

“No, monsieur.”

“You declare yourself to be innocent,
therefove the guilty party must be M.
Fauvel.”

Prospet remained silent.

“‘Have you,” persisted the judge, ‘‘any
cause for believing that M. Fauvel robbed
himself ?’

The prisoner reserved a rigid silence.

«J gee, monsieur,” said the judge, ‘‘that
you need time for reflection. Listen to the
reading of your examination, and after
signing it you will return to prison.”

"The unhappy man was overcome. The
last ray of hope was gone. But on the way
back, the man in the gold les was at
his elbow, and he whispered to bim:

«“Your case looks dark, monsieur ; but

never say die.”

Still Prosper hed himself bitterly
for having trusted to the judge’s benevoleat
face. !
£ t a farce, he angrily exclaimed, “to
call this an examination.”

It was not really an examination, but a
R e Proww M. Pasigen
summon , M. Pal
Splne Taa

e, which says: ‘‘Every
son under srruyt must be examined -iﬁ
twenty-four hours.”

But it is not in-twenty-four hours, especi-
ally in a case like this, with no evidence or
material proof, that a judge can collect the
materials for an examination.

To triumph over the obstinate defence of
a prisoner who shuts himself up in absolute
denial as if in a fortress, valid proofs sre
needed. These weapons M. Patrigent was
busily preparing.

Fizep:’ciock ugtmck before the list of wit-
nesses summoned for the day was exhaust-
ed. But the task of M. Patrigent was not
yet finished. He rang for his usher, who
instantly ap; , and said to him :

“‘Gio at once, and bring Fanferlot here. <

It was some time before the detective an-
swered the summons.  Despite his smiling
face, he was very uneasy. To prosecute
. ( To be Oontinued. )
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prices at and away

was in a glare |

BUSINESS COLLEGE

e :

' OILS AND GLASS.
¢ SILVERWARE.

We are now offering the entire Hardware Stock of J. P. RYLEY 4
low cost. Everything must be cleared. The
Stock comprises full lines of

Nails, Tarred and Plain Building Paper,
“Locks, Hinges, Barn Door Rollers, Bolts, Screws,
Carpenters’ and Mechanics’ Tools, Roofing Felt,
Carpet Paper, Horse Shoes and Nails, Shovels
and Picks, M nure Forks, Hoes, Rakes, Scoops,
: Cow Ties, Axe Handles, Cross Cut Saws, Grind Stones
Daisy Churns, Leather Mitts, Skates, Sleigh Bells, ’
Whips, Traps, Guns and Rifles, Powder and Shot,
Cartridges, Clothes Wringers, Smoothing Irons,
Files and Rasps, Belting, Rubber Packing, Garlock
Packing, Rope, Glass, Paints and Oils, Varnishes,
Brushes, Alabastine, Home Wall Colors, Artists’ Goods
Table Cutlery, Pocket and Pen Knivyes, Silverware, g
Plated Knives, Spoons and Forks, Butcher Knives
Carpet ‘Sweepers,Bushel Baskets,Hand Sleighs,etc,

This fine stock was bought_by Mr. Ryley at spot cash prices and is
now offered by us at prices never before heard of in Lindsay.

Next door to Benson House, Lindsay,

J. 6. Edwards & Co.

——

W. W. LOGAN

SELLS THE BEST

Pianos, Organs and Sewing
Machines, any make,

Either Canadian or American, and the cheapest according
to quality

———

Advertise in The Warder.

E. WOODS’ Stove Emporium

—BEST—

PORTLAND CEMENT

FRESFEL

$2.90 per barrel.
E, WOODS.

Bept. §28th, 1892,—1880-ly.

3

s

Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO;

ANDERSON, NUGENT, & Co.

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

Undertakers a_na—ca.binet Makers.

Call and see our stock. No trouble to show it.
ANDERSON. NUGENT & CO.

THRESHERS!

USE LARDINE MACHINE OIL

The Champion Geld Medal 0Oil which Cannot be Excelled.

e

i 2 HM’. GYI.IIDIR OIL has no equal.

' MANUPACTURED BY

‘& CO., TORONTO.

3 IN THE COUNTRY,

e
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