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— sudden Iull, after 0
many storms, ap) omin-
ous to Madeleine. She. was more certain
than ever that the plot was uow ripe, and
would suddenly burst upon them, without
warning. She did not impart her presenti-
meat to her aunt, but prepared herself for
the worst.
“What ean they be doing?” Mme Fauvel
would say; ‘“can they have ceased tc
rsccute us 1"
p."Yu; what can they be doingt” Made-
leine would murmur. : 2
Louis and Raeul gave mo signs of life,
because, like expert hunters, they were
silently hiding watching for a favor-
:ib:o oppertunity ef pouncing upon their
ti

ms.
Never losing sight of Prosper for a day,
Raoul had exhausted every effort of hie
fortile mind to compromise his honor, to in-
snare him into some inextricable entangle-
ment. But, as he had foresecen, the
cashier's indifference offered little hope of
suceers, :
Clameran begen to grow impatient at
this delay, and bad fully determined tc
bring matters to a crisis himseif when one
might, about three o'clock, he was aroused
by Rsoul. e
He knew that some event of great impor-
tance must have happencd to make his
nephew ecome to his house at this hovr of
the night. .
“What is the matter!” he anxiously
uired. ;
“‘Perhaps nothing; perhapseverything. 1
bave just left Prosper.”
(1] ‘ll !‘I
“I had him, Madame Gipsy, and three
other friends to dine with me, After din.
mer I made up a game of baccaras, but
Prosper took no interest in it, although he
was quite tipsy.”
‘You must be drunk yourself to come
here. waking me up in middle of the
night, to bear this ‘ilsle gabble,” said Louis,
_ng,rily. *‘What the devil do you mean by
n?

‘“‘Now, don’t be in a hurry ; wait until
You have heard the rest.”

fatal day
heart.
squander upon
] :‘ﬁmno. of which ea
have eccst you a tear. T
With you I might have been a
man "

s Oyl as if overcome by ‘tho con-
; viction':r::‘ovﬂ deeds; and seemed about
: “‘?I“.i:h“ml to. t mj son,”

b t is never tqo late to repent, N
, murmured Mme. Fauvel, in comforting

tones. .
“Ah, if I only could " eried Raoul; *but

no, it is too late ! Besides, can I tell how

long my good resolutions will last ?  This
is not the first time that I have condemned
myself pitilessly. = Stinging remorse for
each new fault made me swear to -
better life, to sin no more. - What was the
result of these periodical repentances ? At
the firss temptation I forgot my remorse
and resolutions. Iam weank and mean-
spirited, and you are not firm enough to
overn my vacillating nature, While my
intentions are gnod my actions are villaiu-
cus. The disproportion between my ex-
travagant desires, and the means of grati-
fying them, is too great for me to eudure
auy Tonger. Who knows to what fearful
lengths my wunfortunate disposition may
lug me? However, 1 will take my fate in
my own hands " he finally said, with a
reckless laugh. ; -

*Oh, Raoul! my dear son!” cried Mme.
Fauvel, in an agony of terror, what have
you been doing?”

“Money was entrusted to me; I gambled,
and lost it.”

““How much did you locse?”

*“Thirty thousand francs.”

“‘You shall have them to-morrow.”

“Bat I must have the money to-night.”
Mme. Fauvel wrung her hands in de-
spair.

“Oh! why did you not come to me sooner,
my son? Why did ybu not have confidence
enough in me to come at once for help?
This evening? There is no one in the house
to open the money safe; if it were not for
that —if you had only come before Andre
went out——"

“The safe!” cried Raoul, with sudden joy,
as if this ic word had thrown a ray of
light upen his dark despair; ‘‘do you
know where the key is kept?”’

“Yes; it is in the next room.”

“Well!” he exclaimed, with a bold look
that caused Mme. Fauvel to lower her eyes
and keep silent.

Give me the key, mother,” he said, in a
tone of entrut*i‘

¢Oh, Raoul, Raoul 1”

*‘It 18 my life I am asking of you.”

These words decided her; she snatched up

*‘Pooh | speak then !’ :

‘‘Atter the game was over we went t¢
supper; Prosper became intoxicated, and
betrayed the secret name with which he

closes the money safe.”
At these wor

of triumph.
“What was the word ?’
*‘The name of his friend.”

