
The Roupell Mystery
By Austyn Granville

CHAPTER II.
An hour had elapsed ninee Mme. Rou-

pell's departure. Harriet Weldon arose
softly, and, opening the window with
great caution lest it. should squeak upon
its iron hinges, looked out again upon
the front of the house. Everything was
enveloped in a flood of moonlight. The
fine grasses upon the lawn glittered like
spears of ice with the heavily falling
dew drops. The call of a night bird to
its mate was the only sound that broke
the stillness. The beauty of the night
touched her deeply, and the song of the
nightingale more profoundly yet. She
leaned her head against the window frame
and her slight form shook with suppress-
ed sobs. The thought came that every
minute's delay would make it more diff-
icult for her lover to escape from the
house. In a few hours the village would
be st.rring. He would be seen by some
peasant going early afield, as he left the
grounds. She must at once summon him
from his hiding place. In a few min-
utes he could be gone, and she would
breathe freely again.

Advancing on tiptoe to the door of the
chamber, she turned the handle softly and
stepped out into the passage. The house
was perfectly quiet. In the

she crept timidly up the corridor,
feeling her way with the tips of her fin-

ger against the old oaken wainscoting.
At hut Ler foot struck uuiusL a 4W1'
mat. She tried to recollect what door
mat it was. She stooped and passed her
hand over it. It was an
rag mat of American make, such as one
sees in the houses of middle class farm-
ers in New England. It had been her
lover's request to have such a thing at
the door of his room. It reminded him
of his old home across the seas. It was
all right. This was the apartment she
'wanted. She placed her fingers upon the
handle of the door, opened it a little way,
and called softly :

"Charles !"
To her surprise there was no answer.

She opened the door wider yet, and went
in. The moonlight, shining In through
the window streamed over the carpet and
made every portion of the chamber
ly visible. She glanced quickly around.
To her Intense astonishment the room
was empty. Trembling with fear and ex
citement she again issued forth, and stood
once more in the corridor. At the very
moment that she did so, a pistol shot
reverberated loudly through the chateau.
And then from all parts of the house Its
inmates rushed hurriedly.

It was a terror-stricke- n assemblage of
men and women, aroused in the dead of

the night by that sharp, ominous appall
ing sound. In the supreme quiet of the
chateau the pistol shot had rung out with
terrible distinctness. Though terrified
beyond measure in the almost certain
knowledge that some dreadful tragedy.
had taken place, Harriet Weldon did not
hesitate a moment. Dashing along the
corridor she flung aside the heavy drap
eries which separated Mme. Roupell's
sleeping apartment from her sitting room,

and bravely entered.
Face to face, M. Chabot and her lover

were standing. On the floor between
them, lying at full length, her face turn
ed upward, ghastly in the dim light of the
solitary candle, lay Mme. Roupell. irom
a bullet wound in her forehead, a little
blood was slowly oozing on to the floor

and matting with its crimson flood the
gray, wavinz and carefully combed liair,

The room seemed suddenly to fill with
people, all looking through a kind of mist.

A ghastly, unwholesome pallor was on

each face. The ordinary proprieties of

life were set at naught. The convcn

tionalities of dress were forgotten. Emily
was bending over the prostrate woman,

her fine features Dale as death, but set
as n marble, and showing no trace of

tears or womanly weakness. She seemed

the nnlv collected one in the room: all
the rest stood easning and staring, a help
less, bewildered, frightened group. Emily
evinced no surprise at seeing Van Lith
there so unexpectedly, as everyone else
did. With much presence of mind, she at
once turned her attention to the sufferer,
to SP0 wlmr cnnld be done for her. She
gaie orders clearly and rapidly, and with
a marvelous

"Lift her up and place her on the bed,

Keep her head raised. This pillow so.

