
Al'AllISMSTEill'
morning profMwI himself quite wriL Thers

could bo no breakfast for either hint or me

untd money was got, and hence I lost no

time in paying my visit to tho little Jew. (

Between the Rue St. Adre des Arts snd the

new Boulevard St Germain there bes quite a

1. ia us ovsr thi) t j-e- wais until ti;s terrible
ranr lotion is iid. Aid how are we to
My paper, prs a::d ink f

Raoul did not iiprak for s urie moments ; he
hsd sudl-ni- grown thougiittul end serious.
We had been talking in a g tone,
tmt when next he spoke his voice was grave.

"It's not the prospect of a little mora cold
uid hunger I am thinking of," he said at last;
no doubt we thall contrive to dine at least

Jvery second day, and we can lie in bed a
food deal, as we havo done before. But to-

morrow, my friend, is Christmas, and this

', I heard souajthiag like a curse-escap-

hisl.ps. ,

We scarcely exchanged dozen words be-
tween the Boulevard and the t. p of the Rue
Dauphine. At the corner of that street
Raoul stopped abruptly. It was as if he had
brought some long meditation to a close.

"What o'clock is it, Paul f he asked me.
I laughed at the qnestion, and reminded

him that for two months I had been without
a watch.

Just then the bell of St. Bulpica tolled;
"One, two, three" I counted up to ten.

"Ten o'clock," I heard Raoul mutter to
himself; "there is time yet" I thought I
knew what he meant

."at to ilailamo, and give her my thanka in
advance."

l'ierrod.-partcid- , taking the coat with him.
I began t;.r::iug over tne pages of tao English
book, rcalin:' a passage here and there, and
trying to reckon the time it would tabo us to
translate it Raoul was an excellent English
scholar; I could read that language fairly.We had dene this kind of work once or
twice before.

Every now and then I looked across the
room to see whether Raoul was not awake.
But he did not stir. The heavy, regular
breathing continued; ho seemed to bo sleeping
very soundly.

By chance my eye fell ca Raoul's letter,
which I had laid 03 the table beside trie. I
stretched forth my hand, took it and looked at
the address; letters in those days were
enough of a rarity to make one curious. The

Raoul smiled and oprswl ttwl?tt"r. Thouph
be took it ni'ire quietly, I knew he was quito
as anxious ns mys -- If. I watered him as ha
read ; his ghinco seemed to fly along tho lines;
a lock of satisfaction, almost exultation,
came over bis face, and I saw that the good
news had eoine. Raoul clasped my hand.
"You were right," he said; "the comedy ii
accepted I Read H then sank back nerve-

lessly on his pillow.
This was the letter:

Odeo.t Theatre, Dec. 84, 18ft- -.

"MoifSTEUB: In the name of the administra-
tion of the Odeon theatre, I have tho honor
to inform you that your comedy, "The Gold
of Toulouse," has been accepted for early
representation at the Odeon.

"In my own name, Monsieur, allow me to
congratulate you on your work. It is more
than amusing; it is brilliant This is the
opinion also of my colleagues who have read
it I desire, Monsieur, to make your ac-

quaintance, and request you to favor me by

A

Zll tin Autlwr of ' Duoati and My
Daughter."

CHAPTER II am asked to aet down, in order and de-

tail, aa that I know relative to tie affair of
the Passage de Alozarin, or, as it was com-
monly called at the time, the "Crime of
Christmas Day." This I can do very easily,
since not only are the tacts fresh in my
memory, bat I hare aim before em, as I
write, the various documents, newspaper ex
tracts, etc, bearing on the case.

I begin by telling bow, on the evening of
Monday, the 4tn of December, ISC---, abont
6:30 o'clock, I left Girard's lodgings in the
Rao Dauphine, where I was then staying, and
went to moot him by appointment at the cafe
caLrja LA Source. The night was very cold,
nd I had been sitting without a fire, for

reasons; consequently I was not sorry when
the hour came for my leaving the dismal,
sky-hig- h garret which was my temporary
home. In spite of the cold, I did not take my
greatcoat with me, also for reasons; and I
well remember how keen the wind blew, as I
hurried shivering up the Boulevard 6t
MichoL It was a wretched Christmas eve.
Bnow had begun to fall, but melted as goon as
it reached the pavements, covering them with
a slush that made the asphalt very treacher-
ous footing. No scene could have been more
cheerless than the Boulevard that night; the
uais ssy aoove, tne dripping pavement be
tecth, the leafless trees, the falling snow I
shiver yet to think of it. And no greatcoat!