Clameran uttered a ery

¢ Y“Gipsy! Yes, that would be five
letters.”

Louis was 50 excited that he jumped out
of bed, slipped on his dressing-gown, and
began to stride up and down the chamber.

““Now we have got him !” he said, with
vindictive satisfaction. ‘‘There’s no chance
of escape for hir mow! Ah, the vir
tuous cashier won’t touch the momey con
fided to him ; so we must touch it for him.
‘The disgrace will be just as great, no mat.
ter who opens the safe. We have the
word ; you know where the key is kept.”

“Yes; when M. Fauvel goes out he al
ways leaves the key in the drawer of hit
secretary, in his chamber.”

*‘Very good. Go and get the key from
Madame Fauvel. If she does not give it
up willingly use force, so that you get it,
that is the poins ; then open the safe, and

a candle, rushed into her chamber, opened
the secretary and took eut M. Fauvels

ey.
gut when about to hand it to Raoul she
seemed suddenly to see the enormity of
what she was doing.

*‘Ob, Raoul! my} son,” she murmured,
‘‘what could you do with the key? You do
not kmow thes:cret word ot the buttoms.”
*‘No, but I can try to open it without

moving the buttons.”

“You know that money is never kept jin

the safe over night.”

‘‘Nevertheless, I can make the attempt.

If I open the safe and find money in it, it
will be a miracle, showing that heaven has
pitied my misfortunes and provided relief.”

“Andif you are not successful will you

promise me to wait until to-morrow, to do
nothing rash to-night?”’

¢‘I will swear it by my father’s memory.”
“Then take the key and follow me.”
Pale and trembling, Raoul and Mme.

Fauvel passed through the banker’s study,
and down the narrow staircase leading to
the offices and cash-room below.

Raocul walked in front, holding the light,

and the key of *he sate.

They reached Prosper’s office, and Raoul

take out every franc it contains. Ah, Mas. Flgc.d the light on a high «tool so that it

ter Bertomy, you shall pay dear for being
loved by the woman whom I love !”

The plan seemed feasible. The scoun.
drels made all their arrangements, and fix-
ed the day for committing the crime.

They selected the evening of the 27th ol
February, because Raoul knew that M.
Fauvel would be at a bank director’s din-
ner, and Madeleine was invited to a party
on that evening.

Unless something untoreseen should
occur, Raoul knew that he would find
Mme. Fauvel alone at Lalf-past eight
o’clock.

After braakfasting together they separ-

ighted the whole room.
‘Ho then sumrmoned up all his coolness,

or rather that mechanical precision of
movement, almost independent of will, of
which men accustomed to peril avail them-
selves in time of need.

Rapidly, with the dexterity of experi-

euce, he slipped the buttons on the five
letters composing the name of G, i, p. s, y.

His features during this short operation

expressed the most intense anxiety.

e inserted the key softly, turned it

round ; pushed it further in, and turned it
a second time, then thrust it in suddenly,
and turned it again.

His heart beas so

ated. loudly that Mme. Fauuvel could hear its

Clameran was so elated by the
of success that he lost sight of the great
crime intervening. Raoul was calm, but
resolute. The shameful deed he was about
to commit would give him riches, and
release him from a hateful servitude. His
one thought was liberty, as Louis’ was
Madeleine.

Everything seemed to progress finely.
The banker did not ask for the notice of
time, but promised to pay the money at the
specified hour. Prosper said that he would
have it ready early in the morning.

The certainty of success made Louis al-
most wild with joy. He counted the
hours, and the minutes, which passed but
too slowly.

“When this affair is ended,” he said to
Raoul, I will reform, and be a model ot
virtue. None will dare hint that I ever
induiged in any sins, great or small.”

But Raoul became more and more sad as
the time approached. Reflection gradually
betrayed the blackness of the contemplated
crime.

‘CHAPTER XIX,
HOW IT WAS DONE.

Clameran’s last injunction to Raounl was :

“‘Be very cautious when you enter the
room; your appearance must tell every-
thing, so you can avoid preliminary explan-
ations.”

The recommendation was useless.

