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CHAPTER XIV.
M. Olnory was not without uneasi-

ness when ho thought of tho (Intention
of Jacques Dantin. Without doubt nil
prisoners, nil accused persons, nro roti-cen- t.

They try to hide their guilt under
voluntary silence. They do not speak
because thoy have sworn not to. They
nro bound, ouo knows not by whom, by
nn oath which they cannot brook. It is
tho ordinary system of the guilty who
cannot defend themselves. Mystery
BeeuiH to theiu safety.

Hut Dantin, intimately acquainted
with Kovero's life, might bo acquaint-
ed with some secret which ho could not
disclose and wliieh did not pertain to
him at nil. "What secret? Had not au
examining magistrate u right to know
everything? Had not nn accused limn a
right to speak!' Kither Dantin had noth-
ing to reveal nud he was playing a com-td- y

and was frailty or, if by n few
words, by a conlldenco mado to tho
niagistrato, bo could escapo nu accusa-

tion, recover liis liberty, without doubt
he would after having kept nn
inexplicable silence How could ono
suppose that an innocent man would
held fur u long tiiuo to this muto sys-
tem?

Tho discovery of tho portrait in Mmo.
Colard's shop ought, naturally, to givo
to tlie aifuir a new turn. Tho arrest, of
diaries Trades brought an important
element to these researches. Ho would
bo examined by M. Ginory tho next
morning, after having been questioned
by tho commissary of police.

BemareUt, spruce, freshly shaven,
was thero and seemed in his well brush-
ed redingoto liko a little abbo como to
assist at somo curious coremony.

On tho contrary, Prades, aft'r a sleep-
less night, a night of agony, paler than
tho evening before, his face fierce and
its muscles contracted, had a haggard
expression, aud ho blinked iiis eyes liko
a night bird suddenly brought into glar-
ing sunlight. Ho repeated before tho
examining magistrate what ho had said
to tho brigadier. 13ut bis voice, vibrant
a few hours before, had heeomo heavy,
almost raucous, as tho haughty expres-

sion of his faco had become sullen and
tragic.

Tho examining magistrato had cited
Mine. Colard, the shopkeeper, to appear
beforo him. Sho instantly recognized
in this Prudes the man who had sold
her tho littlo panel by Paul Baudry.

Ho denied it. Ho did not know of
what they wero talking. Ho had nover
K on this woman. Ha know nothing
hlont any portrait.

"It belonged to M. Kovere," tho
magistrate replied "31. Kovere, tho
murdered man: M. Kovero, who was
consul at Buenos Ayres, and you spoko
yi sterday of Buenos Ayres in tho exam-
ination at the station houso in tho ltuo
lc la Koehefoucauld. "

"M. Kovere.' Buenos Ayres?" repeat-
ed the young man, rolling his sombrero
around his linger.--.

II.' repented that ho did not know tho
ex instil, that he had never been in
South America, tli.it ho had come from
Sydney.

Bernardet at this moment interrupt-
ed hiri by taking his hat from him
wi bout saying a word, and Prades caS
a .very argry look at tho littlo man.

M Ginory understood Bcrnardct's
mr.vo and approved with a smile. Ho
looked in tho inside of tho sombrero
which Bernardet handed to him.

The hat bore tho address of Gordon,
Smithson & Co., Burner street, London.

"But, after all," thought tho magis-
trate, "Buenos Ayres is ono of the. mar-
kets for English goods, "

"That i a hat uought at Sydney,"
Prades (who had understood) explained.

Beforo the bold, 'decided, almost vio-
lent alllrmations whHi .Mine. Colard
mado that this was certainly tho seller
of the portrait tho young man lost coun-
tenance a littlo. Ho kept saying over
and over: "You doccivo yourself.
Madame, I have never spoken to you. I
have never seen you."

When M. Ginory a'kod her if sho
ftill persisted in saying that this was
tho man who had sold her tho picture,
eh" said :

"Do I still persist? "With my neck
under tho guillotine I would persist."
And she kept repeating: "I am sure of
it. I am sure of it."

This preliminary examination brought
about no decisive result. It was cer-
tain if this portrait had been in tho
p issessiou of this young man and been

f id by him that ho (Charles Prades)
was an accomplice, of Dantin's, if not
tho author of tho crime. They ought,
tin 11, to ho brought face to face, and
possibly this might bring about au

result. And why not havo this
meeting tako plaeo at once, beforo
I'radi a was sent whero Dantin was, at
Mazes?

M. Ginory, who had uttered this
word "Mazas, " noticed tho expression
of terror whioh Hushed across and sud-
denly transfigured tho young man's faco.

Prades stammered :

"Then you will hold mo? Then I
nm not free?"

.M. Ginory did not reply. Ho gavo an
order that thisFrudes should bo guarded
uittil tho arrival of Dantin from Muzas.

In Muzas, in that walled prison, in
the cell which had already mado him
ill, Jacques Luutlu sat. This man with
tho trooper's air seemed almost to bo in
a state of collnpso. When tho guard
enmo to his cell, iio drew himself up
and endeavored to collect all his energy,
and when ho door was opened and ho
wan called ho appeared quite liko him-
self When ho saw tho prison wagon
which had brought him to Ma.as and
now awaited to tako him to tho Palais
do Justice, ho instinctively recoiled;
then, recovering hinibclf, ho entered tho
narrow vehicle.

Tho idea, tho seniatlon, flint ho was
so near all this life, yet so tar that
ho was going through these streets, fill-
ed with carriages, with men nnd women
who wero frou gavo him ndosperato, a
nervous, souss of irritation.

Tho air which they hrcathod ho
bre.athod and felt fan his brow, but
through a uratijig. They arrivod at tho
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palais, and Jacquos Dantin recognized
tho staircases which ho had previously
mounted that led to the examining mag-
istrate's room. Ho entered tho narrow
room whero M. Ginory awaited him.
Dautiu saluted tho mpgistrato with a
gesturo which, though courteous, seem-
ed to have a littlo bravado in it, as a
salutation with a sword beforo a duol.
Then ho glanced around, astonished to
seo between two guards a man whom
ho did not recognize.

