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“Yes, & t of the day.
"V\:lus bp:;no of Monsieur Fauvel ?”

“The ladies took me with them; we left

Monsieur Fauvel at home.”

“Not a doubt of it !” cried the fat man;

“‘he looked for proofs and found them, too !
Your letter lol(r him exactly where to go.
Ah, Prosper, that unfortunate letter gives
more trouble than everything else put to-
gether.®

These words seemed to throw a sudden
light on Mme. Gipsy’s mind. §

] understand it now!” she exclaimed.
“M. Fauvel knows everything.”

“That is, he thinks he knows everything,
and what he has been led to fear,aud thinks
he has discovered, is worse than the true
sate of affairs.”

“‘That accounts for the order which M.
Cavaillon overheard him give to hisservaut-
man, Evariste.”

*“What order?”’

““He told Evariste to bring every letter
that came to the house, no matter to whom
addressed, into his study, and hand them to
him, saying that if this order was disobeyed
he should be instantly discharged.”

“At what time was this order given?’
asked M. Verduret.

““Yesterday afternoon.”

“That is what I was afraid ef,” cried M.
Verduret. ‘‘He has clearly made up his
mind what course to pursue, and is kesping
quiet so as to make his vengeance more
sure. The question is, have we still time
to counteract his projects? Have we time
to convince him that the amonymous
letter was incorrect in seme of its asser-
tions ¥’

He tried to hit upon some plan for re-
?airing the damage done by Prosper's

oolish letter.

“Thank you for !our information, my
dear child,” he said, after a long silence.
“I will decide at once what steps to take,
for it will mever do to sit quietly, and let
things go on in this way. Return heme
without delay, and be careful of everything
you say aund do, for M. Fauvel suspects you
of being in the plot. Send me word of any-
thing that happens, no matster how insig-
nificant it may be.”

Nina, thus dismissed, did not move, but
said, timidly :

““What about Caldas, monsieur?”

This was the third time during the last
fortnight that Prosper had heard this
name, Caldas.

The first time it had been whispered in
his ear by a respectable-looking, middle-
aged man, who offered his protection one
day when passing through the police-office

..

. The second time the judge of instruction
had mentioned it in connection with Gipsy’s
history.

Prosper thought over all the men he had
ever been connected with, but could recall
mone named Caldas.

The 1mpassible M. Verduret started and
trembled at the sound of his name, but
quickly recovering himself, said:

I promise to find him for you, and I
will keep my promise. Now you must go;
good morning.”

1t was twelve o’clock and M. Verduret
suddenly remembered that he was hungry.
He called Mme. Alexandre, and the beam-
ing hostess of the Archangel soon placed a
tempting breakfast beiore Prosper and his
friend.

But the savory broiled oysters and flaky
biscuit failed to smooth the perplexed brow
of M. Verduret.

To the eager questions and complimentary
remarks of Mme. Alexandre he answered:

‘‘Hush! let me alone; keep quiet.”

For the first time since he had known
the stout :man, Prosper saw him betray
anxiety and hesitation.

He remained silent as long as he could,
and then uneasily said :

“Iam afraid I have embarrassed you
very much, monsieur.”

““Yes, you have dreadfuily embarrassed
me,” replied M. Verduret. ‘“What on
earth to do now I don’t know! Shall I
hasten matters, or keep quiet and wait for
the next move. And 1 am bound by a sa-
cred promise. Come, we had better go and

advise with the judge of instruction. He
can assist me. Come with me; let us
hurry.”

CHAPTER XXIII.

THE UNSIGNED LETTER.

As M. Verduret had anticipated, Pros.
%cl"s letter had a terrible effect upon M.

auvel.

It was toward nine o’clock in the morn-
ing, and M. Fauvel had just entered his
study when his mail was brought in.

After opening a dozen business letters
his eyes fell on the fatal missive sent by
Prosper.