Bring me water, quickly."
She bathed the cold, inanimate face;

she folded her handkerchief up into a

wad and placed it over the fatal spot
She bound over it as tightly as possible
a long bandage torn from the white cov-

erlet. Then she turned to Jean, the
coachman, who, hearing the disturbance
from the adjoining stables, had rushed
into the house accompanied by the gar-

dener.
"Take the fastest horse you have and

ride to the village. Send Dr. Croizet
up here; and then keep right straight on
into Paris. Here, take this, with you."

She turned to the writing table and
hastily penned the following note:

"Please come to us Immediately, and
bring with you the best surgeon you can
find. Aunt Ruth has been shot I fear
tatally. Come at once, I beg of you, or
you may be too late.

"EMILY WELDON."
he folded the note and addressed it to

"Dr. Paul Mason,
"Rue de Reverdy, No. 24."

"How long will It take you to daliver
that?" she asked, as she handed it to

the coachman.
"It is fourteen miles," replied the man.

"I can do it in an hour and a half."
"I can cover the distance In half the

time," exclaimed Van Lith, eagerly step-

ping forward. He had been standing

juietly by Harriet, endeavoring to com-
fort her. ' (Jive me the note, I will go
at once."

Emily was about to hand it to him.
when the voice of M. Chabot was heard
raised in marked remonstrance. He spoke
slowly, deliberately, and as Charles Van
Lith listened, he felt that each word
was an iron link In that chain which was
soon to bind him hand and foot, and hold
him up to the world as a murderer.

"Monsieur Van Lith muBt not leave
this house until the shooting of Madame
Roupell has been investigated by the
proper authorities."

The suddenness of this accusation, the
horror of it, the facts which, with its ut-
terance, instantaneously arose in the
mind of Van Lith and arrayed themselves
remorselessly against him, deprived him
for the moment of the power of reply.
In the dead silence that ensued M. Cha-
bot turned and dispatched the coachman
on his errand, adding in an imperative
tone :

"After you have called up the doctor,
stop at Monsieur Revell's, the mayor, ex-
plain briefly what has happened, then
go to Monsieur UWorme's, the justice of
the peace. Tell him, too. Remember,
madaine's life may depend on the quick-
ness of your movements."

M. Chabot, whom one would never
have suspected of being cast in an heroic
mold, was undoubtedly the coolest person
in the room.

Van Lith, fully conscious of the awful
peril in which he stood, again essayed
to speak. M. Chabot interrupted him.
He did it politely; but there was no
mistaking his firmness. The servants
thought it admirable and his knowledge
of law, ah ! was it not prodigious?

"Monsieur Van Lith, you may be a per-
fectly innocent man. If so, it will be
easy enough for you to explain everything
presently to the mayor, whom I have
sent for. In the meantime, the fact of
your appearance here at such an hour as
this, under circumstances which lay you
open to grave suspicion, make it my duty,
as a citizen, to forbid your departure.

"Monsieur Chabot !" ejaculated Har
riet. "What do you mean? You surely
don t believe that Charles that Mon
sieur Van Lith has done this horrible
thing?"

The Frenchman shrugged his high
shoulders just a little, and showed his
white teeth as he smiled just a little,
in a deprecating manner.

"Mam'selle must not blame me. I am
simply doing my duty."

"O, this must not be," exclaimed the
girl, now almost unnerved with aoDre-
hension. "I can explain all I can clear
him "

But her wrist was seized In Van
Lith's grasp.

"Mam'selle can explain?" began Cha
bot. pricking up his little ears like a fox
terrier.

"Mam'selle will explain nothing." re
turned an Lith, meaningly regarding
tne rarisian.

"Then perhaps monsieur can?"
"When the proper time comes, yes. To

you, you sneaking cur, not one syllable."
The Frenchman's face took on a ghast

ly color, tie stammered out a few unin
telligjkle words, as one who in the heat
of a terrible passion pauses to find the
most stinging epithet. But an exclama-
tion from Emily Weldon checked both
men instantly. She had been bending over
the prostrate form of the injured woman.
Now Bhe looked up, the calm of a great
despair in her face, the first tears she
had shed glistening iu her fine eyes.