The instant that Raoul went into the
little salon the sight of his pale, haggard
face and wild eyes caused Mme. Fauvel to
spring up with clasped hands, and cry out:

“Raoul, what has happened ? Speak,
my son ™ :

The sound of her tender affectionate voice
acted like an electric shock upon the young
bandit. Shestook like a leaf. But, at
the same time, his mind seemed to change.
Lous was not mistaken in his estimate of
his companion’s character. Raoul was on
the stage; his part was to be played ; his
assurance returned to him ; his cheating,
lying nature assummed the ascendant, and
stifled any better feeling in his heart.

**This misfortune is the last I shall ever
suffer, mother!”’

Mmo.h Fn;:ve(ll rushed tmnrd‘ him, alnd
aeizing his han searchin into his
eyes, as if to rem very louf 4

*‘What is the matter? Racul, my dear
son, do tell me what troubles you.”

He gently pushed her from him.

“The matter is, my mother,” he said, in
a voice of heart-broken despair, ‘‘that I am
an unworthy, degenerated son! Unworthy
-of you, unworthy of my noble father!”

e tried to comfort him by saying that
his errors were all her fault, and that he

arm and pulled him away so abruptl
the key was dragged from the Poc .
slipping along the glosay varaish of the safe
door, made & deep scratch some inches
long.

rospect | throbs.

The word bad not been changed; the

safe opened.

Raoul and his mother simultaneously ut-

tered a cry ; she of terror, he of triumph.

“Shutitagain!” cried Mme. Fauvel,fright-

ened at the incomprehensible result of
Raoul’s attempt;
touch anything, 'for heaven’s sake! Raoul?”’

‘‘come away. Don’t

And half frenzied she clung to Raoul’s
that

and

But at a glance Raoul diseovered on the

upper shelf of the safe four bundles of bank
notes. Hesnatched them up with his left

hand and ll‘i‘pged them inside his vest.
Exhausted by the effort she had just

made, Mme, Fauvel dropped Racul’s arm,

and almost fainting with emotion, clung to

the back of achair.

“Have mercy, Raoul,” she moaned. I

implore you te pus back that money, and I

solemnly swear that I will give youtwice as
much to-morrow. Oh, my son, have pity
upon your unhappy mother!”’

He paid no attention to these words of

entreaty,but carefully examined the scratch
on the safe. He was almost alarmed at
this trace of the robbery, which it was im-
possible for him to cover up.

He carefully closed the safe.
“Come, mother, lot us go back to the

sitt ng-room. A servant might go there to

look for you, and be astonished at our ab-
sence.”
Raoul's crvel indifference and cold caleu-
lation at such & moment filled Mme. Fauvel
with indignation. She saw that she had no
influence over her son, that her prayers and
tears had no effect upon his hard heart.
*Let them be astonished,” she cried;
“let them come here and find us! I wili
be relieved to put an end to this tissue of
crime. Then Andre will know all, and
drive me from hishouse. Let come what
will, I shall not sacrifice another victim.
Prosper will be accused of this theft teo-
morrow. Clameran defrauded him of the
woman he loved, and now you. would de-

ive him of his honor ! I will have noth-

e o g it Ao S sy B

he spoke so 20 ily t

Raoul ::A alarmed. :

Me knew that the errand boy wt in a
room close by, and might be in listen-
ing to her, although it was early in the

"&0 petairs I’ he said, seising Mme.
)
Faavel’s arm.

But she clung to a table, and refused to

move a step. .
I have Leen cowardly enough to saeri:

‘was, in spite of all, the pride of her heart.
“Alulg he uid,“‘l have been a weak
fool. Happiness was within my reach, and

T had not the sense to stretch forth my

and grasp it. Irejected a heavenly
realivy to eagerly pursue a vain phantom,
1, who ought. to have spent my liie ab you:
feet, and daily striven to express my grati-
sude for your lavished: kinduess, have made

you u . destroyed -yéur peace
mind, m.u a_uf. & blessing
1 bave m-mqm.m« the fitst

fice Madelein®,” she ‘said, *but I will not
ruin Prosper.”