A cold chill ran through his heart, and
he dreaded to open it. :

With absolute certainty that he was
about to learn some new calamity, he
broke the seal, and opening the coarse
paper, was shocked by the following
words :

“MoxsiEUR.—You have handed your cashier over
to the law, and you acted properly, convinced as you
were of his dishonesty.

“But if it was he who' took three hundred and
fifty thousand francs from your safe, was it he also
who took Madame Fauvel's diamonds 1”

This was a terrible blow to a man whose
life hitherto had been an unbroken chain of
prosperity, who could recall the past with-
out one bitter regret, without remember-
ing any sorrow deep enough to bring forth
a tear.

What ! Pis wife deceive him ! And

| 1t the letter lied in this Instance he
" would treat it with the scora it

to his first_im- ®If on the other hand, it should prove te be
e is now seeking
or  proofs of your assertious. He must
have them by this time. Did the ladies go

true ! 5
"l;nrryin‘ into Mme. Fauvel’s roomin her

absence he opened she drawer of the chif-
fonier, where she kept her jewels. :
The last dozen or more leather aund vel-
vet boxes containing superb sets of je
which he had preseuted to her were gone.
Twelve boxes remained. He nervously
opened them. .
They were all empty §
The anonymous letter

truth.

And she had been thus deceiving him for
twenty years ! But suddenly a gleam of
hope penetrated his confused mind—sl ht-
ly, barely possible ; still a straw to 31-.
t

had told the

Y, S—

*‘Perhaps Valentine has put her dia-
monds in Madeleine’s room.”

Without stopping to consider the indeli-
cacy of what he was about to do he hurried
into the girl’s room and pulled open ene
drawer after an another. What did he
find?

Not Mme. Fauvel’s diamonds, but Madee
leine’s seven or eight boxes also empty.

Great heavens! Was this gemtle girly
whom he had treated as a daughter, an ac-
complice in this deed of shame? Had she
contributed her jewelry 1o add so the dis-
grace of the roof that sheltered her?

This last blow was almost too much fer
the miserable old man. i g

If his wife could deceive him now whea
she was silver-haired ‘'had soe not daceived
him when she was yoang? - * =
Not only did he suffer in'the pressns, but
the uncertainty of the past sorSured his
soul. A% : ¢ 30
He was like a man who iw told that
the exquisite wine he has' drank centains
poison. - e
Confidence is entire ; /it is, or it'is not.
His confidence was gone; his faith was

ea
The wretched banker had rested his
every hope and happiness on the love of his
wife. Believing cgn she had proved faith-
Jess, that she had played him

{ false, and was unworthy of ' trust h:'

admitted mo possibility eof

joy, and felt tempted to seek consolation
#rom self-destruction. What had he te live
for now, save to mourn over the ashes of
the past?

But this dejection did mot last long. “M-
dignant anger and thirst for vengeanee made
him start up and swear that he would lose
no time in vain regrets.

M. Fauvel well knew that the fact of the
diamonds being stolen was mnot ruffi-
cient ground upon which to bring
an accusation against any of the accom-
plises.

He must possess overwhelmine nroofs be-
fore taking any active steps, Success de-
pended upon present secrecy.

He began by calling his valet and orderi
him to bring him every letter that shou
come to the house.

He then wrote to a notary at 8t. Remy
for minute and authemtic information
sbout the Lagors, and especially about
Raoul
Finally, following the advice of the an-
onymous letter, he went to the Prefecture
of Police, hoping to obtain a biography of
Clameran. .