M. Ginory studied them. If ho know
this Prades, who also curiously return-
ed his look, Jacques Dantin wa's a great
comedian, became nn indication, not
tho slightest involuntary shuddor, not
tho faintCBt traco of an expression of
having seen him before, crossed his
face. Even M. Ginory's keen eyes could
detect nothing. He had asked that Bor-nard-

bo present at tho meeting, and
tho littlo man's faco, become serious,
almost severo, was turnou, witu eager
interrogation in its expression, toward
Dantin. Berniirdot also was unublo to
detect tho faintest emotion which could
bo construed into an acknowledgment
of ever having scon this young man be-- 1

fore. Generally prisoners would uncoil- - j

sciously permit a gesturo, a glanco, a
something to escapo them when tlioy
wero brusquely confronted unexpectedly
with somo accomplice. This tinio not a
muscle of Dantin's faco moved, not au
eyelash quivered.

M. Ginory motioned Jacques Dantin
to a seat directly in front of him, whero
tho light would fall upon his faco.
Pointing out Prades, ho asked:

"Do you rccog,.i.3 this man?"
Dantin, after a second or two, re

plied:
"Ko; I havo never seen him."
"Never?"
"I beliovo not. lie is unknown to

me."
"And yon, Prades, havo you over seen

Jacques Dantin?"
"Never," said Prades, in his turn.

His voire seemed hoarse compared with '

the brief, clear response mado by Dan- -

tin.
"He is, however, tho original of tho

portrait which you sold to Mmo. Co-

lard."
"Tho portrait?"
"Book sharply at Dantin. Look at

him well," repeated M. Ginory. "You
must rccoguizu that ho is tho original j

of the portrait in question."
' los, Prades replied. Hisoycswcro

fixed upon tho prisoner.
"Ah!" tho magistrato joyously ex-

claimed, asking, "And how, toll mo,
did you so quickly recognize the origi-
nal of tho portrait which you saw only
un instant in my room?"

"I do not know," stammered Prades,
not comprehending tho gravity of a
imostion put in an insinuating, almost
unliable, tone.

"Oh, well," continued M. Ginory,
still in a conciliating tone, "I am go-

ing to explain to you. It is certain that
you reeognizo these features becauso
you had a long time in which to con-

template them; because you had it a
long timo in your hands when you wero
trying to pull off tho frame."

"The frame? What frame?" asked tlio
young man, stupefied, not taking his eyes
from too magistrate's face, which seem-
ed to him endowed with sonu occult i

power. M. Ginory went on:
"The frame which you had trouble j

in removing, since tho scratches show
in tho wood. And what if, after taking
tho portrait to Mine. Colard's shop, wo
should find thofruir: in question at an-- 1

other plaeo, at some other shop. That.
would not V.s very difficult. " And M.
Ginory smiled at Bernardet. "What if
wo could add another now deposition
to that of Mmo. Colard's? Yes; what
if to that clear decisive deposition wo
culd add another what would you
havo to say.'''

Silence! Prades turned his head
around; his eyes wandered about, as if
searching to find an outlet or a support,
gasping liko a man who has been in-

jured.
Jacques Dantin looked at him at tho

same moment when tho magistrate,
with a glance keener, more piercing
than ever, seemed to search his very
soul. Tho yonng man was now pallid
and cumauued.

At length Prades pronounced some
words. What did he want of him?
What frame was ho talking of and who
was this other dealer of whom tho mag-- ,

istrato spoko and whom ho had called a
'

second time? Whero was this witness
with "tho now deposition?"

"Ono is enough,' ho said, casting n
ferocious look at Mine. Colard, who, on
a sign from M. Ginory, had entered,
palo and full of fear.

Ho added in a menacing tono:
"Ono is oven too much."
Tho lingers of his right hand contract-

ed, as if around a knife handle. At this

"Yon deceive yourself,"
moment Bernardet, who was studying
caeli gesturo which tho man mado, was
convinced that tho murderor of ltovero
was tli ere. Ho saw that hand armed
with tho knife, tho ono which had been
found in his pocket, striking hisviotlin,
gashing tlio throat- -
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But, then, Dantin? An nccompllco,
without doubt; tho head, of Which tho
adventurer was tlio arm, Becauso in
tho derd man's oyo Dantin's imago ap-

peared, rcilected as clear proof, liko an
accusation, showing tho person who was
last seen in Kovero's supremo agony,
Jacques Dantin was thero. Tho oyo
Bpoko.

Mmo. Colard's testimony no longer
permitted M. Ginory to doubt. This
Charlos Prades was certainly tno man
who sold the portrait.

Nothing could bo proved except that
tho two men had never met. No sign of
emotion showed that Dantin had ever
seen tho young man before. Tho latter
alone betrayed himself when howns go-

ing to Mazas with tho .original of tho
portrait painted by Baudry.

But, howovor, ns tho magistrato un-

derlined it with precision, tho fact alono
of recognising Dantin constituted
against Prades a now ohargc. Added to
tlio testimony, to tho formal affirmation
of tho shopkeoper, this charge bocamo
grave.

Coldly M. Oinory said to his registrar,
"An order!"

Then, when Fnvorol had taken a pa-

per engraver! at tho top, which Prades
tried to deeiphor, tho magistrato began
to question iiim, and as M. Ginory
spoko slowly Favorcl filled in tho blank
places which made n frco man a prisoner.

"You aro called?" demanded M. Gi-

nory.
"Prades."
"Your first name?"'
"Henri."
"You said Charles to tho commissary

of police."
"Henri Chnrles Charles Henri. "
Tho magistrato did not even make a

sign to Fnvorol, seated beforo tlio table,
andwhowroto very quickly without M.
Ginory dictating to him.