"O, Harriet," she cried, "she is dead.
I shall never hear her voice again."

Hie girls grief was something terrible
to witness. Harriet stole softly to her
sisters side, and, putting her arms about
her, strove to comfort her.

"Let us leave them," said Van Lith
to M. Chabot, who s'ood awed and hum-
bled in the presence of such affliction.

And side by side the two men, the
Frenchman and the American, the ac-
cuser and the accused, went out from
the chamber, leaving the living and de-

spairing alone with their sacred dead.

. CHAPTER III.
Victor Lablanche, the Parisian' prefect

of police, was a man who united within
himself qualities not often found con-
joined in the same individual, for while
he was a sagacious and even brilliant
theorist, he possessed at the same time a
thorough practical knowledge of his busi-
ness. In the course of his long career on
the police he had risen, by ability alone,
from a comparatively obscure to his
present prominent position. When called
upon to unravel a mysterious crime, he
generally adopted a certain theory, and
pursued it with the persistency of a
bloodhound. It was the arrival, of this
officer that a little group of people in-

side, and a promiscuous crowd of about
two hundred of the inhabitants of Ville-neuv- e

who were assembled outside the
chateau impatiently awaited.

A sudden hush fell upon the gathering
on the Jawn as, about an hour after day-

break,, a dark-colore- unpretentious road
cart turned Into the avenue. M. Victor
Lablanche had at once responded in per-

son to the call made upon him. The
reeking flanks and foam-covere- d sides of
the animal In the shafts sufficiently at-

tested the speed at which the distance
between the village and the metropolis
had been traversed.

M. Chabot, cool and collected as ever,
was the first to receive the prefect He
conducted him Into the reception room.
The mayor and M. Delorme, the justice
of the peace, were sipping their coffee in
the dining room. Fearful that he might

' T. ...

in some way compromise her, Van LItJl
had signed to Harriet not to come near
him, and she now sat. in silent, tearless
rief, with her arm about Emily's waist.

in the window seat of the library.
Five minutes after the arrival of the

coachman at his lodgings in the Rue de
Reverdy, Dr. Paul Mason was on the
road to the chateau. He had gazed for a
moment on the face of his old friend.

"She must have died instantly," he re
marked, as he turned sadly away.

M. le prefect was now at liberty to ask
any question he chose. He did not enre
to ask any questions at present. He
would go into the room where the mayor
was. and hear what he had to say.

"Have you examined the prisoner?"
was the first question he propounded to
that functionary.

"I have attempted to; but he refuses
to make any statement, saying be prefers
to wait until he is brought before the
tribunal. He has the right to waive the
preliminary examination before the jus-
tice, of course, but he is hardly wise in
this instance. A plain explanation of
how he came to be in the chateau at that
time of night might go far toward ac-

quitting him that is," he added, "if it
is capable of explanation."

M. Victor Lablanche allowed the wor-
thy magistrate to ramble on. When that
gentleman had quite finished, he said:

"You had better tell the prisoner and
the principal witnesses to get ready to
take the early train for Paris. The pres-
ence of your local physician will be nec-

essary also, so that he can testify to the
nature of the wound by which Madame
Roupell met her death. In the meantime
I will make an examination of the scene
of the murder."

"That will be unnecessary. I have al-

ready made one."
"Willi ttUul lesult, UiuU.iii-u- le lualre?"
"The finding of this pistol, with which,

doubtless, the murder was committed."
"Let me look at it."
The prefect took the weapon, and ex-

amined it carefully.
"It is of American manufacture," he

said. "Did you find anything else?"
"Nothing except Rome private papers

of Madame Roupell's scattered on the
floor of ber chamber."

"Where is the young man who has been
accused of this crime?"

"He is under a strong guard at pres-
ent, in the butler's pantry. Do you wish
to see him?"