M. Fauvel was politely asked what
motives urged him to inquire into
the past life of a French citi-
gen ; and, as he declined to state
his reasons, the chief of police told
him he had better apply to the procurer for
the desired information.
This advice he could not follow. He had
sworn that the secret of his wrongs should
be confined to the three persons interested.
He chose to avenge his own injuries, to be
alone the judge and executioner,
He returned home more angry than ever;
there he found the dispatch answering the
one he had sent to St.. Remy. It read as
follows:
“The Lagors are very poor and there
never hasbeen a member of the familynamed
Raoul. Madame Lagors had no san, only
two daughters.”
This information dashed his last hope.
The banker thought when he discovered
his wife’s infamy that she had sinned as
deeply as woman could sin, but he now saw
that she had practiced a system more shock-
ing than the crime itself.

othing butdeath could wipe out aninju
of this nature. But the very bitterness o
his resentment enabled him to restrain him-
self until the time for punishment came.
With grim satisfaction he promised himself
that his acting would be as successful as
theirs.

That day he succeeded in concealing his
agitation and kept up a flow of talk at din-
mer; but at about 9 o'clock, when Clameran
ealled on the ladies, he rushed from the
house for fear that he would be unable te
control his indignation at the sight of this
destroyer of his happiness, and did not re-
turn home until in the night.

The next day he reaped the fruit of his
prudence.

Among the letters which his valet brought
him at noon was one bearing the postmark
of Vesinet.

He carefully opened the envelope, and
read:

“DEAR AUNT,~It is imperatively neces-
sary for me to sce you to-day, so do not fail
to come Vesinet.

*“I will explain why I give you this
trouble, ins of calling at your house,

Raour.”

“I have them now !” cried M. Fauvel
trembling with satisfaction at the near
prospect ot vengeance.

Eager to lose no time, he opened a
drawer, took out a revolver, and examined
the hammer to see if it worked easily.

He imagined himself alone, but a vigi-

among oM swen, to choose one vile emough | lant eye was watching his movement. Gip-
to rob her of her jewels, and force her to | 8Y» immediately upon ker retarn from the

be his accomplice in the ruin of an innocent
young man ! e

For did not the letter before him assert
this to be the fact, and tell him how to
convince himself of its truth ?

It is generally agreed that an anonymous
letter should be treated with silent con-
tempt, aud cast aside as the malicious lies
of a coward who dares not to say to a man’s
face what he secretly commits to paper,
and forces upon him.,

This 1s all very well in theory, but it i
difficult to practice when th?'an:n tlnonl: g~ s
re, it
buras ; but although the paper is dut:\'oy-
Suspicion

letter comes. You throw it in the

ed by the flames doubs re

arises from its ashes, as a subtle poison
penetrates the inmost recesses of the mind,

mhu its holiest beliefs, and destroys its it with Mme. Alexandre,

The trail of the serpent is lefs.

Thus ware realized all Verduret's pre- !

sumptions.
He had said :

“Jf M. Fauvel doss not yield to_hia Sest

impulse, if he %0

time to re
Atter um

rchangel, stationed herself at the keyhole
of the study door, and saw all that oc-
curred.

M. Fauvel laid the pistol on the mantel-
piece, and nervously resealed the letter,

| which he then took to the box where the

letters were usually left, not wishing any-
one to know thas I's letter had passed
through his hands. .4

He was only absent two minutes, but,
inspired by the imminence of the dan
Gipsy darted into the study, and upf&
balls from the revolver.
“Thank Heaven |” she murured ; “this

is shv:rud. n:. M. Verduret ncwl
per! ve tam .
RS T o !

She hurried inte the bank, and semt the

clerk wilh a message, tellin to leave
hod lefs the hotel, - - " T—

| Anhour lnter Stk idvet ondered
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and

. we_have i

lenee upon his |

wAl M:Jifo of h'::un wab hulolnblo"b;

to ant te a struggle whie
::'f.:l:‘-mt “milll::i in the death of
eisher Clameran or himself, and if he were
doemed to die, to be first reven If he
went down Clameran should go. too ;
better kill the devil than to be killed by
him.

In his days of poverty Raoul had often
risked his life to ebtuin a few guineas, and
would not have hesitated to wake short
work of a person like Clameran.

