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CHAPTER XIII.

HE next morning
there was a most
unusual outery in
the Doctor’'s house.
The last thing be-
fore going to bed,

the Doctor had
locked wup some
valuables in the
dining-room  cup-

board; and behold,
when he rose agaln,
as he did about four o'clock, the cup-
board had been broken open, and the
valuables in question had disappeared.
Madame and Jean-Marie were sum-
moned from their rooms, and appeared
in hasty toilets; they found the Doctor
raving, calling the heavens to witness
and avenge his injury, pacing the room
barefooted, with the tails of his night-
shirt flirting as he turned.

“Gone!” he said; ‘“the things are
gone, the fortune gone! We are pau-
pers once more! Boy! what do you
know of this? Speak up, sir, speak up!
Do you know of it? Where are they?”
He had him by the arm, shaking him
like a bag, and the boy’s words, if he
had any, were jolted forth in inarticu-
late murmurs. The Doctor, with a re-
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down again. He observed Anastasie
in tears. ‘““Anastasie,” he said, in quite
an altered voice, ‘“‘compose yourself,
command your feeiings, I wouid not
have you give way to passion like the
vulgar, This—this trifling accident
must be lived down. Jean-Marie, bring
me my smaller medicine chest. A gen-
tle laxative is indicated.” 2

And he dosed the family all round,
leading the way himself with a double
quantity. The wretched Anastasie, who
had neyer been ill in the whole course
of her existence, and whose soul re-
colled from remedies, wept floods of
tears as she sipped, and shuddered, and
protested, and then was bullied and
—suouted at until she sipped again, Ag

for Jean-Marie, he took his portion

down with stoicism.

“I have given him a less amount,”

~observed the Doctor, “his youth pro-
. tecting him against emotion, ' And now
%/ that we have thus parried any morbid
~'consequences, let us reason,”
. (T em 80 cold,” wailed Anastasie,
~ *Cold!” cried the Doctor. “I give
thanks to God that I am made of flerier
‘material. Why, madame,, a blow like
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has been minutely respected. This is
wily; it shows intelligence, a knowl-
edge of the code, a desire to avoid legal
consequences, I argue from this fact
that the gang numbers persons of re-
spectability—outward, of course, and
merely outward, as the robbery proves.
But I argue, second, that we must have
been observed at Franchard itself by
some occult observer, and dogged
throughout the day with a skill and pa-
tience that I venture to qualify as con-
summate. No ordinary man, no occa-
gional criminal, would have shown
himself capable of this combination.
We have in our neighborhood, it is far
from improbable, a retired bandit of
the highest order of intelligence.”
“Good heaven!” cried the horrified
Anastasie. ‘“Henri, how can you!”
“My cherished one, this is a process
of induction,” said the Doctor. *If any
of my steps are unsound, correct me.
You are silent? Then do not, I beseech
you, be so vulgarly illogical as to re-
volt from my conclusion. We have
now arrived,” he resumed, ‘“at some
idea of the composition of the gang—
for I incline to the hypothesis of more
than one—and we now leave this room,
which can disclose no more, and turn
our attention to the court =ud garden,
{Jean-Marie, I trust you are observant-
ly following my various steps; this is
an excellent piece of education for you.)
Come with me to the door. No steps
on the court; it is unfortunate our
court should be paved. On what small
matters hang the destiny of these deli-
cate investigations! Hey! What have
we here? I have led you to the very
spot,” he said, standing grandly back-
ward and indicating the green gate.
“An escalade, as you can now see for
yourselves, has taken place.”

CHAPTER XIV.
URE enough, the
\ green paint was in
several places
scratched and bro-
ken; and one of the
panels preserved
the print of a nailed
shoe. The foot had
slipped, however,
and it was difficult
to estimate the size
of the shoe, and
impossible to distinguish the pattern

of the nails.

“The whole robbery,” concluded the

Doctor, “step by step, has been recon-

in any particular exercise the mora:
sense, And second, painting, in com-
mon with all the other arts, implies the
dangerous quality of imagination. A
man of imagination is never moral; he
outsoars lteral demarkations and re-
views. life wader too many shifting
lights to rest content with the invidious
distinctions of the law!”’