"Your profession?" continued tho
magistrate.

"Commission merchant."
"Your nge?"
"Twenty-eight.- "

"Your residence?"
"Sydney, Australia.''
And upon this official paper-- tho replies

wer i tilled in one by ono in tlio blank
place.?:
Court of tlio First Instance of tlm Department

of tho Suino;
We, Eilmo - Arrinnil- -

lien:'"!" ltlnor.T,c.iam-initi- o

Warrant of commit-
ment.

magi.slratm.f t lip
nKainst Pra-

des.
court of tlm first

of the depart-
ment of tin1 Peine,

Note. Write exactly command and enjoin
tliii names, Christian nil otll 'iri nnd KUariU
names, jirofcsons, of the public force to
ul'i , reslder. mill na. conduct to the prison
turn ol charyu. of detention, railed the

Ma7.a i, In conformity
Description So 'he law, Prude)

iTailci Henri i, need
Height in- - CUl ! jears, comnii'.Hiiin

lurchnnt from Syd-my- .

.Sccu' ed of cone
pllvit in the murder

ronlicia of I.onli l'ieiro
We direct the di-

rector of -- aid hou-.- of
detention to receive

Eyes nnd hold him till fur-
ther ordcis. Wn com-
mandMouth every man in
thn pulilie to lend as-

sistanceChin in order to
execute tho present or-

der,Eyebrows in caso such
to which

Hair wo ntttnch our namo
and seal.

General appearance "ado at tho Palais
do Justice, in I'aiii,
the 12th of February,
I.V.M.

And below the seal was attached to
tho order by tlio registrar. M. Ginory
signed it, saying to Favarel:

"Tho description must bo left blank.
Tiiej will fill it out after tho measure-
ments aro taken."

Then Prades, stupefied till now, not
Eeeming to realize halt that, was pas?i:.g
around him, gavo a sudden, violent
start. A cry burst from him

"Arrested! Have you arrested me?"
M. Giuoiy leaned over tho table. Ho

was calm and held his pen, with which
ho had signed tlio order, suspended in
tho air. Tho young man rushed forward
wild with auger, and if the guards had
not held him back he would havo seized
M. Ginory's fat neck with botli hands.
Tho guards hold Prades back, while tho
examining magistrate carelessly prick-
ing the tablo with his pen, gently said,
with a smile:

"All tho same, moro than ono male-
factor has betrayed himself in a lit of
anger. I havo often thought that it
would tako very littlo to get myself as-

sassinated when I had beforo me an ac-

cused person whom I felt was guilty
and who would not confess. Tako away
tho man !"

Whilo they wero pushing Prades to-

ward tlio corridor ho shouted, "Ca-
nailles!" M. Ginory ordered that Dantin
should lie loft alono with him. "Alone, "
ho said to Bernardet, whoso look was a
littlo uueasy. Tho registrar half rose
from hi" chair, picking up his papers
and pushing them into tho pocket of his
much worn paper caso.

"No. You may remain, Fnvorol."
"Well," said tho magistrato in a fa-

miliar tono when lie found himself faco
to faco with Jacques Dautiu, "havo
you reflected?"

Jacques Dantin, his lips pressod close-
ly together, did not reply.

"It is a counselor a counselor of
au especial kind tlio cell. Ho who in-

vented it"
"Yes," Dantin brusqnoly interrupted.

"Tho brain suffers between thoso walls.
I have uot slept sinco I went thero, not
slopt at all. Insomnia is killing mo. It
seems as if I should go crazy."

"Thou?" asked M. Ginory.
"Then"
Jacquos Dantin looked fiercoly at tho

registrar, who sat waiting, his pen over
his ear, his elbows on the tablo, his
chin on his hands,

"Then, oh, welll Then, hero it is. I
wish to tell you all all. But to you
to you"

"To me alono?"
, "Yes," said Dantin, with tho same
flerco expression.

"My dear Fnvorol" tho magistrato
began.

Tlio registrar had nlready risen. Ho
slowly bowed nud went out.

"Now," said tho magistrate to
Jacques Dantin, "you can spoak. "

Tlio man still hositated.
"Monsieur," lie asked, "will any

word said hero bo repeated ought it or
must it bo ropeated in a courtroom at
tho assizes 1 know not whero any-
where beforo the public?"
, "That depends," said M. Ginory.
"But what yon know you owo to jus-
tice, whether it bo a revelation, au ac-

cusation or a confession. I ask it ol
you."

Still Dantin hesitated. Then the
magistrate bpoko these words: "I de-

mand it."
With a violeut eifort tho prisoner In

gan; "So bo it. But it is to a man i

honor rather tlmn to a magistrate to

whom I address these words. If I havo
hesitated to speak, if I havo allowed
myself to bo suspected and to bo H-
ocused, it is because it seemed to mo im-

possible, absolutely Impossible, that,
this same truth should not bo revealed

I do not know in what way that it
would become known to you witiiout
compelling mo to disclose a secret which
was not mino."

"To nn examining magistrato ono
may tell everything," said M. Ginory.
"Wo havo listened to confessions in o.ir
offices whioh aro as inviolable as those
of tho confessional made to a priest."

CHAPTEIt XV.
And now, after having accused Dan.

tin of lying, bolioving that ho was act
ing a comedy, after smiling disdainful
ly at that common invention a vow
which ono could uot break tho percep-
tion of a possibility entered tho magis-
trate's mind that this man might bo
sincere. Hitherto ho had closed his
heart against sympathy for this man.
They had met in mutual hostility.

Tho manner in which Jacques Dan-
tin approached tho quostion, tlio resolu-
tion with which ho spoke, no longer
resembled tho obstinate attitudo wir. li
ho had before assumed In this sanio
room.

lleflcction, tho prison tho cell, with-
out doubt a frightful and stifling cell

had dono its work. The man who had
been excited to tlio point of not speak-
ing now wished to tell all.