Raoul had an argument in reserve which
he knew wauld e Mme, Fauvel submit
to.hg will 4 T

‘Now, really,” he said, with a ical
lkangh. “do u'pulhnd that i

now !
affair , and shat he is to have |

oi’| the booty :

K

g
m | mother.”
e took
frmly led Mme. Fauvel toward the stair-
cise.
She mechanically suffered herself to be
led along, more bewildered la‘whu she had
just heard than she was at the opening of

the safe door. :

A “W"M?ﬁo gasped, *‘can Prosper "'be a
thief ¥’ i

She began to think herself the victim of
a terrible nightmuate, and  that, when she
waked, her wind would be reliaved of this
intolerablc torture.  She helplersiy clung
to Raoul’s arin as he helped her up the
narrow little staircase, :

“You must put the key buck in the sec-
retary,” said Raoul, assoon as they were
in the chamber again,

But she did not seem to hear him, so he
went. and replaced the safe-key in the
place from which he had scen her wuake it.

He then led, or rather carried, Mme
Fauvel into the little sitting-room, and
placed her in an easy-chair.

The set, expressioul-ss look of the
wretched womau’s eyes, und her dazed man-
ner, frightened ‘Raoul, who thungiit that
the had lost her mind, that her reason had
finally given way beneath this last terrible
shock.

Finding his efforts to restore Mime Fauvel
fruitleas; that, in spite of all his affectionate
regrets and promises, she still sat silent,
motionless, and death-like; und fearing that
M. Fauvel or Madeleire might enter at any
moment, and demand an explanation—he
hastily pressed a kiss upon his mother’s
brow, and hurried from the house.

At the restaurant, in the room where
they had dined, Ciameran, tortured by
anxiety, awaited his accomplice.

*“The deed is done, uncle, thanks to you,
and I am now the most miserable, abject
villain on the face of the earth.”

He unbuttoned his vest, and pulling out
the four bundles of bank-notes angrily dash-
ed them upon the table, saying in a tone of
acorn and disgust :

“Now I hope {ou are satisfied. This is
the price of the happiness, honor, and per-
haps the life, of three people.”

Clameran paid no attention to these
angry words. With feverish eagerness he
seized the notes, and rattled them iu his
hand as if to convince himself of the reality
of success.

*“Now Madeleine is mine !” he cried, ox-
citedly.

Raoul looked at Clameran in silent dis-
ust.

“I forbid you ever to allude to this
evening's work,” cried he, fiercely. *‘Do
you hear me ? I wish to forgetit.”
Clameran shrugged his shonlders at this
outburst of anger, and said, in a bantering
tone :

“Just as you please, my handsome
nephew ; I rather think you will want to
remember it though, when I offer you these
three hundred and fifty thousand fraucs.
You will not, I am sure, refuse to accept
them as a slight souvenir. Take them ;
they are yours.”

his generosity seemed neither to sur-
prise nor satisfy Raoul.

‘“‘According to our agreement,” he said,
sullenly, *I was to have more than this.”
“Of course ; this is only part of your
share.”

“‘And when am I to have the rest, if you
please ?”

‘“I'he day I marry Madeleine, and not
before, my boy. You are too valuable an
assistant to lose at present, and I promise
you I will require nothing more ot you save
a few trifling services. You ecan retire be-
hind the scenes mow, while I appear upon
the stage; my cue is called.”

CHAPTER XX.

MADELEINE'S GIFT.

For more than an hour after Raoul's de-
parture Mme. Fauvel remained in a state of
stupor bordering upon uncoasciousness.
Gradually, however, she recovered her
senses sufliciently to comprehend the
horrors of her present situation, and, with
the faculty of thought, that of suffering
returned.

The dreadful sceme in which she had

‘taken part was still before her afirighted

vision ; nll the attending circumstances,
unnoticed t the time, nmow struck her
forcibly.
Bhesa: . wo?
shamefu - e
tured I w . ool
taken : aned
.pecr' Let 1t pon

. e A [ 'S

en the dupe of a
Maoul had tor-

i ty, had

ss, and had

r to do with the
rob
¢ *her to confide in
¢t in her own

< Wi A
PTG
breast.

Fataily iuaspirea,
silent,

As fate would have it, the banker, as
soon as he entered the room, began to
speak of Prosper, saying how distressing it
was that so interesting a young man should
be thus throwing himself away, and won-
dering what could have happened to make
him suddenly cease his visits at the house,
and resort to bad company.