But with money prudence had come.
He ‘wished to enjoy his four hundred thou-
send framcs without heing compromised by
committing a murder which wight be dis-
covered ; he therefore began to devise
some other means of getting rid of his
dreaded accomplice. Meanwhile, he de-
voted his thoughts to some discreet
way of thwarting Clameran’s mar-
ringe with Mudeleine. He was sure that
he would thus strike him to the heart, and
this was at least a satisfaction.

Raoul was persuaded that by eopenly
siding with Madeleine and her aunt he
could save them from Clameran’s clutches.
Having fully resolved upon this course he
wrote a note to Mme. Fauvel asking for an
interview.

The poor womau hastened to Vesinet
convinced that some new misfortune was in
store for her.

Her alarm was groundless. She found
Raoul more tender and affectionate than he
had ever been. He saw the necessity of
reassuring her, and winning his old place
in her forgiving heart, before making his
disclosures.

He succeeded. The poor lady had a
smiling and happy air as she sat in an arm-
chair, with Raoul kaeeling before her.

“] have distressed you too long, my
dear mother,” he said in his softest tones,
‘but I repent sincerely ; now listen to
¥y »

e had not time to say more ; the door
was violeatly thrown open, and Raoul,
springing to his feet, was confrented by M.
auvel.

The banker had a revolver in his hand,
and was deadly pale.

Is was evident that he was making
superhuman efforts to remain calm, like a
judge whose duty is 1s to justly punish
crime.

*“Ah,” he said, with a horrible laugh,
‘“‘you look surprised. You did not expect
me ? You thought that my imbecile credul-
ity insured Jour safety.”

Raoul had the courage to place himself
before Mme. Fauvel, and to stand prepared
to receive the expected bullet.

“J assure you, uncle——" he =
“Enough !” interrupted the banker, with
an angry gesture,” let me hear no more in-
famous falsehoods ! End this acting, of
which I am no longer the dupe.”

] swear to you »

“Spare yourself the trouble of denying
anything. I know all. I know who pawn-
ed my wife’s diamonds. I know who com-
mitted the robbery for which an innocent
man was arreated and imprisoned.”

Mme. Fauvel, white with terror, fell
upon her knees.

" At last it had come—the dreadful day
had come. Vainly had she added false-
hood to falsehoad ; vainly had she sacrificed
herself and others ; all was discovered.

She saw that all was lost, and wringing
ber hands she tearfully moaned :

”}:nrdon, Andre! I beg you, forgive
me !’

At these heart-broken tones the banker
shook like a leaf.

The memory of his lost happiness was too
much for the stricken man. He forgot the
present in the past, and wus almost melted
to forgiveness.

*‘Unhaprv woman !” he murmured, “‘un-
happy wor.n! What have I done that
you shou'i thus betray me! Ah, my
only fau': was loving vou too deeply, and
letting » 1 seeit. ().e wearies of every-
thing i « chis world, .ven happiness. Did
pure < ..inest:c joys }.:il upon you and weary
you, «iciving you 1 seek the excitement of
sinfui passions? ‘Were you so tired of the
atmospheve of rospect «nd affection which
surrounded .you 1l you must needs
risk your honor and mine by braving public
opinion? Oh, intv what an abyss you have
fallen, Valentine! and, oh, my God! if you
were wearied by my constant devotion, had
the thought ot your children no power to
restrain your evil passions; could you not
remain untarnished for their sake?”

For some moments nothing was heard
but sobs of Mme. Fauvel.

“] came here,” continued the banker,
““with the intention of killing vou both,
But I cannot kill a woman, and I will not
kill an unarmed man.”

Raoul once more tried to speak.

“Defend yourselt!” cried the banker,
raising his arm, *‘if you do not—-"

But the horror of the scene was too much
tor Mme. Fauvel to witness any longer
without interposing. She understood but
one thing—her son and her husband wera
about to kill each other before her very
eyes.

Rushing up to Raoul she threw her arms
around him, and said to her husband;

«Kill me, and me alone, for I am the
uilty one!”

At these words M. Fauvel glared as the
%uilly pair, and deliberately taking aim
red.