"Yes, " ho said, "sinco nothing has
happened to convince you that 1 am not
lying."

"I am listening to you," said tho
magistrate.

Then in a long, closo ronferutico
Jacques Dantin told M. Ginory his
story. Ho lelated how lrom early youth
ho and Kovere had been cloo friends;
of the warm affection which had always
existed between them; of tho shams nnd
deceptions of which ho had been guilty;
of the bitterness of his ruined life; of
mi existence which ought to have been
beautiful, and which, so useless, the life
of a viveur, had almost mado him
why? how? through need of money
and a lack of moral sense, descend to
crime. '

This Kovere, whom ho was accnBed
of killing he loved, and, to tell tho
truth, in that strange and troublous ex-

istence which ho had lived Kovere had
been tho only true lrielid whom ho had
known. Kovere, a sort of pessimistic
philosopher, a recluse, lycanthropio,
after a life spent in feasting, having
surfeited himself with pleasure, recog-
nized also in his last years that disin- -

terested affection is raro in this world
nnd his savage misanthropy softened be.
foro Jacques Dantin's warm friend-hi- p.

"I continued to search for, in what is
called phasuro and wliat as one's hair
whitens becomes vice, in play, in tlio
uproar of Paris, forgetfulness of life, of
tho dull lifo of a man growing old,
alone, without homo or family, an old.
ft'upld follow, whom the young peoplo
look at willi hate and say to each other,
' Why is ho still hero?' Kovero more and
moro felt the need of withdrawing into
solitude, thinking over his adventurous
life, as bad and as ruined as mine, and
ho wished to seo no one a wolf, a wild
boar in his lair. Can you understand
this friendship between two old fellows,
ono of whom tried in every way to di-

rect his thoughts from himself and the
other waiting death in a corner of his
fireside, solitary, unsoSiablc?"

"Perfectly. Go on."
And tho magistrate, with eyes riveted

upon Jacques Dantin, saw this man, ex-

cited, making light of this recital of tho
past, evoking remembrances of forgot-
ten events, of this lo.-- t affection lost,
as all his life was.

'I'l.iu ij ...t ., ,.n,,fA. I.- it
so? You no longer believo that it is a
comedy.' I loved Kovere. Life had often
separated us. Ho searched lor fortuno

j at the other ond of tho world. 1 made a
mess of mine and ate it in Paris. But
wo always kept up our relations, and
when ho returned to Franco wo wero
happy in again seeing each other. Tho
grayer turned tho hair, tho moro tender
tho heart became. I had always found
him morose from his twentieth year
lie always dragged after him a sinister
companion ennui. Ho had choseu a
consular career, to live far away and inn
fashion not at all liko ours. 1 havo often
laughingly said to him that ho proba-
bly had met with unrequited love; that
ho had experienced somo unhappy pas-

sion. Ho said no! I feigned to believo
it. Ono is not somber and melancholy
liko that without somo secret grief.
After all, thero aro others who do not
feel any gayer with a sinilo on the lips.
Sadness is ns sign. Neither is gayety !"

His face took on a weary, molanclnly
expression, winch at first astonished tho
magistrato; then ho experienced a hol
ing ot pity. Ho listened, silent and
grave.

"I will pass over all tho details of
our life, shall I not? My monologue
would bo too long. Tho years of youth
passed with a rapidity truly astonish-
ing. Wo como to tho tinio when wo
found ourselves ho, weary of life, es-

tablished in his chosen apartments in
tlio Boulevard do Clichy, with his
paintings aud books, sitting in front of
his flro and awaiting death, I continu-
ing to spur myself on liko a foundered
horse. Kovero moralized to mo. Ijcired
nt his sermons, and I went to sit by his
fireside and talk over the past. Ono of
his joys had been tills portrait of mo,
painted by Paul Baudry. Ho had hung
it up in his salon, at tho corner ol tlio
chimney piece, at tho left, and ho often
said to mo :

"'Dost thou know that when thou
art not hero I talk to it?'

"I was not tltero very often. Parisian
lifo draws us by its thousand attrac-
tions. Tho days which seem intermina-
ble when ouo is L'O rush by as if nn
wings when one is fit). Ouo lias' not
oven tinio to stop to seo tho friends ono
loves. At tho hist moment, if ono is
right, oiio ought to say: 'How I havo
cast to tho winds everything precious
which lifo has given mo. How foolish I
havo been how stupid.' Pay no atten-
tion to my philosophisnis thocell. Ma-za- s

force-oi'- to think.
"Ono day it was ono morning on

returning from tho club whom I had
passed tlio night stupidly losing sums
wliieh would have given joy to hundreds
uf families, I found on my desk a mes-
sage from Hovere. If ono would look
through my papers, ono would find it
there. I kept it. Kovero begged mo to
como to him immediately. I shivered
a sharp presentiment of deatli struck
mo, Tho writing was trembling, unlike
his own. I struck my forehead in anger
This message had been waiting for me
since tlio night before, whilo 1 was
spending the hours in gambling. If,
when I hurried toward, tho Boulovard

do Cllchy, 1 had found Kovere dead on
my arrival, I could not, believe me,
havo experienced greater despair. His
assassination seemed to mo atrocious,
but. I was at least able to assure him
that bin friendship was returned. I
hastily read tlio telegram, throw myself
into a fiacro and hastened to his npart-incut- s.

Tho woman who acted as house-
keeper for him, Mmo. Moniche, tho
portress, raising her arms as she opened
tho door for me, said:

" 'Ah, moiisiour, but monsieur has
waited for you. Ho has repeated your
uaiiio all night. Ho nearly died, but ho
is better now.'

"Kovere, sitting tho night beforo by
his fire, had been stricken by lateral
paralysis, and as soon as ho could hold
a pen, in spito of tho orders of tho phy-
sician who had been quickly called, had
written and sent the message to mo
somo hours beforo.