If M. Fauvel had looked at the faces of
his wife and niece while he harshly blamed
the cashier, he would have been puzzled at
their strange expressions.

All night long Mme. Fauvel suffered the
most intolerable agony. She counted each
stroke of the town clock as the hours
dragged on.

“In six hours,” she said to herself, ‘“in
five hours—in four hours—in three hours—
in one hour—all will be discovered, and
then what will happen? Heaven help me!”
At sunrise she heard the servants moying
about the house ; then the office shutters
opened ; then, later, she heard the clerks
going into the bank.

She attempted to get up; but felt so ill
and weak that she sunk back on her pil.
low ; and lying there, trembling like a leaf,
bathed in cold perspiration, she awaited the
discovecy of the robbery.

She was leaning over the side of the bed,
straining her ear to catch & sound from the
cash-room, when Madeleine, who had just
left her, rushed into the room.

The white face and wild eyes of the poor
irl told Mme. Fauvel that the crime was
iscovered. .

“Do you know what has happened,
aunt ?” cried Madeleine, in a shrill, horri-
fied tcne. “Prosper is accused of robbery,
and the police have come to take him to
prison !”

A was Mme. Fauvel’s only answer.

= nlorthomua:?hn the bottom
of this,” continued eleine, excitedly.

“H;"cnﬁoyhm-ed in is, my

uecided to keep

*“I can't tell yot, but I only know that
Prosper is innocent. I have just seen him,
epoken to him. He would never have look-
ed me in the face had he heen guilty.”

Mme. Fuuvel opened her lips to confesy
all; fear kept her silent.

“What can these wretches want? said
Madeleine; ‘“what new sacrificedo thev de-
mand? Dishonor Prosper!: (Good heavens!
why did they not kill him at ence? He
would rather be dead than disgraced!”

Here the entrauce of M. Fauvel inter-
rupted Madeleine, The banker was so
angry that he vould hardly :Psk.

: worthless scoundrel!” he cried; ‘“‘to
think of his daring to accuse me! to insinu-

you do mot § ate that I robbed my own ssfe! And thas
this litle uqmaoamm{mmammmy.u

&

good faith in keepi
’o?"!' ordss ping my onm§ to.
without nat'eing the cffect of his

the candle, and gently but |itha

yet )
E”Pu;hrg"tbs‘g‘ Mateleing . would su

her of canipricity in the theft, if » "
maiffed iu bed aud betrayed xo much “agi-
‘tation; Mme, Fuuvel sirose and ' drvescd for

8 & dreary meal. No one tasted a

The servanss moval ahout on their

uptoes, assilently us if a death had occur-
red in the family.

About two o'c.ock a servant came to M.
| FatvePwstudy, and said that the Marquis
deOlanverieh e ired to sre him.

EXVhat ¥ ‘epied ‘the banker,” *docs’ hLe
dare ot : £¥
| Theu; after a mement’s reflection; he
added :
© NAgk him to walk up.”

The very name of Clameran had sufliced
‘tourdnse all the slumbering wrath of M.
Fauvel. :The victitn of a robbery, finding
Liysafe empty at the moment that hé'was
calledmpon to make a heavy payment; he
had-been canstrained to conceal his anger
and pessntihefity but now he determined to
haveshis ravenge wpod his insolent Wisito# !

But the marquis declined.:ta:icome: hps;

.
sta h isenger, deturned--withs ¢
ansiwer ¢ nts ;§ ‘gentlewin hwt' ' ME
readbh Tor $¥titig M. Faivel'Tn"the office Be-
lom’;;l;ﬁf:ih nh’!‘h"ofo.b 1 et

*“What, does -this rimpertineges
moan® eriedl~the Banker, ‘as he id’g'rgli
jumped up and hastened down-stairs.

M. de Clameran was standing in the
middle of the room adjoining the cash-room;
M, Fauvel walked up to him and said
bluntly:

‘“What do you want now, monsiear? You
have Leen paid your money and I have your
receipt.”