“But you always say—at least, so I
understood you’—said madame, “that
these lads display no imagination
whatever.”

“My dean, they displayed imagina-
tion, and of a very fantastic order, too,”
[ returned the Doctor, “when they em-
| braced their beggarly profession. Be-
|sidrvs——und this {3 an argument exactly
| suited to your Intellectual level—many
of them are English and American.
“Where else should we expect to find
a thief?—And now you had better get
your coffee, Jecause we have lost a
treasure, there is no reason for starv-

ing. For my part, I shall break my
fast with white wine, I feel unaccount-
ably heated and thirsty to-day. I can

only attribute it to the shock of the
discovery., And yot, you will bear me
out, I supported the emotion nobly.”
The Doctor had now talked himself
back into an admirable humor; and as
he sat in the arbor and slowly imbibed
a large allowance of white wine and
picked a little bread and cheese with
no very impetuous appetite, if a third
of his meditations ran upon the missing
treasure, the other two-thirds were
more pleasingly busied in the retro-
spect of his detective skill,

About eleven Casimir arrived; he had
caught an early train to Fontaine-
bleau, and driven over to save time;
and now his cab was stabled at Ten-
taillon’s, and he remarked, studying
his watch, that he could spare an hour
and a half. He was much the man of
business, decigively spoken, glven to
frowning in an intellectual manner.
Anastasie’s born brother, he did not
waste much sentiment on the lady,
gave her an English family kiss, and
demanded a meal without delay,

“You can tell me your story while we
eat,” he observed. “Anything good to-
day, Stasie?”

He was promised something good.
The trio sat down to table in the arbor,
Jean-Marie waiting as well as eating,
and the Doctor recounted what had
happened in his richest narrative man-
ner. Casimir heard it with explosions
of laughter.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

TWO CLASSES OF READERS.

Those Who Like Dickens and Those Who
Adore Thackeray.

“About fifteen years ago readers
used to be divided roughly into two
classes—those who ‘liked Dickens’ and
those who ‘adored Thackeray,’” says
the Ladies’ Home Journal. “Each class
used to view the other with more or
less contempt. Of the two the Thack-

ably superior to the Dickens people.

eray people felt themselves consider-'

THE COURTING COAT.

Even a woman could have seen that
Ned Moore was drawing small pleasure
from his pipe.

“I reckon the doctor spoke the truth
and I've got to do it, but it's the devil’s
own luck.”

Ned Moore slowly reloaded his pipe.

“A fortnight’s holiday? Well, I
can manage the time, but how about
money? Spring Lake will eat up a $50
bill in less than ten days.””

Here pipe was abandoned for a mo-
ment, while pockets were emptied,

“What about clothes? I must have
one new rig—must, but how?"

The pipe was resumed, and as the
smoke curled in meditative rings
above the smoker’s head, the lines on
his forehead deepened,.

“I hate to do it, but hang me if I
see any other way. And the price was
only $6; dirt cheap. Anyhow, who'll
know the rig was second-hand? And
if any one does guess, what the devil
do I care?”

When Ned Moore arrived at the sec-
ond-hand rhop he made the painful
discovery that the blue serge suit he
wished to buy was built for a man
twice his size. It was his first ex-
pericnce, however, with a second-hand
clothing merchant, and constitutional
bashfulness made him an easy victim.
Ten minutes later he left that shop the
owner of a tweed lounge suit, hand-
some, it is true, but a combination of
yellow and black aggressively “horsey”

in color and pattern.
- * E
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When Ned Moore caught his first
view of the crowded veranda of the
Monmouth House he wished he hadn’t
come.  And after working his way
through a bevy of pretty girls sur-
rounding the main door he decided to
skip dinner in the big dining-room and
sup modestly in the small cafe. Later,
as he finished washing the Jersey dust
from his pale face, he sollloquized:
“I'll christen my new outfit to-night,
There’ll be nobody in the coffee-room,
and perhaps I’ll get reconciled to the
vulgar thing after wearing it in the
twilight.”