"No, I think not," he said. "The judge
sits at ten o'clock, and he will hear what
be has to say. Meantime, though, as I
said, I wish to make an inspection of
the premises." '

The mayor at once bestirred himself,
and conducted M. Lablanche upstairs to
the room where the body of Madame
Roupell was still lying. Nothing had been
moved. Even the blood which had soaked
into the hearth rug had not been wiped
up ; an overturned chair lay where it had
fallen ; some papers were scattered about
the room.

"Do not disturb them," said M. La-

blanche, pointing to the papers. "While
they simply indicate how Madame Rou-
pell was engaged at tne time of the shoot-
ing, and perhaps have no bearing on the
question of who committed this crime,
still it is our rule to move nothing."

"And as to who did commit it, I think
there can be no doubt," remarked the
mayor.

"There Is always room for doubt in
any case," replied the prefect. "Of
course this young man denies his guilt,
though silent on other points?"

"Most decidedly he does."
"Then you have got to prove it in or-

der to bring the crime home to him. You
must recollect that under the revised
penal code of France, the prisoner has
no longer to prove his innocence of a
charge. It is the duty of the law to
bring it home to him."

"But Monsieur Chabot assures me,"
said the mayor, "that he found this, young
man in Madame Roupell's chamber imme-
diately after the report of the pistol."

"Oh perhaps the young man found him.
What do you think of that?" remarked
the prefect. "You see. my dear sir, we
must not be too hasty."

"I must confess that you put the mat-
ter in a new light; but Monsieur Van
Lith's appearance in the chateau?"

"How does he account for that?"
"He refuses to account for that at all,

as I said," replied the mayor.
"Was he in the habit of calling at this

house?"
"At one time, but lately had been not

only uninvited, but requested to discon-
tinue his vlsifs. His presence in the
chateau was, in fact, totally unexpected
by anyone until he was discovered in
Madame Roupell's chamber."

M. Lablanche now threw a searching
glance around the chamber. It would
seem, indeed, as if nothing could escape
his acute observation. Qn the large,
handsome bedstead, lay the body of the
late proprietress of the Chateau Ville-neuv- e.

This piece of furniture was near-
ly in the center of the room, with the
head placed against the wall. To the
east two windows looked out upon the
grounds in the rear of the building. An
aviary, containing several canaries, which
had been great favorites of the dead
woman, stood between the windows. Its
occupants were singing merrily, appar-
ently unmindful that the hand which had
fed and tended them was powerless to
do so more. In the windows, stands of
geraniums and other plants were tasteful-
ly arranged, and the heavy curtains had
been carefully draped back to permit the
free ingress of the sunlight On the toi-

lette table lay the gloves which Mme.
Roupell had worn at the opera the preced-
ing evening. There, also, was the fan
which she had carried. On one of the
chairs was the shawl which Emily Wel-

don had wrapped about her.
' (To be continued.)

The building, located at the greatest
height In Europe Is the climber's hut
on the Mntterhorn, nearly 12,800 feet
adot th -

MERITS OF THE COMBINE.

3omptrison Made With O d Method
of Harvesting

A SpMtane man wrote to the Wash
ington Slate Kxiierinii nt station ttuff,
Pullman, lectntly. inquiring relative te
the growing and noting of wheat, the
ami flour-makin- g content of ti e berrj
is affected by soil, climate and methods
of cutting. PrcfcuHor U.W.Thatcher,
director of the answered the
Inquiries Ha IoII'iwk:

1. Does t lie wheat loe any of h
essential elemerts fur pood flour by
standing until ripe enoiuh to cut and
thresh ut one operation.

W heat does not lose any of its con
stituents by standing'until it ie 'thor-
oughly ripe. It does, however, manu-
facture and store up a somewhat larger
proportion of starch than if cut when
In the dough, resulting in a (slightly
softer wheat with a larger proportion
of starch ami a small' r proportion ol
gluten. The difference in this respect
is rather small, however."