All the world at least, all the world of the
Latin Quarter knows the Cafe de la Source.
It is one of the features of the Boulevard St
Michel; and tho Boulevard houle Miche,
we used to call it affectionately in our student
days is one of the features of the Quarter.
The cafe takes its name of "the Fountain"
from a grotto fronting the entrance, with
running water and littlo cascades that make
a pleasant, bubbling, tinkling noise, not
altogether drowned by the rattling of domi-
noes, the babble of tongues, and the shouts of
waiters. It is very agreeable, in ininYssar, to
eit outside on the pavement under the awn-
ing, and drink your coffee or your glass of
Strassburg beer, and look at die people going
ip and down the Boulevard. But it is, s,

in winter that the cafe of La Source
seems most cheerful. You make but a stepfrom cold and darkness outside into warmth
and light within. The brilliant windows, the
air of comfort, the hum of talk and bursts of
laughter that reach the ear of the
these are things difficult to resist You hear
the running wutor, and it lures you over the
threshold.

Tho cafe was looking its gayest and bright-JB- t
when I reached it that Christmas Eve.

But I did cot go in at once, for the same rea-
sons that had deprived me of a fire and my
greatcoat I had not a son in my pocket.

Girard, however, either was there or
would be very soon. I therefore reconnoitered,
and presently, the door opening, saw him sit-

ting at a table in the corner. He caught
sight of me at tho same moment, smiled and
beckoned me to come in. This I was only too
lod to da

He hechoned tne to come in.
He had on the table before him a cup of

wffoeand a big book; the coffee untouched,
the book unopened.

"My deur Paul," he said, "you see I have
waited for you. It is wanner hero than at
she Rue Dauphine, eh! waiter, another cup
Of coffee end a glass of absinthe."

"Your room, Raoul," I said, "reminded me
of Spitzbergen. I have not been

there, but I have been in your room and I
know that I do not exaggerate. I think
Barentz would havo found your room cold."

"You languish for the Rue de Medicisf for
your mirrors and damask curtains and the
porcelain stovo f

"I confers it. But I am not ungrateful to
the Rue Dauphine. It is at least a roof!"

"And we may enj'07 the luxury of a fagot

labyrinth of narrow, dirty, crooned streets,

alleys and courts, surrounded by lofty, de-

caying houses. A stranger would certainly
have lost his way amid the intricacies of this

quarter, but I, to my sorrow, was no stranger
there.

To Be Continued.

Respect for Alfonso In Cuba.
Havana, Nov. 27-- The Exchange

and all theatres and otber places of
amusement are closed because of the
death of King Alfonso. Government
buildings, foreign consulates, and
many private houses, display draped
flags at half-mas- t. The fortresses and
all war ships in the harbor fired guns
every fifteen minutes all day yesterday.
The governor-genera- l was called upon
by a committee of the Conservative

party, a deputation from the Spanish
Casino and a number of colonels of

volunteers, who expressed their sympa-

thy with the government on the coun-

try's loss. Funeral services on a large
scale will be held on the day of inter-

ment. The people manifest gi eat anx-

iety to know what will happen in

Spain. Tne governor-genera- l has been
authorized by the home government to
take all necessary measures to prevent
disaster here.

Railroad Accident and Loss of
Life.

Beloit, Kan., Mov. 27. A serious
accilent occurred Wednesday night at
Lindsey, on the Soloman railroad. A
rail had been removed from the main
track aod a wild train came thunder-

ing along at about 35 miles an hour.
The section man threw the switch
open, sending the train into a lot of

Ireight cars standing on the sidetrack,
smashing the engine and cars into
splinters. J. M. Sinyser, owner of the
elevator at Lindsey, was caught be-

tween two freight cars and his body
severed in two, the upper portion Hy-

ing up into the air and the lower
dropping beneath the cars. His team
was also badly used up and the horses
had to be killed. It is understood that
the section boss, whose name is un-

known, was at once arrested and
conveyed to jail at Minneapolis.

Business Failures Throughout the
Country.New York, .Nov. 27. The business

failures occurring throughout the
country during the last seven days, as
reported to It. G. Dun & Co. to day,
nun ber for the United States 199. and
and for Canada 15, or a total of 214 as
compared with a total of 240 last
week, and 223 the week previous to
last week. Except, that failures are
increasing in the South and on the
Paciflc coast, there is nothing special
to note.