"As soon as ho saw mo ho tho strong
man, tho mad misanthrope, silent and
Foinber held mo in his arms and burst
into tears. His einbraco was that of a
man who concentrates in ono being all
that remains of hope.

" 'Thou thou art here, " ho said in a
low tone. 'If thou knewestl'

"1 was moved to tho dopths of my
heart. That manly face, usually so en-

ergetic, wore an expression of terror
which wn in soino way almost ehildinh,
a timorous fright. Tho tears rose in his
eyes.

" 'Oh, how I havo waited for theo,
how I havo longed for theol'

"Ho repeated this phra.-- o with mix-- j

ions obstinacy Then he seemed to bo
FiifYorating. Emotion! Tlio sight of mo
recalled to him tho long agony of that
night when ho thought that ho was
about to dio without parting with mo
for tho last tinio.

" 'For what I havo to tell theo'
"Ho shook his head.
" 'It is tho secret of my life'
"He was lying on a sort of sick chair

or lounge in tho library whero ho pass-
ed his last, days with his books. Ho
mado mo sit down beside him. Ho took
my hand and said:

" 'I am going to dio. I believed that
tho end had como last niudit. I called
theo. Oh, well, if I had died there is
one being in tho world who would not
have had tho fortune which I have'

"lie lowered his voice as if ho thought
vo wero spiod upon, as if somo one
could hoar.

" 'I havo a daughter. Yes, even from
theo I havo hidden this secret, which
tortures me. A daughter who loves mo
and who has not tho right to confess
this tenderness no moro than I havo tho
riu-h-t to givo her my name. Ah, our
youth, sad youth! I might have had a
homo today, a firo.iidn of my own, a
dear ono near me, and instead of thnt
an affection of which I am ashamed
and which I havo hidden even from
thee, Jacques from thee, dost thou
comprehend?'

""1 remember each of Rovere's words
as if I was hearing them now. This
conversation with- - my poor friend is
among tlio most poignant yet most pre-

cious ot my remembrances. With much
emotion, which distressed me, tho pour
man revealed to mo the secret which lie
had believed it his duty to hide from
mo so many years, and I vowed to him

I swore to him on my honor, and that '

is why I hesitated to speak or rather re-

fused to speak, not wishing to compro-
mise any one, neither tho dead nor liv-
ing

'

I sworo to him, M. lo .luge, to re-

peat nothing of what ho told mo to any
one, to any one but to her" j

"Her?" interrogated M. Ginory.
"His daughtor," Dantin replied.
Tho examining magistrato recalled

that visitor in black who had been soon
occnslonnlly at Kovero's apartments
and tlio littlo romanco of which Paul
Kodier had written in his paper tho
romanco of the woman in black

"And this daughter?"
"She bears, "said Dautiu, with a dis-

couraged gesture, "the namo of tlio fa-

ther which tho law give.-- , her, and this
uamo is a great name, an illustrious
name, that of a retired general officer
living in ono of the provincts, a widow-
er, and who adores tho girl who is an-

other man's child. The mother is dead.
Tlio father has never known. When dy-

ing, tho mother revealed tho secret to
her daughter. Sho came, by command
of tlio dead, to see Kovere, hut ns a sis-to- r

of charity, faithful to the namo
which sho bears. She does not wish to
marry. Slio will never leave tho crip-plo- d

old soldier who calls her his
daughter and who adores her. "

"Oh!" said M. Ginory, remaining
muto a moment beforo this very simple
drama, and in which, in that moment of
reflection ho comprehended, he an-

alyzed, nearly all of the hidden griefs,
the secret tears, tho stifled sobs, tho
stolen kisses. "And that is why you
kept silent?" ho asked.

"Yes, monsieur. Oh, but I could not
endure tho torture any longer, and not
seeing the oxpectid release any nearer I
would havo spoken I would havo spo-

ken to escape that cell, that sense of suffo-
cation, I endured there. It seemed to mo,
however, that I owed it to my dead
friend not to reveal his secret to any
one, not oven to you. I shall never for-

get Kovero's joy when, relieved of tlio
burden by tho confidence which ho had
reposed in mo, he said to mo that, now
that she who was his daughter and w:i3
poor, living at Blois only on tlio pension
of a retired officer to whom sho had ap-

pointed herself nurse, knowing that sho
was not his daughter, this innocent
child, who was paying with a life of
devotion for the sins of two guilty ones,
would at least havo happiness at last.

" 'Sho is young, and the ouo for whom
sho cares cannot live always. My for-

tune will givo hern dowry. And then!'
"It was to mo tn whom ho confided

this fortune. Ho had very littJo money
with liis notary. Erratic and distrust.
fill, Kovere kept his valuables in hia
safe, as ho kept his books in his library.
It seemed that ho was a collector, pick-
ing up all kinds of things. Avaricious?
No, but ho wished to havo about him,
under his hand, everything which be-

longed to him. Ho possibly may have
wished to givo what ho had directly to
tlio ouo to whom it seemed good to him
to givo it and confide it to me in trust.

"1 regret not having asked him di-

rectly that day what ho counted on do-

ing willi liis fortune and how lie intend-
ed enriching liis child whom ho bad
not tho right to recognize. 1 dared not,
or, rather, I did not, think of it. 1 expe-
rienced a strong emotion when I saw
my friend enfeebled and almost (lying
1 had known him so difi'ereut, so hand
soinu. Oh, thoso poor, sad, nstloss eyes
that lowired voice, an if he feared if
enemy was listening! Illness had quick
ly, brutally changed that vigorous mai.
suddenly old and timorous.