Neither Raoul nor Mme. Fauvel moved.
The banker fired a second time; then a
third.

He cocked the pistol for a fourth shot,
when a man rushed into the room, snatched
the pistol trom the banker’s hand, and
throwing him on the sofa, ran toward Mme.
Fauvel.

This man was M. Verduret, who had

that Mme. Gipsy had extracted the bulls
from M. Fauvel’s revolver.
“Thank Heaven !” he cried, ‘‘she is un-
hurt.”
‘““How dare you interfere?’ cried the
banker, who by this time ‘had joined the
group. “I have the right to avenge my
honor when it has been degraded; the villain
shall die ¥ :
M. Verduret seized the banker’s wrists
in & vise-like grasp, and whispered in his
ear:

*‘Thank God, you are saved from com-
mitting a terrible crime ; the anonymous
letter deceived you.”

‘“But r?d' wife confesses she is guilty,” he
stammered.

“So she is,” replied M. Verduret; *“but
not of the crime you imagine. Do you
know who that man is that you attempted
to kill ?”

“Her lover!” )

The words of this stran showing his
intimate knowledge of the private sfairs
of all present, seemed to confound and
Arighten Raoul ‘more than M. Fa
‘threats had done. ‘‘Yet he had sufficien
presence of mind to say: ‘
It isthe truth?” L

been warned by Cavaillon, but did not know*

His throbbing, yearai
that he still loved his wite.
he punish & fault committed so many years
ago, and atoned for by twenty yeurs of de-
votion and suffering?

For some moments after M. Verduret
had finished his explanation M. Fauvel re-
mained silent.

So many strange events had happened,
rapidly following each other in succession,
and eulminating in the shocking scene
whieh had just taken place, that M. Fan-
vel seemed to be too bewildered to think

clearly.

But the sight of Raoul froze the words
upon his lips. :

“So this is your son,” he said to his wife
—*‘this man, who has plundered you and
robbed me !” '

Mmbe. Fauvel was unable to utter a word
in reply to these reproachful words.

*Oh !"” said M. Verduret, “‘madam will
tell you that this young man is the son of
Gaston de Clameran ; she has néver doubt-
ed it. But, the truih is—"

“What ?”

"Tht;.i: order to swindle tor, he has

trated a gross imposture,
’.;)p:ring the last few P:\.inuhl Raoul had
been quietly créeping toward the door, hop-
ing to escape while no one was thinking of
him.

Bus M. Verduret, who anticipated his
intention, was watching him out of the cor-
ner of one eye, and stopped him just as he
was about leaving the room.

“Not so fast, my pretty Jonth,” he ssid,
dragging him into the middle of the room;
“jt is mot polite to leave us so uncermoni-
ously. Let us finish the story.

“On leaving Mihonne, who had given
him a full account of the misfortunes of
Mlle. Valentine de la Verberie, Clameran
hastened to London.

“‘But here an unexpected disappointment
greeted him.

“He learned that the child, whose name
was registered on the books as Racul
Valentine Wilson, had died of the croup
when 18 months old.”

*Did anyone state such a fact as that?”’
interrupted Raoul; *‘it is false!”

“‘Is was not only stated, but proved, my
pretty youth,” replied M. Verduret. *‘You
don't suppose I am a man to truss to oral
testimony, do you?”

He drew from his pocket several officisl-
ly nnm?«l documents, with red seals
attached’ and laid them on the table.

“These are the declarations of the nurse,
her husband, and four witnesses. Here is an
extract from the register of births; this is
a certificate of registry of his death ; and
all these are authenticated at the French
Embassy. Now ars you satisfied, young
man !

““What next$ ! inquired M. Fauvel.