The Almighty Dollar

CAPITAL VERSUS MERIT.

It is possible that money dipped into a boun
teous supply of printer's ink, is to be used to
teach false ideas.

Why is that such persistent anathemas should
all at once be hurled against tile use of "Potash
and Potash mixtures?"

Those who Insist that Potash is a poison do so
because that is the way they hava of lighting B
M. 1!., as the latter contains potash orooerlv
combined.

Opium, n orph!ne,.s!rvclimne, aconite, whisky.
etc., are all de dly poisons, and are daily de-

stroying the lives of people, aud why do not
these men cry out agalnst'them? It is because
there Is no money In sight to do so. Iodide of
lotaah, in proper combination, Is recardedbv
the medical profession as the quickest, grand-
est and most powerful blood remedy ever known
to man. Quose who believe in revealed com-
binations and Indian foolishness are surely In
a condition to become rather "cranky" In their
ideas at any tlni. We assert understamllHL'lv
that Potash, as used in the manufacture of B. K

B., Is not a poison, and the public need not place
any confidence In assertions to the contrary
Ultir lu it tli.it. ! ...... j... ...
iiiij ,a 11. bnav in uiic biiuiisuiiu letters wuicn we
receive we never hear a word against Its use?
The truth is, B.B. B.is working sucl wonders in
the cure of all bldod poisons, scrofula, rheuma-
tism, catarrh, etc., that others are trembling In
their boots, and cry aloud, "poison," "fraud,"
because they fear Its triumphant march. Let
any man r woman ask any respectable doctor
or druggists If we are not right. l)o not be de-

ceived, but go right along and call for B. B. B.,
and bo cured. Jt Is making live times more
cures in Atlanta than all other blood remedies
combined. We don t say that others are pois-
ons or frauds ; we are not easily alarmed, but
we say ours U the best, aud we have tho proof.
Bend for our book, free, and be convmc-e(- !;
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lay week is 2Tew Year's day."
"Well?"
"Well! dont you see what that means!

On New Year" day we give gifts to those wt

"Ah! Gabrielle! I did not think of that!"
"My dear Paul, you never think! That is

why I lovo you. But just sea how I am
placed! Ycu know that, if she chose if she
took back her word to me Gabrielle might
have presents dresses jewels what you
will! And I I shall walk with her round
the Boulevards; the windows are full of
pretty things; she will scarcely look at them,tor fear of vexing me; and I shall not be
ible to turn my eyes from them, for thinkinn
of what I should like to buy for her. I shall
lee the people crowding in and out, laughing,
Joking, happy in giving and receiving and
for Gabrielle, nothing 1 Even the booths on
the edge of the pavement we must pass
sven the most trifling keepsake, I cannot giv
it her I That is what happens on New Year's
day to the poor man who has a sweetheart."

"If I had only something left to send to the
pawnbroker!"

The exclamation escaped me unawares, I
was so moved by Room's evident pain of
mind. It made him laugh, however; he de-

clared that was my instinctive resource.
And, indeed, there was some truth in this, I
Jonfess it.

"Let us look things in the face," I said at
'ast; "surely there must be somo resource, if
we can only think of it. I shall go to Levi
lacob I shall demand a loan; I
mall tell him "

"That your friend Raoul Girard wants to
buy a present for his affianced on New Year's
iayi That won't soften the flint that does
iuty for a heart with Levi Jacob, my dear
Paul! And besides you owe him too much
already."

"Too true. And can you, then, think of
nothing?"

"Nothing. You know that since Le Petit
Monde stopped no other journal has accepted
my articles. And my wretched salary as
critic for Le Draine is already overdraws;
they will advance me nothin?. I una some
dope when tho editor of The Mod gavo me
that letter to M. Beauvais. I thought he
might have paid us something in advance.
But that hope has failed."

For some time wo both sipped our coffee In
lilence. I had never before seen Raoul thus
in open rebellion against his poverty; I hud
never before seen that shadow on his brow
which darkened it

"Our only hope now," I said at last, gloom-
ily, "seems to be in a miracle."