In a most curious fashion the modest
supper Ned Moore had planned while
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What In thun-
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“What is this, Nell?
der——"'

He got no further, for with a shriek
the young woman sprang away from
Ned Moore. When she faced him, she
looked an enraged tigress—=she was too
angry for words,

“Answer me, Nell, angwer?"

“Q, it's all a mistake, a dreadful mis-
take,” cried the young woman,

“Mistake? Nonsense!"

“No, truth, Jack,” and the pretty,
tear-stained face was lifted toward the
angry man. ‘I was sitting here,” she
ran on, her voice tremulous, “waiting
for you. And I had just dreamed my
way back to last summer, and was, O
so happy, living over those dear, sweet
days; then somebody so like you pass-
ed between me and the sea, fitting in, O
so true, with my sweet dream. Then
an arm stole around me—the same old
yellow and black coat sleeve, and——"

“Why, bless my soul, man,” cut in
the angry lover, eyeing Ned Moore in-
tentl, “you’ve got on my old courting
rig. I see it all now. Nell, dear, don't
say another word; it’s all my fault. I'd
no business to sell that dear old court-
ing coat; it was rank sacrilege.”

*® *® * * *

Ned Moore found something more
than health at the seashore—found his
heart. And he returned to New York
a new man. Something, time soon
testified, had opened bachelor eyes to
the loveliness of woman, the loneliness
of bachelor life; for in six months he
married—married and settled down to
hard work and home life. But for rea-
sons, the nature of which he did not
explain to his little wife, he never
parted with his own courting coat,
even when its days of active service
had departed.—Black and White, «

L ]

ANCESTRAL HOME

Of the Astorp Still Standing In a Little
German Village.

Mannheim Correspondence Chicago
Record: The ancestral home of the
Astors is in the l...le village of Wal-
dorf, twelve miles southeast of Mann-
heim and midway between the Rhine
and the low-lying hills forming the
northern part of the Black forest.
Their house, which is still standing,
is an unpretentious structure of two
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dressing deve

' deveioped rinto a fuii-fiedged
dimner. He seemed to have put on a
new appetite with his new suit of

old clothes.

‘of champagne. That hottla of wine he
enjoyed thoroughly,

Twilight deepened while he dined,
and there came to the ex-invalid with

o the gathering shadows & strange long-

ing for companionship. Through the
open window came the heavy salt air,

/| bearing to his ears the mingled talk

And a new thirst as well,
| for he found himself ordering a pint
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stories; facing on the open square, and
containing probably six rooms, To
one side is a small yard such as fre-
quently adjoin the houses of the peas-
ants in this part of southern Germany.
The inhabitants say that the family
were butchers, neither better nor worse
off than the average of their class.
Some of the descendants of one of the
sisters of John Jacob Astor are still
living there, one of them “being en-
gaged in the furniture business. He

A Man Sues for Damages for the

evening,
Those points will be raised in a very
peculiar suit which is coming up a 3
the next term of court in a town ove', &~
in Georgia. I'd rather not mention any =

the leading hotel of the place and w

absolute arbiter that once he was in &

has been buying hats, the color, shape °
and decorations of which are all new.
According to the Daily News the prince

of new pattern, and some of them of a_

‘| back—as if tne wearer, in his hurry,
had put his hat on wrong—is a little &

them are capercailzie, but there {s lati- |
tude for choice. i
cock as a sort of center for its own fine
feathers, two teeth of a wolf with 2
tuft of wolf’s bristle—teeth and bris-

chief varieties of ornament up to this.
The Daily News, indeed, accuses the
prince of being mere plagiarist of the

IS A MUSTACHE PROPERTY?

~

of One. .