To the surprise of all the clerks and the
banker himeelf the marquis seemed not in
the least offended at this rude greeting, but
answered in a deferential but not at all
humble manner:

“This- morning I was irritated, and
thoughlessly gave way to my temper. Al-
though I am gray-headed my disposition is
as excitable as that of & ficry young man
of 20 years; and 1 hope you will forges
words uttered ina moment of excitement,
and now deeply regretted.”

M. Fauvel, being a kind hearted though
quick tempered mam, ecould appreciate
Clameran’s  feelings; and  knowing
that his own hi reputation for
scrupulous  honesty  cou not
affeccted by any hasty .or abusive
language uttered by a ereditor, at once
ealmed down before so frank an apology,
lutll holding out his hand to Clameran,
sad @

“Let us forget what happened, mon-
sieur.”

They conversed in a friendly manner for
some minutes, and, after Clameran had ex-
plained why he had su¢h pressing need of
the money at that particular hour of the
morning, turned to leave, saying that he
would do himself the honor of calling upon
Mme. Fauvel during the day.

“That is if a visit from me would not be
considered intrusive,” he said, with a
shade of hesitation. ‘‘Perhaps after the
trouble of this morning she does not wish
to be disturbed.”

“Oh, no !” said the banker ; ‘“‘come, by
all means ; I think a visit from you would
cheer her mind. I shallbe from home all
day, trying to trace this uncomfortable
afhair.”

Mme. Fauvel was in the same room
where Raoul had threatened to kill himse!f
the night previous ; she looked very pale
and ill as she lay on a sofa. Madeleine was
bathing her forehead.

When M. de C.ameran was announced
they both started as if a phantom had ap-
peared before them.

Althou.hh Louis had been 8.1! and smil-
ing when he parted from M. Fauvel down
stairs he now wore a melancholy aspect
as he gravely bowed and retused to seas
himself in the chair which Mme. Fauvel
metioned him to take. :

“You will excuse me, ladies, for intrud-
ing at this time of your affliction, but I have
a duty to fulfill.

“Only one hour nfo," ho replied, “I dis-
covered that Raoul last night forced from
his mother the key of the money safe and
stole three hundred and fifty thousand
francs.”

Madeleine crimsoned with shame and in-
dignation; she leaned over the sofa, and
seizing her aunt’s wrist shook it violently,
and in a hollow veice cried:

It is false, is it not, aunt? Speak!”

“Alas! alas!” groaned Mme. Fauvel
“What have I done ?”’

*“You have allowed Prosper to be ac-
used,” cried Madeleine. ‘‘You have suffer-
ed him to be arrested and disgraced for
life.”

“‘Forgive me!” sighed Mme. Fauvel. ‘‘He
was about to kill himself; I was so fright-
ened! Then you know—Prosper was to
share the money; he gave Raoul the secret
word——"

*‘Good Heaven! Aunt, how could yom
believe such a falsehood as that ¥

‘‘Madeleine!” remonstrated Mme. Fau-
vel, who trembled at the rising anger of the
man who held her fate in his hands,
“Madeleine, be careful ”

‘““Mademoiselle ig pitiless,” said Clamer-
an, sadly ; ‘“‘she cruelly punishes an honor-
able man whose only fault is having obeved
his brother’s dying injunctions. And I am
here now, because I believe in tho joint
responsibility of all the members of a
family.”

Here he slowly drew from his pocket
several bundles of bank-notes, and laid
them on the mantel-piece.

“Racul stole three hundred and fifty
thousand francs,” he said ; “I return the
same amount. Itis more than balf my
fortune. - Willingly would I give the rest
to insure this being the last crime commit-
ted by him.” .

Too inexperienced to penetrate this bold,
yet simple plan of Clameran’s, Made °
was dumb with astonishment ; all her
culations were upset.

Mme. Fauvel, on the contrary, ace
this restitution as salvation semt
heaven,

“Oh, thanks, mounsieur, thanks I
cried, gratefully clasping Clameran’s
in hers ; *‘you are gondness itself I

Louis’ eve lit up with pleasure. Bu
rejoiced too soon. A minute’s reheciioe
brought back all of Madeleine’s distcust,
She thoughv this magnanimity and gener-
osity unnatural ina man whom she con-
sidered incapable of a noble sentiment, and
at once concluded that it must conceal some
snare beneath. .