"Say at once in a letter from the diractoi
of theOdeonP'

"And why not? Only I would not call that
miracle! You know what I said of your

comedy at the time, Raoul you know what
Tisson, of Le Dramo, said of it "

"I know, my dear Paul, that if you were
director of the Odeon the rehearsals would
begin But evidently M. Des- -
ouetto's opinion is not ours. I wish ho
vould send back the manuscript; I could

tnako a short story of it."
Raoul spoke lightly, but I know Hat this

particular failure had bitterly disappointed
him. Six months' hard work had been given
to that comedy. There were scenes and situ-
ations in it that but this is a quite needless
digression.

"Have I not heard you speak of a relative
of yours living in the Quarter."' I ventured
lo say; "an uncle, was it not, who is rich?
Perhaps he "

"Useless to think of it! He is rich how
rich nobody knows but himself. Hut ho is a
r.iiser; ho grudges himself every mouthful ho
eats and eveiy iagotlu burns. Ho must be-

lieve that thcro are pockets in the winding-she-
I You remember that day in thj gar-len- s

of tho Luxembourg last summer!"
"Quite well. We were sitting under tho

trees, feeding the birds with the crumbs loft
over from our breakfast. An old man hob-
bled past and frowned at us. What was it
he said to you, Raoul V

" 'Young man,' ho said, 'never give away
what some day you may want yourself.'
And that is the man I I never yet have asked
anything of him for myself. Twice I went
to him, when my good uncle at Provins-h- is

own brother was lying ill and in want
Rather than give me money rather than
part with his cherished coin, he actually gave
me one or two things he had about him, arti-
cles of vertu to sell I"

"I remember. What a singular man !"
"He is a cur; I can call him nothing else!

When my poor uncle at Provins died I went
to him again. It was about tho costs of the
funeral. 'Pay for all,' he said; 'then bring
an exact account to me.' I paid for all;
partly with what I could scrape togothor,
partly by a loan from you. When I went
back I found that my worthy uncle had
given strict orders to the servant nevor on
any showing to admit mo again. That was a
year ago, and he owes me the money to this
day. It would make me rich now if I could
i;et it!"

"And you have not seen him since?"
"I have not tried. Ity interviews with

him were not pleasant He affected to be-

lieve that my story was a fiction ; that I only
wanted his money to spend it on my follies!
He mode me swallow adders I Pah! Say no
more of him. He is the one man on earth
thatlhato!"

Raoul said this in a tone which left no
doubt as to the reality of hi3 hatred. 1
noticed how his face flushed and his eyes
blazed, and frould imagine how badly tho old
miser must have treated him, since Raoul's
anger was tlie rarest thing in the world.

Nothing more passed between us on this
disagreeable subject; but I could see that
Raoul had not dismissed it from his mind.
Ho was silent and preoccupied, and the
shadow rested on his face. I knew that he
was thinking also of Gabrielle Dumaino, and
how he could offer her no gift on New Year's
day. That might seem a small thing, com-

paratively ; but it was not so to Raoul Girard.
For he was very proud.

We left the cafe of La Source unwillingly;
tho plash and ripple of the fountain seemed
to murmur: Stay; call for another glass of
absinthe, another cup of coffee. But two
francs! forty sous an indefinite num-
ber of dinners to expend them on I We tore
ourselves away from La Source.

Arm in arm we went along the Ruo Racine
and across tho Place de l'Odeon, on the way
to our common lodging. Raoul was strangely
silent, and I noticed that he walked at a much
swifter pace than was usual with hi in.

Neither of us had overcoat or umbrella;
these useful articles had drifted long since to
tho pawnbroker shop. The sleet lashed in our
faces, our thin garments were soon drenched,
the mud and water from the puddles splashed
up about us. It was an execrable night. It
should have been my part to solace myself
with a little mild grumbling, and Raoul's to
rebuke me withsome words of gay philosophy.
But I had an impression that he was
making a personal grievance of this exposure
to the snow and wind. He seemed strangely
unlike himself. Once, after one of the fiercer

handwriting was strango to me. I was about
to lay the letter down, when I noticed these
words on tho front of the envelope, "Odoon
Theatre." Imagine my wonder, my delight!
There was but one conclusion to be drawn
from a letter which came unaccompanied by
the manuscript. Raoul's comedy was ac-
cepted! For wcek3 past I had boon telling my-
self , I had been assuring Raoul, that nothing
was more certain to happen than this. But
now, when it had actually happened for the
letter seemed sufficient evidence of that I
could scarcely realize at first that it was true.
The comedy accepted! that would change
everything! No more living in a garret for
Raoul no mora diuing at eight sous no
more translating dry English books and as
many presents on New Year's day as ho cared
to buy! In a moment I was out of bed, the
letter in my hand.