"I went away from thnt lira iut r

view much distressed, carrying n secret
which seemed to mo a heavy and cruel
one and which mado mo think of the

the wickedness, tho vain loves
uf a ruined life. But 1 felt that Kovero

"Uc tms.lulnij on n nort. o) sicfc chair or
iotiii(7C."

owed truly his fortuno to that girl
who, tho next day after tho death of
tho ono whom sho had piously attended,
found herself poor and isolated in a lit-
tlo house in u shop street, near tlio
chateau, above Blois. I felt that what-
ever this unknown fether left ought not
to go to distant relatives, who cared
nothing for him, did not even know
him, wero ignorant of his sufferings
and perhaps even of his existence and
who by law would inherit.

"A dying man, yes! Thero could bo
no question nbout it, and Dr Vilandry,
whom 1 begged to accompany mo to see
my friend, did not hide it from mo.

Rovcrowas dying of a kidney difficulty
wliieh had made rapid progress.

"It was necessary, then, sinco he was
not nlono in tho world, that ho should
think of tho ono of whom ho had spoken
aud whom he loved.

" 'For I lovo her, thnt child whom I
havo no right to name. I lovo her. Sho
is good, tender, admirable. If I did not
see that she resembled mv for sho does
reseinblo mo I sht.uld tell theo that sho
was beautitul. I would bo proud to cry
aloud, "This is my daughter!" To
promenade with her on my arm and I
must liido this secret from all tho
world. That is my torture. And it is
the chastisement of all that has not
been right in my lifo. Ah, sad, unhap-p- v

loves!' That same malediction for
,1L c;l" " " h " ils 1 "ml o "!Kl'P

to his thoughts. Tho old workman, bur
dened with labor throughout tho week,
who could promenade on the Boulevard
do Clichy on Sunday, with liis daugh-
ter on his arm, was happier than Ko-

vero. And a strange thing, sentiment
of shamo aud remorse feeling himself
traveling fast to liis last resting plaeo
in tho cemetery, ho expressed no wish
to soo that child, to send for her to
como from Blois under sumo pretext or
other, easy enough to find.

"No, ho experienced a fierco dciro
for solitude, ho shrank from an inter-
view in which ho feared all his grief
would rush to his lips in a torrent of
words. Ho feared for himself, for his
weakness, for the strange feeling ho ex-

perienced in his head.
" 'It seems as if it oscillated upon my

shoulders,' ho said. 'If Martbe came'
and ho repeated tho namo as a child
would havo pronounced it who was just
learning to namo tlio letters of a word
'I would givo her but tlio sad spectacle
of a broken down man and leavo on her
mind only tho impression of a human
ruin. Aud then and then not to see
her, not to havo tho right to seo her,
that is all right it is my chastise-- '
mont.'

"Let it bo so. I understood. I feared
that au interview would bo mortal; ho
had been so terribly agitated when ho
had sent for mo that other time.

"But I at least wished to lecall to
him his former wisli which ho had ex-- j

pressed of providing for the girl's fu-

ture. I desired that ho should make up
for tho past, sinco money is one of tlio
forms of reparation. But I dared uot
speak u again in regard to it or of
that trust of which ho h:ul spoken.

"Ho said to me, this strong man
whom deatli had never frightened and
whom ho had braved many times, ho
said to mo now, weakened by this ill-

ness whicli was killing him hour by
hour:

" 'If I know that my end was near, I
would decide. But I have time.'

"Time! Each day brought him a lit-
tlo nearer to that lifo about which I
feared to say to him, 'Tlio time has
come.' Tlio tear, in urging him to a last
resolution, of seeming liko an execu-
tioner whoso presence seemed to say,
'Today is (he day, ' prevented mo. You
understand, monsieur? And why not? I

' ought to wait no longer llovoro's con-

lldenco had mado of me a second Kovero
who possessed the strength and force of
will which tho first one now lacked. I

felt that I held in my hands, so to
speak, Martho's fate. I did not know
iier, but 1 looked upon her as a martyr
hi her vocation of nurso to tho old par-
alytic to whom sho was paying, in love,
tho debt of tho dead wife. I said to my-
self: 'It is to me, to mo alone, that Ko-

vere must givo instructions of what ho
wishes to leavo to liis daughter, and it
is for mo to urgo him to do this. It is
for mo to brace his weakened will. ' I
was resolved. It was a duty. Each day
tlio unhappy man's strength failed, I
3ii w it this human ruin, One morning,
when I went to his apartments, I found
him in a singular state of terror. Ho re- -

lati d mo a story, I knew not what, of a
thief, whoso victim he was. Tho lqck of
his door had been forced, his safe open-
ed. Then suddenly, interrupting him-
self, ho began to laugh a feeble laugh,
which made mo ill.

" 'I ama fool,' ho said. 'I am dream- -

i iU., ,i ,.:.fll,u lllt.lllilitiii.nuL iiiu infill, it mil A

hero! No ono has como. Mmo. Monicho
lias watched, But my head is so weal;,
so weak! I havo known o many rascals
in my lifo. Ka.-cal- s always return,
liciul'

"Ho made n sad attempt at a laugh.
"It was delirium a delirium wliieh

soon passed away, but wliieh frightened
mo. It returned with increased force
each day and at shorter intervals.

"Well, 1 said to myself, during a
lucid interview, 'Ho must do what lie
has resolved to do, what he had willed
to do, what iio wishes tn do!' Audi
decided it was the night before the as-

sassination to bring 1 ti in to the point,
to aid his hesitation. 1 found him calm
"r that day He was lying on his lounge
nvi.loped in his dressing gown, with a
raveling rug thrown ticross his thin
egs. Willi ins back nliiill c.ip and

beard lie tasked liku u ilyiie
Jgo.
"lie held oat his bony hand to nn.

jiving me a tad smile, aud said that In

felt better, a period of remission in
his disetiso, a feeling of comfort, pervad-
ing iv-- i general condition.

" 'What if I should recover?' he
said, looking mo full in tho faco.

"I comprehended by that ardent lool:,
which was of singular vitality, that
this man, who had novtr feared death,
still clung to lifo. It was Instinct.