“The next step was this,” replied M.
Verduret. ‘‘Clameran, finding that the
child was dead, supposed that he eould, in
spite of this disappointment, obtain money
from Mme. Fauvel ; he was mistaken. His
firss attempt failed. Having
turn of mind he determined that the child
should come to life. Among his large cir-
cle of rascally acquaintances he selected a

oung fellow to personate Raocul Valentine
{Vil-on; and the chosen one stands before

°u0 »
4 Mme. Fauvel was in a pitiable state.
And yet she began to feel a ray of hope;
her acute anxiety had so long tortured her
that the truth was a relief ; she would
thank Heaven if this wicked man was
proved to be no son of hers.

“Can this be possible?” she murmured ;
‘“‘can it be?”

“Im: ible !” cried the banker ; *‘an in-
famous plot like this could nos be executed
in our midss.”

‘All this is false!” said Raoul, boldly; ‘4t
is a lie!”

M. Verduret turned to Raoul and, bowing
with ironical respect, said:

“Monsieur desires proof, does he? Mon-
sieur shall certainly have convincing ones.
I have just lefs a friend of mine, M. Palot,
who brought me valuable information from
London. Now, my young gentleman, 1 will
tell you the story he told me, and then you
can give your opinion of it.

“In 18— Lord Murray, a wealthy and

nerous nobleman, had a jockey named

pencer of whom he was very fond. At Ep-
som races this jockey was thrown from his
horse and killed. Lord Murray grieved
over the loss of his favorite, and, {:ving no
children of his own, declared his intention
of adopting Spencer’s son,who was then but
four years old.

“Thus James Spencer was brought up in
affluence, as heir to the immense wealth of
the noble lord. He was a handsome, in-
telligent boy, and gave satisfaction to his

rotector until he was 16 years of age, witen
Eo became intimate with a worthless set af
people and turned out badly.

*‘Lord Murray, who was very indulgent,
pardoned many grave faults, but one fine
morning he discoverad that his adopted son
had been imitating s signature upon some
checks. He ind/_.antly dismissed him
from his house, and told him never to show
his face again.

‘‘Jaumes Spencer had been living in Lon-
don about four years, managing to support
himself by gambling and swindling, when
he met Clameran, who offered him twenty-
five thousand francs to slay a part in a lit-
tle comedy which he had - arranged to suit
the actors.”

““You are a detective !’
Raoul.

The fat man smiled grimly.

At present,” he replied, *“I am merely
a friend of Prosper Bertomy. It depends
entirely upon your behavior which charae-
ter I appear in while settling up this little
affair.”

“What do you expect me to do ?”

¢“‘Restore the three hundred and fifty
thousand francs which you have stolen.”

The young rascal hesitated a moment,
and then said :

*““The money is in this room.”

“Very good. This frankness is credit-
able, and will benefit you. I know that
the money is in this room, und also exactly
where it is to be found. Be kind onongf)
vo look behind that cupboard, and you will
find the three hundred and fifty thousand
francs.”

Raoul saw that his game was lost. He
tremblingly went to the cupboard and

pulled out several bundles of bank notes
and an enormous package of pawnbroker’s
tickets.

“Very well done,” said M. Verduret, as
he carefully examined the money and
papers; ‘“‘this is the most sensible step you
ever took. ’

Raoul relied on this moment, when
everybody’s attention would be absorbed

y the money, to make his escape. He
l!d toward utli.locdz::i’ igem.ly opened 1t,
slipped out'an t on outsid:
e -

interrupted

Y being still in the lock.
‘“He has escaped!” cried M. Fauvel.

“Naturally,” replied M. Verduret, with- |
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out even looking up; *“I th t he would
hwmnoh::l 'dathn?',h :
“But is he to go un ed?”
My dear sir,

become a public scandal? Do you wish
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With honest gratitude be seised M.
Verduret’s hand as éf to carry it to his lips,
and said, in broken tones : o

“Oh, monsieur ! how can I ever find
words to exprees how deeply I appreciate
your kindness ? How can I ever repay the
great service you have rendered 1” :

“T am Prosper’s friend, and deeply in-
terested in his future.  You can exonerate
him from this infamous charge of robbery ;
you can restore him to his honoralle r:.i.
tion. You ecan do more than this,mons
He loves Mlle. Madeleine.”