"Raoul!" There was no answer. "Raoul!"
in a louder voice. Still no answer. ' 'Heav-

en.! how he sleeps! liaoul!" laying my
hand on his shoulder and gently shaking him.
Still neither speech nor motion. "He must
have been very late last .night. Where the
devil can he havo gone? Raoul, waken, won't
you? Here is a letter from "

Just then I caught sight of his face in the
feeble light of the window.
Its appearance alarmed me almost gave me
a shock. It was fever-flushe- and tinged
with purple under the eyes; tho lips were
tense; at the comers of tho mouth something
like foam had gathered. The breathing was
slow, deep-draw- this did not seem to me a
natural slumber. I shook him more violently;
still he did not awake.

I went across tho room, avi looked into a
drawer of tho writing-tabl- where I knew
Raoul kept a vial containing n solution of
morphia. Ho had been troubled at one time
by insomnia, resulting from overwork, and
tho doctor had given him this as a sleeping-draug-

I found the vial; it was empty.
This at first frightened me terribly, until I

remembered that there could not have been
much more than one dose left in the bottle-certa- inly

not enough to be dangerous. Still,
Raoul's feverish look made me uneasy. I re-
solved on giving him a little time longer to
awake, and meanwhile went to bed again.
My clothes were still far from dry, and tho
cold was Siberian.

I had not lain in bed ten minutes before I
was startled by Raoul moaning and restlessly
moving his arms, as if in the act of climbing

a singular yiotion. Then he began to talk
in his sleep, at first loudly; "It is tho same

V -
rrX'-- IMC

Tlien he bc'jnn to talk in his sleep.
tho very panic; I recognize it well! . . . Yes,
00 gavo it to mo himself , but that was a year
igo; I have it no longer. ... I sold it you
know I sold it I sold it to to oh, my God, I
cannot remember " Then his voice became
loo faint for mo to hear the words. "What tho
aavil does he mean by this nonsense?" I said
lo myself; "perhaps a scene for some future1

medyP'
I sent out for breakfast two rolls of bread

ind a half-bott- of Macon and remained all
the afternoon besido Raoul, watching. About

o'clock he began to stir uneasily, then opened
his eyes and, seeing me seated by his bedside,
stretched out his hand and smiled. I felt in-

expressibly relieved.
"What is wrong with you, my dear Raoul?"

1 said; "are you unwell?"
"No, No! Only I have had a bad dream

the worst dream I ever had!" He passed his
hand over his eyes. "But lam awake now,
thank God! Have I slept long, Paul?"

"An eternity! I thought you would never
waken Do you know, Raoul, you havo fin-

ished the morphia that was in tho vial?"
"Finished it? I don't seem to remember.

Tell me, was I late last night?"
"Pierre says you did not return until after

two. I was asleep when you came in."
Raoul started and looked at me strangely.
"How cold it is in this room I" he said; "see

how I shiver!" And indeed the hand which
ho stretched ot to me was trembling; when
I touched it, hi I found it quite hot.

"You are f werish, my dear fellow," I said
to him. "Th!3 comes of infrequent dining.
Now, this is whet I shall do. I shall spend
our two remaining francs on something re-
sembling a dinner oh. ves! I have had
breakfast ; I slian t want to done till r.

row, or the day afterl By that time, no
doubt, I shall have captured somehow that
snyest 01 au creatures, the five-fra- piece.
There muU be someone still from whom I
can borrow,"

In spite of Raoul's protests, I had some
food and a half --bottle of wine brought from
the restaurant over the way. He felt better
after this; the headache of which he had com-
plained left him j and he soon began to laugh
and talk in his usual manner. But he still
complained of feeling weak, and I persuaded
him to remain all day in bed.

"Let us begin at tno English book, how-
ever," he said; "for us time is money, as the
English say."

"Xo, no! "We need not begin at that,
Raoul You may say good-b- y to your trans-
lating. The days of your bondage are over
you will never translate again!"

"What in Heaven's namo do you mean!"
"Open and read!" I cried, giving him the

letter. "Here is money, fame everything!
And it has not come a day too soon."

Raoul took the letter; when he saw the
words "Odeon Theatre," his face became a
sliade paler, but his hand was wonderfully
stcadv.