““What are we to do with this money?’

she demanded.
“Restore it to M. Fauvel, made-
' %“We restore it, monsieur, and how? Re-:

moiseclle,”
storing the money is demounciag Raoul, and

ruining my aunt. ‘Take back
monsiour.” Wo will not touch tor '

is

? A man who spends
, and francs inl fo‘ur fmom.hl
will soon run through my little fortune.
Weare making » bargain; I give you my
hand in exchange fot the honor and life of
my aunt; and, of coirss, you must give me
some ntee to secare the performance
of your promise.”

“Oh! T will give you ample securities,”
cried Clameran; “such as will quiet all
your suspicious doubts of my good faith.
Alas! you will not believe in my devotion;
what shall I do to convince you of its sin-
cerity?! Shall I try to save Monsieur
Bertomy?

“Thanks for the offer, monsieur,” replied
Madeleine, disdainfully, “If r 1s
guilty let him be punished by the law; if
he is innocent, God will protect him.”

Here Madeleine stood up, te signify that
the interview was over.

Clameran bowed and left the room.

Since Clameran’s offer to restore the notes
Mme. Fauvel had not doubted Prosper’s
guilt. She said nothing, but inwardly ac-
cused him of having seduced her
son from the path of virtus, and
enticed him into crime—her son whom
she would never cease to love, no matter
how great his faults.

Madeleine had perfect faith in Prosper’s
innocence.

She was so confident of his being restored
to liberty that she ventured to ask her
uncle, under pretext of some charitable
obhjest, to give her ten thousand francs,
which she sent to the uafortunate victim of
circumstantial evidence; who, from what
she had heard of his poverty, muss be in
need of assistance.

In the lettar—ocut from the prayer-book
to avoid detection by writizg—accompany-
ing the money,she advised Pronrr to leave
France, because she knew thas it would be
impotsible for & man of his proud nature te
remain on the'scene of his di ; the

ter His innocemee the miere imtelerable
Eir:‘nﬂ'. 1 8 ‘

Besides, Madeleine, as thas time feeling
that she would be obliged $0 marry Clam-
eran, was anxious to have the man she loved
far, far away from her.

On the day that this anonymous present
was sent, in opposition to the wishes of
Mme. .Fauvel, the two poor women were
entangled fearfully in pecuniary difficulties.

Madeleine and her aunt bad declined
all invitasions during the winter, to avoid
purchasing oveninf resses; having always
been remarkable for their superb toilets,
se!dom appearing in the same ball-dress
twice, they dare not give rise to comment
by wearing their old dresses, and kuowi
tgnz M. Fauvel would be the first to as
the cause of this sudden change, as he liked
to see them always the best-dressed women
in the room.

But at last they were obliged fo appear
in public. Mme,
friends, the Messrs. Jandidier, were about
to give a splendid ball, and, as fate would
have it, a fancy ball, which would require
the purchasing of costumes.

here would the money come from?

They had been owing a large bill te their
dress-maker for over a year. Would she
consent to furnis®. them dresses on credit?
They were ashamed to ask her.

Madeleine’s new maid, Palmyre Choca-
reille, extricated them from this difficulty.

This girl, who seemed to have suffered all
the minor ills of life—which, after all, are
the bardest to bear—seemed to have
divined her mistress’ anxiety.

She voluntarily informed Madeleine that
a friend of hers, a first-class dress-maker,
had just set up for herself and weuld be

lad to furnish materials and make the
s:enu on credit, for the sake of obtaining
the patronage of Mme. Fauvel and her
niece, which would at once bring her plenty
of fashionable customers.

But after this dilemma was settled a still
greater one presented itself.

Mme. Fauvel and her niece could not ap-
ar at a ball without jewelry ; and eve
jewel they owned had been taken by Raoul,

and pawned.

After thinking the matter over Madeleine
decided to ask Raoul to take some of the
stolen money, and redeem the last set of
jewels he had forced from his mother. She
informed her aunt of her intention, and
said, in a tome that admitted of no contra-
diction :

“Appoint an interview with Raoul; he
will not dare to refuse you; and I will go
in your stead.”