“‘Madeleine shall be his wifs, monsieur,”
interrupted the banker; “I give you my
word of honor. Aud I will so publicly exon-
erate him that not a shadow of suspicion
will rest upon his name. I will place him
in = position which will prevent' slander
from reproaching him with the painful
remembrance of my fatal error.”

The fat man took up bis hat and qub:’l{
left the room, and jumping into his
ordered the driver to return to Paris, and
drive to the Hotel du Louvre as rapidly as
ponsible.

His mind was filled with anxiety about
Clameran. He knewthat Raoul would give
him no moretrouble;the youngrogue waspro-
bably taking his passage for some foreign land
atthat very moment. Bus Clameran should
mot escape nnr.nhhod; and how this pun-
ishment counld breught abous without
eompromising Mme. Fauvel was a problem
to be selved.

). Verduret shought over the various
cases similar .to this, but nos one of his
former expedients ecould be applied to the

§ cir¢umstances. He could net de-
ver the villain ever te justice without in-
volving Mme. Fauvel.

After long thought he decided that an
accusation ef poisoning must come from
Oloren. He would go there and work upoa
“public opinion,” so that to satisfy the
townspeople the authorities would order a
post-mortem examination of Gaston. Bus
this mede of proceeding required time; and
Clameran weuld ocﬂdnlz escape before an-
other day passed over his head. He was
teo o:porle:ood [ m"h to remain en slip-

, now that his eyes were

??h%. :hiehh-oncz him. n°3=
almost whea the carriage -tgpod in
front of the Hotel du Louvre. M. Ver-
duret noticed & crowd of people. collected
together in groups, eagerly discussing some
exciting event which seemed to have just
taken place. Although the policeman
attempted to disperse the crowd by
authoritatively ordering them to *‘‘Move
on! move on!” they would merely separate
in one spot to join a more clamorous group
a few yards off.

““What has happened?’ demanded M.
Verduret of a lounger near by.

*“The strangest thing you cver heard of,”
replied the man. *“‘Yes, I saw him with
iny own eyes. He first appeared at that
seveuth siory window; he was ouly half-
diessed. Some men tried to seize hum, but
with the agility of a squirrel he jumped out
upon the roof, shrieking, ‘Murder! murder?
The recklessness of his conduct led me to
'“Pi“'—'"

The gossip stopped short in his narrative,
very much surprised and vexed; his ques-
tioner had vanished.

“If is should be Clameran !” thought M.
Verduret; *“if terror has deranged that
brain, s0 capable of werking out great
orimes ! -Fata must have interpos: i

While thus talking to Mimself he elbowed
his way through the crowded court-yard of
the hotel.

As the foot of the staircase he found M.
Fanferlot and three pesculiar-looking im-
dividuals standing together, as if waiting
for some one. -

““Well,” cried M. Verduret, ‘““whast is the
matter?”

With laudable emulation the four menm
rushed forward to report to their superior
officer.

“Patron,” they all began a$ once.

«Gilence I’ said the fat man, with an
oath; {‘one at a time. Quick ! what is the
matter?”’

“The matter is this, patron,” said Fan-
ferlot,dejectedly. “I am doomed to ill luck.
You see how it is ; this is the only chance I
ever had of working out a beautiful: case,
and, paf ! my oriminal must go and fizzle!
A regular case of bankruptcy !

“'fl':en it is Clameran who——’

“0Of course it is. When the rascal saw
me this morning he scampered off like a
hare. You should have seen him rum; I
thought he would never stop this side of
Ivry; but not at all. On reaching the
Boulevard des Ecoles a sudden idea seemed
to strike him, and he made a bee-line for
his hotel; I suppose, to get his pile of
money. Directly he gets here whas does
he see? these three friends of mine. The
sight ot these gentlemen had the effect of a
sun-stroke upon him; he went raving mad
on the spot. The idea of serving me such a
low trick at the very moment I was sure of
success!”’