"In plied that certainly ho might,
and I even said that ho would surely
recover, but with what grievous re-

pugnance did 1 approach tho subject I
asked him if, experiencing tho general
feeling of caso and comfort which per-
vaded his being, ho would not bo even
moro coinfortablo and happy if ho
thought of what ho ought to do for that
child of whom ho laid sp' ken and lor
whoso future ho wished to provide.

" 'And sinco thou art feeling better,
my dear Kovero, it is perhaps tho op-

portunity to put everything m order in
that liio which thou art about to recov-
er, and which will lv a new lite.'

"Ho looked fixedly at mo with his
beautiful eyes. It was a profound

and I saw that ho divined my
thought.

"'Thou art right!' ho said firmly.
'No weakness.'

"Then, gathering all his forces, ho
arose, stood upright, refusing oven tho
arm which I held out to him, and u
liis dressing gown, which hung about
him, ho seemed to me taller, thinner,
oven handsomer. Ho took two or threo
steps, ot fir it a littlo unsteady; then,
straightening up, ho walked directly to
his safe, turned tho letters and opened
it, nfler lnving smiled and said:

" 'I had lorgotten tho word four
letters. It is, however, a little thing.
My head is empty.'

"Then, tho sirfe opened, ho tool: out
papers of value, without doubt pa-

pers whioh ho took liiiek to his lounge,
spread out ott a tablo near at hand, and
said:

" 'Let us seo. This which I am going
to givo theo is for her. A will yes, I
could niako u will, but it would create

fit kwth M

it" it-- fr r!v-;- - y

"lie tore thrm In tvo nnd threw them
under hi.i Hct."

talk, it would bo asked what I had
dono, it would be searched out, dug out
of tho past, it would open a tomb. I
cannot. What I have shall bo hers. Thou
wilt givo it to her thnu'

"And his large, haggard eyes search-
ed through the papers.

" 'Ah, hero,' ho said 'hero aro somo
bonds Eayptian of a certain valno to
the holder, at II per cent. I hid that.
Whero did I put it?'

"Ho picked up tho papers, turned
them over aud over, became alarmed,
turned pale.

"'But,' I said to him, 'is it not
among those papers?'

"Ho shrucged liis shoulders and dis-
played with an ironical smilo tho en-

graved papers.
" 'Somo certificates of decorations

tlio bric-a-bra- c of a consular life.'
"Then with renewed energy ho again

went to tho safe, opened tho till, pulled
it out and searched again and again.

"Overcome with fright, ho exclaim-
ed, 'It is not there!'

" 'Why is it not there?'
"And ho gavo mo another look hag-

gard, terrible. His faco was fearfully
contracted. IIo clasped his head with
both hands aud stammered as if coming
out of a dream.

"'It is truo, I remember I havo
hidden it Yes, I hid it I do not know
where m somo book. In whicli ono?'

"Ho looked around him with wild
eyes. Tlio cerebral ainemia which had
mado him fear robbery again seizid
him, and poor Kovere, my old friend,
plainly showed that ho was enduring
the agony of a man who is drowning
and who does not know whero to cling
in order to save himself.

"lie was still standing, but as lie
turned around ho staggered.

"Ho repeated in a hoarse, frightened
voico: 'Where, whero havo I hidden
that? Fooll Tlio safe did not seem to
mo secure enough. Where, where havo
I put it?'

"It was then, monsieur yes, at that
moment that tho conenrgo entered and
saw us standing face to face In foro those
papers of which she has spoken. I must
have looked greatly embarrassed, very
pale, showing tho violent emotion which
seized me by the throat. Kovere said to
her rather roughly. 'What aro you lure
fur?' and sent her away with a gesture.
Mmo. Monicho had had time to seo tho
open sale and the papers spread out,
whicli sho supposed wero valuable. I
understand how she docoived herself,
anil when I think ot it I accuse myself.
There was something tragic taking place
between Uovi re and me This woman
could not know what it was, but sho
felt it.

"And it was more terrible, a hundred
times moro terrible, when she had dis-
appeared. There seemed to bo a battle
raging in Kovero's brain, as betweeu his
will and his weakness. Standing t,

striving not to give way, strug
gling to oniicennato all his brain power
in ins ellui t to remember, to llnil some
tiaco of the hidden place where he had
foolishly put this fortune between the
leaves of some huge book, Kovere called
violently, ardently, to his aid liis last
remnant of strength to combat against
this ana'iuia which took nway the
memory of what he had done. He rolled
his eyes desperately, found nothing, re
nieinbered nothing

"It was awful, this combat against
memory which had disappeared, (leu
this aspect of a panting beast, r. huiitei
boar, which seemed to sofao this man, nv.i

l shivered wl'on.witha rage 1 sMil ne
forget, tho dying men rusli'd m tv
steps to til 'able. In nt i ver the p .pir
snatched them up with l ' ham

cruiiipicu ilium up, tore tlim in two
and throw them under his foot, vith an
almost muniacal laugh, tajitig in stu-
dent tones:

"'Ah I Decorations! Brevets! Ban-blo- sl

Childish foolishness I What good
aro they? Would they give hor a living?'

"And ho la pt en laughing He excit-
ed liiiiifclt over tho papers. whi It ho
ran.t.ul tmdor his fetu;.lil ho t.d

completely exhausted hineif. He gasp-
ed, 'I stide,' and ho half fell over t io
lounge, upon which I laid him. I fa y
believed that ho was dying. I (xpi.t-ence- d

a horrible sensation, which t s
agonizing. Ho revived, ho . . er. But
how, aftr that s "onti and tlnt'-ri- s,
could I spent: t huu again of hi - (1 'ii.'li-to- r,

of that which he wished h.i o
her, to givo in trust to mo? IIo been, .o
preoocupiod with childish thiirrs. i
turning to tno dreams ot a rien m m.
spoko of going out the next, day a
would go together in tho Bms. 3

would dino at the pavilion. He wo. d
liko to travel. And thus ho ranibh 1 t.