""i on ore rushing to conclusions, Paul," he
said; "this letteris evidently from the admin-
istration of the Odeon, but it may not "

"It can mean only one thing that th
comedy is accepted! Open it at once, for
Heaven's sake! Let us know tho best or tho
worst though, of course, it is the best I
am S'ire of it"

a vLsit on an early day.
"Your comedy will be sent almost imme-

diately to rehearsal, and will be put on the
stage after the withdrawal of M. Victor's
piece, "The Hunting Party." I shall have
the honor of intimating to you ere lone the
day on which you will be requested to send
your comedy before the artists to whom the
parts will be allotted.

"I subscribe myself, Monsieur, with every
assurance of esteem, your very humblo, very
obedient servant,

"Desnocettes, Manager."
I shall not try to describe our proceedings

during the next quarter of an hour or rather
I should say my proceedings, for Raoul lay in
bed laughing, while I waltzed round the
room, hurled the English book into a corner.
read tho letter aloud with comments, waved
it triumphantly aloft, and performed other
absurdities; 1 was, indeed, overjoyed. Raoul
was going to be a great man! ho would
rival Scribe, Angier, Sardou, those giants of
the stage he would make his way into the
charmed circle of the Comedio Francaisel
raid all this, which mode him laugh more
than ever. Ho begged me to sit down, before
Pierro eamo up stairs to see which of us had
gono mad.

"But you are satisfied V I said to him, sink- -

ing at lust, out of breath, into a chair,
"Does that letter not flatter you sufficiently !"

"Satisfied I tell you, Paul, this is wonder-ful- l
It is one of those things which happen

once in half a century. Now that it bas hap-
pened, I begin to wonder how 1 could ever
have imagined it possible!"

"You must goto M. Demeuettos
row! You must "

"Ask him for a loan, eh f"
"And why not ? Ho might advanced

you a few napoleons; it is the only omission 1

notice in his otherwise admirable letter.
Money we must have. Who, after this, could
go on translating English?"

"I am not going to borrow from M. Des--

nouettes."
"Very good; there is another way. Give

me tho letter, and I will turn it into money.
Times will change in tho Quarter before a
man with a comedy accepted by the Odeon
needs to starve

"By all means take the letter and get the
money if you can. And now, like a good
fellow, givo me pen and paper. I havo three
lines to write you can guess to whom."

"Of course. It's a pity we can't spare her
the letter, is it not?"

"I will tell her the good news. How it will
rejoice her! Last night, after I left you,
Paul, I saw her. We talked of this very
thing, of tho comedy. Like you, Gabrielle
never lost laitn in it bho has prayed to the
Virgin every night that it might be ac
cepted. "

"Well, it has been, anyhow. Here are the
pen and paper. ait one moment while
put some water in this ink; it is almost
ory."

Just then there camo a knock nt the door.
It was Pierre who entered.

"It is the coat of M. Girard," ho said;
"Nannette bids me say that she has done her
host, though a tailor would doubtless have
been more skillful. "

"How, my coat?" said Raoul; "what, then,
toi tho matter with my coat?"

"Monsieur has, then, forgotten r said tho
servaat; "tho sleevo was torn from tho wrist
right up to tho shoulder!"

At this moment I had my back turned to
Raoul's bed, being engaged at tho wash stand
in dropping water into the ink bottlo. A sud-
den cry of alarm from Pierre startled me:

".Quick. Monsieur, quicklhe has faintedl
My God, ho is dead!''

I flew to the bedside. Raoul's face had be-
come of a deathly pallor; his eyes wore closed;
his lower jaw dropped down; his right arm
hung flaccid over the bed.

"Gracious heaven!" I erid in alarm; "what
is wrong with him? Quick Pierre, dip this
cloth in cold water then run for brandy-r- un

your fastest!
not a sou !"

"Say not a word more, Monsieur! I will
hasten I will fly I will bring the brandy!
iiei .monsieur ue at case there Is no need of
the money" and here this paragon of ser-
vants had rushed off and down the stairs be-
fore I could say a word. I had passed myarm under Raoul's head, and was bathing hi
brow with the wet cloth. Before Pierre came
back he had revived, to my intense relief.
Ho opened his eyes, and looked me wildly in
the face. "I had forgotten that!" he said, in a
voice quite unlike his own, and with a shudder
I could feel.