““Where is he now?’

“At the prefecture, I suppose. Some
policemen hand-cuffed him, and drove off
with him in a cab.”

“Come with me.”

M. Verduret and Fanferlot found Clam-
eran in one of the private cells reserved for
dangerous prisouers.

e had on a straight-jacket, and was
struggling violently against three men, who
were striving to hold him, while a physi-
cian tried to force him to swallow a potion.

¢“Helr!” he shrieked; ‘“‘help, for God’s
sake! Do you not see my brother coming
after me? Look! he wants to poison me!”

M. Verduret took the physician aside,
and questioned him about the maniac.

s qho wretched man is in a hopeless state,”
replied the doctor; “‘this species of insanity
is incurable. He thinks some one is trying
to poison him, and nothing will persuade
him to eat or drink anything; and, as1t is

>

impossible to force anything down his
ti.roat he will die of starvation, after having
suffered all the tortures of poison.”
M. Verduret, with a shudder, turned to
leave the prefecture, saying to Fanferlot:
( T'o be Oontinued. )
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This institation 1s the most widely atéended business
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Castoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infunts

and Children. It contains neither Opium, Morphine nop
other Narcotic substance. It is a harmless substitute
for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor Oil
It is Pleasant. Its guarantee is thirty ycars’ use Ly
Millions of Mothcrs. Castorin destroys Worms and allays |
feverishness. Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd, |
cures Diarrhcca and Wind Colie. Castoria rciieves
tecthing troubles, cures comnstipation and flatulency,
Castoria nssimilates the food, rcgulates thoe stomach
and bowels, giving healthy and natural sieep. Case
toria is the Children’s Panacea—the Mother’s Fricnd,

Castoria.

* Castoria s on cxccilent medicine for ch!l-
drea. Mothers have repeatedly told mo of its
good effoct upon tleir children.”

Dr. G. C. Osaoop,

* Castoria is the best remedy for children of
which I am acquainted. I hopeo the day isnot
far distant when mothers will consicer thereal
interest of their children, and use Castoria in-
steail of the variousquack nostrums wiich are
destroying their Joved ones, by forcing opium,
morphine, soothing syrup and other hurtful
agents dowa their throats, thersby sending
them to premature graves."

Dr. J. F. Krecuxios,
Coaway, Ar

Castoria.
* Castorin is soweiladaptal taclildren theg
I recommend it 488uUpeIUT WALY Pi escription

koown to me."
H. A, Arcuer, M. D,

111 Eo. Oxford E¢., Brooklyn, N. Y.

% Our physicians in the children’s depart-
ment have spoken highly of their experi-
ence in their outside practice with Castonia,
and althongh we only bave among our
medical supplies what is known as regular
produets, yet we are free to confess that the
merits of Castoria has woa us to look with
favor upon it."

Usmirso Eosprral 4xp Dispexsany,
Buston, Masg
Awren C. Surre, Pres.,

The Oontaur Company, Tl Murray Street, New York City.
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Between women about us always
ends by both declaring that we
have the finest stock in the town.
If you kaven't seen it yet, be sure
and do so while the assortment is
complete. And when you want
anything in fact, in the jewelry
line, you will find our store the
place to get it.

Lo

&

Wishing our many friends and customers a happy and prosperous

New Year.

S. J. PETTY, - The Jeweler.

Fragrant - Perfumes

TOILET WATERS

AND SACHETS

AT

Gregory's Drug Score

Corner Kent and William Streets,

E. WOODN’ Stove Emporiu:

—BEST—

URTLAND CEMENT.

FIRESEL
$2.90 per barrel.

Sept. 28th, 1892.—1889.ly,

B, WOODS.

PO

Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO

ANDERSON. NUGENT. & Co.

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

3

Undertakers and Cabinet Makers.
: Oulludm our stoék. No trouble to show it.
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