2. Are the berries as plump when
cut by a combined machine as whet
the grain is harvested by a binder 01

header, and threshed after standing ir.
the shock, ot hv iiu-- stacked?
We are Informed th-- t the whtat buyer
and milleiB make a difference betwetc
grain harvested with the combined ma-

chine and that cut witti tlie binder 01

header.
"The berries are plumper than when

jut by the hinder and left standing ii
the shock, for the fame reason; that is,
a gnat r production of btaich Gila th
berries plumper."

3. Do the berries Wt their color
when left growing until ripe enough t
cut with a coinbn e l mtichint?

"The color of the berry in r o chang
ed materially unt I after tie grain i

dead ripe, after wh:ch it may he bleach
sd out to a varying extent, depvnding
upon the lengih of time and the cli
matte coiiditm-i.-

4. Is all the wheat in one sack of an
iven grade when harvested with the
jomh ned machint?

"The wheat in a single sack of grain
harvested by a combined machine is not
necessarily of an even grade. Since the
machine is run up or down hill, it may
;ut and run into the sack wheat growing
under quite different conditions. This
however, is equally true of any other
method of harvebt'mg. It is well
known that grain fiom the top of a clay
point is diffeient from that of a north
bill slope, and both of these are differ
tat from that of a south hill slope, or
upon a flat. I do not tljink any meth-
od of harvesting will secure absolutely
the uniformity you suggest."

5. Ie th rd more wheat Inst daring
the operation of the combined machine
than through harvesting and threshing
by the old method? If so, how much?

"We have no information which
would make it possible for us to stats
definitely whether there is more or lesa
wheat lost during the operation of a
combined machine, than by harvesting
ind thre-hin- g by the old method. We
ire aware of the objection that has been
raised in California to the use of a com
bined machine, but do not think it is a
'great' objection, as has been stated.

"There is no question but that the
grain cut with a combined machine ie
ilightly lower In proportion of gluten
which it will show. The yield per aorc
is certainly a little later, if the grain it
allowed to become ripe. I am person-ill-

of the opinion that the most seri
ous objection to the combined machine
is in the distribution over the field of
the threshed out weed seeds."

DEVELOP NEW WATER POWER.

lma Electric Comprny Will Utilize
Cloquailum Creek

Chehalis county, Wash., abounds in
some of the finest water power in the
state. The Upper Satsop river, the
Wishkah river, and numerous other
streams flowing into Grays harbor
afford magnificent cportunities for the
development of water power for com-
mercial purposes. Scarcely a move
has yet been made to secure any ol
these water poser sites. The Elma
Light & Power company is among tin
QrBt to take advantage of the opportu
otities afforded and now has a large
force of men at work on the Cloqual
lum creek, three miles northeast of
Elma, constructing a large dam to
store water and will install one of the
latest model water wheels.

The water can be backed up for sev
eral miles without doing any damage
and . power enough can be derived to
rive light and power to the town ol
Elma for years to come. The company
has a franchise from the town of Elma
for furnishing light to the town. Its
present plant has been in operation for
three years.

The power baa been obtained from
stream, but the cost of wood and coal
has btcome so high that the company
decided to install a water power plant.
The saving in fuel and operating ex-

penses will be about $200 a month.

Chill Sauce.
Peel and chop together two dozen to--

B a toes and six small onions with two
leeded red peppers. Btlr In four tabie-ipoonfu- ls

of salt, a cup of granulated
sugar, three tea spoonfuls each ot
ground clorefl, cinnamon and allspice
ind a teaspoonful of ground ginger.
Put Into a kettle with two quarts of
rlnegar and boll for three hours. Bet
--u.. 4il before hottll

HOW TO BEAD A GAS METER.

Hero la the War to Keen Tab an the
Amount Uneil.

Few of the thousands who par gas
bills every month know how to read the
meter and fewer still know how to reg
ulate It so the bills will not be exces-
sive.