"Forgotten what, my dear Raoul?" but
again his eyes had closed, and his head
dropped back on my shoulder.

Pierre returned R'ter a short absence with'
the brandy. We uade Raoul drink some:
presently he come tmt of the second fainting-
fit, and looked at ua curiously.

"What is wrong?" ho said.
"Monsieur has fa'jited," said Pierro; "Mon-

sieur feels better n"w, is it not so?"
"The good nows has been too much for you,

dear Raoul," I said; "you are certainly un-
well. Shall I bring a doctor to see you?"

"un no account 1 am better quite
better." The tone in which ho said this
very decided. "As you say, it is no doubt the
sudden joy that has overwhelmed mo. I shall
sleep now, and I shall be quito re-
covered."

Ho seemed disinclined to talk further.
sat besido him, watching, till he foil asleep.
There was something in Ui3 manner and ap-
pearance that padded me and made me
anxious, for I had never seen Raoul like thij
before. I began to fear last this might be
the beginning of a serious illness, and yet, on
the evening before, at the cafe of La Source,
he had seemed to be in his usual health.
There was nothing that I knew of weighing
on his mind; he had had no quarrel with
Gabrielle ; the comedy had been accepted. It
must, I thought, be tho sudden coining of
good news, acting on a temperament naturally
high-strun- Raoul had a splendid physique.
His figure was lithe and slim, like an
athlete's; indeed, he had quite a reputation at
the gymnasium in the Ruede la Sorbonne.
But irregular dining will try the best con-
stitution; and Raoul, like many writing men,
was a creature of nerves. In this way, sitting
by his bedside, I explained to myself his
fainting fit and random words. Soon I saw
him slumbering peacefully. This reassured
me, and I retired to rest

CHAPTER III
The next forenoon saw me on my way to

the house of Levi Jacob, the usurer, with the
Odeon letter safe in my pocket Raoul had

a somewhat nstless night, but in the

"Ten o'clock; there is time yet."
"My friend," he said, "I am going to pay a

visit Oblige me by earryinghomo thisbook,
and leave our door unlocked. I shall not bo
late, but do not wait for me if you feel at all
sleepy. In the meantime, good night!"

It did not surprise me that Raoul should
mean to pay a visit at that hour. I thoughtI knew where he was going.

We parted at the comer of the street.
Raoul, still walking very fast, went back oa
tho way we had come. As for me, 1 went
shivering homeward, carrvincr vvit.li ma thn
English book. On the wey I height, iwo
fagots for use cntho morrow, when wo should
begin the work of translation, And I wished
very much that the texture of Raoul's coat
had produced a different effect on tho mind
cf that wealthy member of the Institute,

CHAPTER IL
When I awoko next morning it was to won-

der what could be the hour of day. I felt as
if I had slept sufficiently, and yet the light in
the room seemed strangely dim. It mighthave been early morning.

I looked across the room to the corner in
which stood Raoul's truckle-be- d, opposite my
own. Raoul still slept, and loundly, to judge
from his deep, regular breathing. I knew
that he must have been late the night before;
1 naa ianen asleep before be returned.

Presently I heard the heavy foot of Pierre,
our landlord and servant in one, mountingtie stair, and then his knock at the door.

"Is that you, Pierre?"
"It is I, with a letter for Monsieur, and one

ilso for M. Girard."
I was about to rise 1o admit hirn, when I

noticed that the key was not in the lock of
the door. Evidently Raoul had not secured
the door behind him hist night, as it was his
habit to do.

"Enter, then; tho key is on your side, is it
not?"

"Ah, it is true!" Next minuto he had en-

tered the room, and coming to ray bedside,
banded me (ho two letters.

"What o'clock is it, Pierro?"
"It is half-pa- eleven, Monsieur."
"How! Hnlf-pR- eleven? Why, it is a

veritable twilight in this room!"
"If Monsieur looks at tho window ho will

seo tho reasrn of that."
I looked at the window in tho ceiling of our

attic room, and taw that it wa3 covered with
snow.

"What frightful weather! You will find
two faggots in the closet, Pierre; havo the
goodness to light a fire, and hang these clothes
before it. And make aa little noise as pos-
sible, if you please. M. Girard still sleeps."

"M. Girard was very late last night," re-

marked Pierre; "it was after two when I let
him in."

"So late as that?" I said, surprised. Raoul
could not thon have gone to visit Mme.

and Gabrielle; he never stayed there
after 1 1 at latest. Where had ho been ?