"1 said to myself: 'Wait. Let us
wait. Tomorrow, nftir a good my f s
sleep, ho will perhaps remember. Isu --

ly havo some (lays before me. To sj .k
to him today would bo to pruvok a
now crisis. '

"And I helped him to put bark "i
the safe tho crushed, torn pupirsw,
out liis asking me, or oven bin -

'

questioning how they had conm tie ,

who had thrown them on tho fl'"r r
who had opened the safe. His fare w '0
a slight smile; his gestures, wer" an
matie. Very weary, he at l ist said.

" 'I nm vrry tired. I would like ro
sleep.' I Pft him. IIo hud stretch 1

himself out and covered himself up, lie
closed liis eyes and said:

' " 'It is so good to sleep.'
"I would seo him tomorrow. I would

try ngain tomorrow to awaken in him
tho desiro wliieh now seemed 'lull I.

Tomorrow his memory would havf re-

turned, and in somo of his books whero
ho had (liko the Arabs who put their
harvests in silos) placed ids tn asuro ho
would find tho fortuno intended for hi3
daughter.

"Tomorrow! It is tho word ono re.
peats most often, aud which ono has
tlio least right to use.

"I saw ltovero only after ho was
dead, with his throat cut asassinat 1

by whom? Tho man whom you have a
rested has traveled much. He comrs
from a distance. Kovero was consul .,t
Buenos Ayres, and you know that 1 o
said to mo tho last day I saw him, I
havo known mauy rascals in mv life,'
which scfmed iry simplo when cro
thinks of tho way ho had lived.

"This is the truth, mousienr. I ought
to have told you sooner. I repeat that I
had tlio weakness of wishing to ketp
tho vow givtn to my dead friund. I had
tho namo of a woman to betray, t .i
namo of a man, too, innocent of R

fault. And then, again, it seem d
to mo that this truth ought to beooi to
known of itself. When 1 was arrested,
a sort of foolish bravado urged 1110 to
see how far the absurdity of tho cliarao
could accumulate u(inst mo soemitig
proofs. 1 am a gambler. That was a
part I played against you, or, rathe-- ,
against tho foolishness of destiny. I dil
not tako a second thought that the orr'--

could bo a lasting one. I had, moreover,
only a word to say, but this word, I r .

peat, I hesitated to speak, audi willing-
ly supported tho cousequonco of t s
hesitation, even becauso this word w.i.s

"a name.
"That name," said M. Ginory, "I

havo not asked yon. "
"I refused it to tho magistrate, " sa 1

Jacques Dantin, "but I conlivJ it ti ti.o
man of honor!"

"Thero is only a magistrat ' 1. n '

M. Ginory replied, "but tho Kg.il 1

has its secrets, as lifo lias."
And Jacques Dautiu gavo tho n,v i

which tho ono whom Louis Piern H --

vero called Martho boro as her right! 1

uame.
(TO UK CONTINUED.)

The rroillgal Outfit.
no wont nwav from home a spl'ic'7

youth with ! r ink shanks amla nerk
a (iarciu camp follower.

lie came lisek a professional bicycle rid-

er with lnmo legs and muscles like iro
"I see the prodigal has returned," said

tho next door neighbor.
"Yes," replied the father thnughtful'y

as lie stared in amazement at the Imlg.t g
hosiery of his hopeful. "He to 1m o
returned nnd hromtht tho fatted calf wtli
him." Clou'Umd Plain Dealer.

A Cycle EpHodc.

"You'll set run in," said the pedestrian
to the oyelUt without a light.

"You'll git run into," t' a
rider as he knot ked tho other down ai id
ran up his spin .

"You'll gi t run In. too, " said th pel'
man 11s he stepped from behind a tree Ui d
grabbed the bicycle.

Just then another scorcher came nl ' g
without a light, so the polici man had to
run in two. Detroit News-Tribun-

A sympathetic l'me.
"It's n groat pity!" murmured the man

who hn' so many dollars he hates to g n
any up forfearof spoiling allnecollecti.

'Whtit's the matter!''' inquired hlswi .

'I was thinking of the batbnrity 'if
war. I suppose thn-- o discrepancies have to
exist. Hut it's a great pity bullets nret a

ns easy to dodge as taxes." Washlngt n
Star.

lL'oorant, Indeed.
"I never want to seo him again," s i d

tho blond. "He does not know how 10
help a woman mount 11 horse."

"What of tbnt" the brunette,
"Lots of men don't know how."

"But ho didn't know enough uot to
try." Ylm.

Sin. Did the Work.
Lynch Poor Brady has losht I1I3 maees

hv likelihood.
Shea But p'raps ho kin git another

Job.
Lynch lie don't want It it's another

woilo he wants! Up to Date.

Oinuch to Ureak An)' iMnn.

Pells-- Poor Shotson has just made an
assignment.

Wells Whv, I thought ho wns wealthy
Pells Well, ho was until he IkujU a

ffi camera, ami then the sundries jtd tl.o
ivtt. New Voik Journal.

"Henry, are lhee pi, s good ;is your
mother used to 111., K. '

"V's, dear. Just .u. 1Mb. I trt
say my mot lit r w.is- ii OOit l (

ever saw. Chicago Xi ws.

I..I Orlppe I us.ini ' . l'W. 1"' -
ruction should be t.u i) ttvo.! 11 Its
speeitie eme is Ono M i' u. li ( ir .

A. J. SUnpcrd, l'nl Am , ,,1. 11 I
journal and Advertlsi 11. Me, si .

"No Olle Will he d's Ippolllt I .11 li"! r
nm Mlivutv Coi.riU C 11 ' tVr t.,i li'.fpi '
l)e 's.tnt t. lv mil k to t

j w o'Suilnan. .V 1' Hal' F IJonry
Purhtr. ntj Dru. Ster J dossehn &
Uro h. It; C randall, YVmoosKt