You keen tab on the bills of vour Ice
man, your grocer and butcher ; why not
on the gas company? Reading the ens
meter Is a simple matter when once un
derstood. If you will look at your me-

ter you will see that there are four
disks or faces on the front. The ton
one is for the gas company to test and
ascertain if there Is a leakage, so you
need pay no attention to It. The three
dials In a row underneath show the
amount of gas used and the little points
on these faces tell the story.

Each dial Is nuniiiered from one to
ten. The dial on the rleht men mi res
gas by hundreds of feet The middle
dial measures It by thousands of feet.
and the loft-han- d dial measures It by
ten thousands of feet. In other words
every time a hundred feet of gas" Is
used the hand on the right dial moves
one number. Every time the hand on
this dial goes completely around the
pointer on the mlddla dial registers

,000, and when the pointer on the mid
dle dial has made a complete revolution
the Indicator on the left dial shows that
10,000 cubic feet of gas have been meas-
ured.

No matter how fur past a figure the-
dial may be that figure Is taken until
the next figure Is actually pnssed.

Take this Illustration : The left-han- d

pointer is at five. Each division on this

ft; )( jy
V J
dlul being 10,000 feet, this makes 50,-00- 0.

The middle pointer Is at two. Each
division of this middle dial registers
1,000 feet, so the rending here Is 2,000.

The pointer on the right-han- d dial Is
Just beyond nine, but we read It nt
nine, and as this Is the dial that regis-
ters by 100 feet, we have IKK). Adding
50,000 and 2,000 and 000, we get the to-

tal rending 52,000 feet.
But cries some one : "I haven't used

52,000 feet of giis In one month." Do
not make the mistake of thinking so.
Take the last rending of your dial you
will find It on your gns bill and sub-
tract It from the present reading and
you will get the exact amount of gns
that has passed through the meter since
last reading. You see, gns meters can-
not be turned buck, and they must
measure their full 100,000 cubic feet be-

fore nil the pointers stand nt "0" ngnin.
For this reason It Is necessary to sub-
tract the old rending every time the
meter Is read In order to get the
amount used since the hist reading.'

All this mny sound very complicated,
but It Is renlly very easy If you will
experiment in rending your meter a few
times. If housekeepers would lenrn
to read their meters and compare them
with their bills they would be sure not
to be overcharged. Chicago News.

Puttlnic HI I.oirlo to Teat.
The old couple were entlng their first

meal with their son after his return
from college, snys Judge.

"Tell us, John." said his fnther,
"what have you learned nt college?"

"Oh, lots of thligs," said the son as
he recited his course of studies.
"Then," he concluded, "I also studied
logic."

"Logic!" snld the old mnn. "What
ts that?"

"It's the art of reasoning," said tho
son.

"The art of reasoning," snld the fath-
er. "What Is that, my hoy?"

"Well," replied the son, "let me give
you a demonstration. How many
chickens nre on that dish, father?"

"Two," snld the old man.
"Well," said John, "I can prove ther

are three. Then he stuck his fork lu
one and snld : "That Is one, iHti't It?"

"Yes," snld he father.
"And this Is two?" sticking his fore:

In the second.
"Yes," replied the fnther. again,
"Well, don't one mid two niake .

three?" replied John, triumphantly.
"Well, I declare," snld the fnther;

"you hnve learned things nt college.
Well, mother," continued the old 111 11 11

to his wife, "I will give you one of
the chickens to eat and I'll tnke the
other, and John can have the third.
How Is thnt, John?"

I.IKIe rirnnnpB In It.
Mrs. Dawdle Oh, I don't like to go

to thnt store. Shopping there Is so un
satisfactory.

Mrs. Wise Why, they hnve every
thing you could possibly need there.

Mrs. Dnwdle That's Just It. No
matter what you ask for they can suit
you right off. Philadelphia Tress.

If Hard Work manages to save a
hundred dollars. Lazy Envy will nay
the amount was a thousand dollars.
and that It must have been stolen.