While Pierre was making up the firo, I
read the letter he had brought me. It was
from my father, in answer to an appeal for
money a desperate appeal, and useless, as I
had expected. Unlike myself, my father was
a man of principle; and one of his principles

tho one I found personally most inco-
nvenientwas this: Not a sou till quarter-day- .
He made me a good allowance, which, in those
days of wild and thoughtless youth, I was
accustomed to spend with rapidity. Raoul
was always poor; I was, at intervals, rich for
a few days; then plunged into frightful pov-
erty, owing to my parent's stern resolve
never to antedate supplies. I had also nu-
merous creditors, and had become proficient
in tho art of "doubling a cape" that is, slip-
ping round a street corner when one of those
appeared. It was my custom, when the funds
began to sink, to leave my comparatively
;.jxurious room in the Rue de Medicis,
with their pleasant view over the
Luxembourg gardens, and install myself in
Raoul's garret, amid the din and squalor
of tho Rue Dnuphino. His companionship
moro than made up for the discomfort, the
cold and tho occasional pinch of hunger. We
were fast friends, financed in common and
had no secrets from each other. Raoul was
very different from me frugal, industrious,
indulging in few pleasures, but always frank
and gay, however empty his pockets. We
were both students of law and our final ex-

amination was now not far off. I had never
regretted my improvidence until now. But,
when 1 saw how a little ready money would
have enabled Raoul and myself to leave
aside all other work and give ourselves to our
law books, I did regret it And therefore,
some days ago, I had written that letter to
my father, scarcely expecting any more fav-
orable answer than the exceedingly curt and
decided one I received.

Pierre had by this time kindled the fire, and
Was arranging before it, on the backs of the
two chairs our attic boasted, Raoul's damp
clothes and mine. All at once he uttered an
exclamation of surprise, which startled me
from my study of tho parental letter. "How!
look then at the coat of M. Girard! The
sleeve is ripped up right to the shoulder!"

"Whatl the sleeve ripped up, do you say?"
"Torn completely, Monsiourl But what is

to be dono? Monsieur has but one coat at
present, and until it is repaired "

"Ho cannot leave this room, of course. It
is very awkward. How can he have done it T

"If Monsieur desires, I will take the coat
downstairs to Namiette, who will sew it suff-

iciently well. Monsieur doubtless remembeii
what the little tailor at the corner gays that
he will do absolutely nothing more for M011.

sieur until his bill is paid?"
"It is true, Pierro; I recollect the words o!

the little wretch. By all means, take Uu

"Ah! I see you have got the book r
Raoul gave a kind of groan as he pushed

the volume toward me. "Look at that I" he
said.

Hooked at it. It was a bulky volume, In
English, called "The Buddhist Belief tho
work of some English savant, whoso name I
could not pronounce then, and have forgot-
ten now. I opened it carelessly hero and
there, then looked at the number on tho last
page.

"This is frightful PI said, "450 pages, and
the type is small ! How much time, liaoul'i"

"Six weeks, counting from
"Ar. i '.lowrauch money?'

, "Two .uudred francs."
"That fj shameful, it is criminal! Two

hundred francs tor translating a book of this
gizal it is unheard of! Anything paid in

) advance!"
"Kothtag. That's the worst feature of the

case. M. Bcauvais did not offer, and I could
not bring myself to ask. I dare say, when
he looked at my coat, he thought he risked
enough in letting mo carry the book away."

"Who is M. Beauvais?"
"A member of the Institute, very rich, ap-

parently. He lives in the Rue d'Acjou, Fau-

bourg St Honore. He knows all the eastern
languages, but does not read English. So
much tho bettor for us. You must take your
share of the translation, Paul; then we shall
do it in half tho time."

"With all my heart. But how are we to
live meanwhile? Can we exist for three
weeks without food granting we can do it
without fire? I hare not a sou in the world;
my wardrobe, my bijouterie, my books even
my law-boo- ore all at the pawnbroker's,
and my allowance is not duo for eight weeks,
I believe. You might as well try to bleed a
stone as to extract money from my worthy
parent before the precise day and hour; and
borrowing becomes more arduous every day.
That is my position. And yours?"

"The same exactly, my dear Paul, except
that I have these two francs fifty centimes
which you see, and that no allowance comes
to me at tho end of eight weeks!"

wo franc fifty centimes! That will not