';ho next day the courageous girl took a
cab, and, regardiess of the inclement
weather, went to Vesinet.

She would have been filled with conster-
nation had she known that M. Verduret
and Prosper were following close behind,
and witnessed her interview from the top
of a ladder.

Her bold step was fruitless. Raoul
swore that he had divided with Prosper;
that his own half of the money was spent,
and that he had not a napoleon wherewith
to redesm anything.

He even refused to give up the pledges,
and Madeleine had to resort to threats of
exposure before she could induce him to
surrender the tickets of four or five trifling
articles that were indispensable te their
soilet.

Clameran had ordered l:im u‘; rof::

itively to give up a single ticket,
E::u hoioposl that in their distress they
would call upon him for relief.

The violent altercation witncssed 3
Clameran’s new vales, Joseph Dubois, h
been caused by the exaction of this prom-
ise.

The accomplices were at that time on
very bad terms. ‘Clameran was seeking a
safe means of tetﬁng rid of Raoul, and the
young scamp, aving » timent of his
uncle’s intentions, was determined to out-
wit him.

Nothing but the certainty of impending

could reconcile them. The d
was revealed to them both at the Jandidier

ball.
Who was the mysterious mountebank

Lhou!

(To be Condinued. ) ;
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Qastoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants
and Children. It contains neither Opium, Morphine nor
other Narcotic substance. It i3 a harmless substitute
for Parcgoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor Oil,
It is Pleasant. Its guaranteo is thirty years’ use by
Millions of Mothers. Castoria destroys Worms and allays
feverishness. Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd,
cures Diarrhaca and Wind Colic. Castoria rcliceves
teething troubles, curcs constipation and flatulency.
Castoria assimilates the food, regulates tho stomach
and bowels, giving hecalthy and natural sleep. Case
toria is the Children’s Panacea—the Mother’s Iriend,

Castoria.

“ Castoria {s an cxcellent medicine for chil-
dren. Mothera have repeatedly told me of its
good effect upon tlcir children.”

Dr. G. C. Osaoop,
Lowell, Mass.

* Gastoria is the best remedy for children of
which I am acquainted. Ihopo the day is not
far distant when mothers will consider thereal
Mottheirchﬂdnn.uduow‘in-
stead of the variousquack nostrums wiich are
destroying their loved ones, by forcing opium,
morphine, soothing syrup and other hurtful
agents down their throats, thereby sending
them to premature graves."”

Dz. J. F. Kxxcumioe,
Conway, Ar

The Contaur Company, T7

Fo

Murray

T g

Castoria.

* Castoria is so well adapted to cli!ren thag
I recommend i assuperior ioavy prescription
knowa tg me.”
H. A, Archer, M. D,
111 So. Oxford St., Brooklyn, X, Y,

* Our physiciacs in the children's depart-
ment have spoken highly of their experi-
ence in their outside practice with Castoria,
and although we only have among our
medical supplies what is known as regular
products, yet we are free to confess that the
merits of Castoria bas won us to look with
favor upon it.™

Uxitep Hosrrral AxD Dispewsary,
Boston, Mags,
Awrex C. Sxrre, Pres.,

Street, New York City.
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ORGANS - AND - PIANOS

AT WHOLESALE PRICES.

Organs of the Best Makers at $40.00 to $30.60
Pianos at $125.00 to $250.00
- Sewing Machines at $25.00 to $30.00

J. J- WETHERUP.

Corner Sussex and Peel streets.

“

Fragrant - Perfumes

TOILET WATERS

A

AND SACHETS

Gregery's Drug Huere

Corner Kent and William Streets,

E. WOODS’ Stove Emporium

—BEST—

PORTLAND CEMENT

FFRESEL
$2.90 per barrel

Sept. 28th, 1892.—1889-ly.

B, WOODS.

FOR

Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO

ANDERSON, NUGENT, & Co.

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

Call and see our stock.

BEST CANADIAN COAL OIL

Undertakers and Cabinet Makers,

No trouble to show it.
ANDERSON. NUGENT & CO.

i

- 10°. PER IMPERIAL GALLON

5 Gallons for 500,

5 Gallon Cans 50¢.

F. VanCAMP,

13718 - Successor to Magwood & Calhoun.
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