“Is a mustache property?” said a
guest in the St. Charles lobby the other |
“If so, what is its value? &

names, but I happen to be familiar
with the facts, and they are briefly!
these: Almost a month ago a wells
Known traveling man was staying ai

to the cigar stand one day to get
light. They had a new-fangled ¢
cern that spouted out a jet of flam
when the lighter was lifted, but on thig:
particular occasion it hung fire. The =
drummer was trying to make it work &
when all of a sudden it blazed out like
a volcano and licked off his long, beau- &
tiful blonde mustache. He was furi- =
ous, of course, because the mustache
had been his chief ornament and pride, |
but the affair might still have passed ‘i
off without trouble if he hadn’t been ]
80 unmercifully guyed. The upshot of &
this was that he demanded damages, N
the landlord laughed at him, and he
instructed a lawyer to bring suit for
$2,500. The papers will be filed in the
next term of tourt. I am told they ¥
make some interesting allegations,’
It will be claimed, for instance, tha
the mustache was of direct assistance
to its owner In earning a livelihood
insomuch as it gave him a distin-
guished appearance, and thus facili=
tated his interviews with the trade. Its
loss, he holds, was a disfigurement 3
which has occasioned ridicule, falling =
off in prestige, and consequent shrink-
age in business. He will also allegs
that his altered appearance caused
great mental anguish to himself and#
wife, and that that species of suffer- =
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and cents. Incidentally he wilf
try tc prove that the absence of a mus-
tache affected his eyesight. So, as you
may observe, a good many interesting
and delicate questions will be raised,
and I dare say the case will attract
wide attention. I have the particulars =
What sort of defense will be set up re- =
mains to be seen.”—New Orleans &
Times-Democrat. B

WALES’ ODD TASTE IN HATS: |

He Llkes Them of Green Felt with
Feathers or Wolr's Teeth. 5

Those who are knowing in such
things have been heard to say of late
that the prince of Wales is not the
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matters pertaining to men's fashions,
but that he is still recognized as mas-
ter where hats are concerned. If this
be so, Englishmen are in for a change
of headgear, for the prince of Wales

has a kind of passion for huying hats
and giving them to his friends. He &
bought nine in Germany, and they
new color. The color is green and theSy
material soft felt, and stuck in the

tuft of capercailzie feathers. Most of =

The head of a wood-

tles of a dog will do M the rarer arti-
cles are not obtainable—the curled tall
feathers of a black cock; these are the

composer Offenbach, who 35 years ago,’
after & tour in the TyTol, returned to
Paris with the full equipment of a
Tyrolese sportsman, and appeared on y
the boulevards wearing the green hat

with its curl of feathers. The fashion
caught on. It spread from Paris to
London, B :

Wonolulu Belle Ys Without Gulle,
People rave for hours over the lan-
guishing Spanish girls, bu :
native song I sing, “Give me

lulu  belle,” whose
though nearly concea
flowing gowns, can be

tells me that although he is not a
soclalist, he ‘certainly wouldn’t mind
it his rich cousins in America should Wbeat 2 (ol :
make a moderate division of thelr gm“_&f_he clinging fo
holdings. In the village square and | -2OuEhY .and {

: : toward one end near the old village | -2 2
by the sea. And so he paid his bill, : ; 2 lage | mp o
put on his bat, and was soon one of the | COUICh stands the Jmonument erected | :
multitude, : | o the memory of John Jacob upon the |

and laughter of the many people on
the sands, ~He was dominated by a
new-born desire to draw nearer the
heart of life—to come closer in touch
with that crowd of pretty women down
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. yeen on the bea: | fifteenth anniversary of his found eyes,
o Before he had been on the beach five | - °6Rth anniversary is foun
e minutes he found himselt smiling at & ,ﬁ.‘:hh?m ?@;ﬁﬁ&@fn_ and in o old f
" | There were mot 50 many of them, for | Pretty girl, and a moment later he | °0 and women. The unveiling of |, - can not |
‘one thing, and that in itself gave them | Wikked boldly at a second.  As I _was made an occasion | ¢y, S
& of exclusiveness. But Thack- | Passed along he oyerheard that X I Auke (e vOrn.
Mﬂp‘l@tﬁaWotkg;tq; $3.99 rapidly | #ay to another girl: . . | : T . d 5
Dot long count for mich | BARdsome man : iy ‘of. these na~ @8
at writer. You no doubt| Them su ' 5 - A language that. con
root, |  hings, :
y\b 9’:;‘
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