Secret of the Plundered Safe

By EMILE GABORIAU

CHAPTER X.

Rasul shook Prosper's hand, closed the
door after him and hurried up the street,
learing Prosper sianding Immovable and
sxorcoine Ly disappolntment. He was
aroused from his gloomy reverie by hear
ing the red-whiskered man sey, la & bas-
teripg tone:

B0 these are your friends?”

“Yeu" sald Prosper, with bitternesa.
“You bemid him offer me half of his
fortune 1

“That was very stingy on his part;
why did he not offer the whole? Ofers
cost nothing, although 1 have no doubt
#hat this sweot youth would cheerfully
give Lot thousand francs to put the ocean
Satween you and him."

“For what reason 1"

“Who knows? Perhaps for the sanie
vonnon that he han not set foot iu his
wncle's house for & month."

“But that s the truth, monsleur, I am
wure pf IL"

“Naturally," sald M. Verduret, with a
provoking amile, *“Hut” he continued
with a serlous alr, “we have devoted
stough time to this Adonls, Now, be
wood enough to change your dress, and
we will go aod eall on M. Fauvel, 1t In
aecessnry; so come on. You must have
coufldence, put on a'brave face."

Prospar bad hardly passed Into his
Yedroom whes the bell rang agaln, M.
Verduret qpened the door, It was the
porter, who handed him & thlek letter,
and wald:

“Thin lotter wan left this morning for
M. Bertomy. | wan so flurried when he
came that I forgot to hand it to him, It
is & very odd.looking letter, ln it npot,
wanster T

It wan, Indeed, &8 most pecullar mis
wive, The addreas was not written, but
formed of printed letters, earefully cut
from a book, aud pasted on the envelope.
M. Verduret went into the next room and
closed the door behlud him.

“Here ls a lotter for you," sald M.
VYerduret.

Prosper at onee tore open the anvelope,
Bome bank notes dropped out; he counted
them; there were ten. His face turned
purple, The letter, like the address, wan
composed of printed words eut out and
pasted on o sheet of paper. 1t wan short
but explicit:

“My Denr Prosper—A friend, who
kuows the horror of your situation, sends
this. There Is one heart, be amssured,
that shares your wufferings, Go away;
leave Frande; you are young; the future
is before you, Go, and may this money
bring you happiness!"

“Everybody wishea me to go away,”
eried Prosper; “then there must be a con-
spiracy against me."”

“Now,"” sald M. Verduret, “we must
take advantnge of thia evidence, gained
by the Imprudence of our enemles, with-
out delay. We will begin with the por
ter”

He opened the door and called ount.
The porter entered, looking very much
surprised at the authority exercised over
this lodger by this atranper.

“Who gave you thin letter?" sald M.
Yerduret.

“A messenger, who sald he was pald
sor brlnging It He la the errand runner
who stands at the corner of the Rue Pi:
...“..u

“Go and bring him here."

After the porter had gone M. Verduret
woud tha letter over meveral times, scan-
alog the sentences and welghing every
wordh

“Kvidently this letter was composed
ty a woman," he finally sald, “Never
would one man dolug auother a service,
and sending him mopey, use the word
“happluess,” Now Jet us see If we can
discover whenre the printed words were
taken to compose this letter.”

"He approached the window and began
to study. the pasted words with all the
acrupulons attention which an antigua-
winy would devote to &n old palimnest.

‘“Bmall type,” sald he, “very alender
and clear; the paper la thin and glossy.
1 have it!" he cried; “now I have It
These words are all cut from a prayer
Book. We will look, at least, aud then
we shall be certain."”

He molstened one of the words pasted
on the paper with his tongue, and when
It was sufliclently softened he detached
it with a pin. On the other slde of this
word was printed a devout Latin word,
Deun,

“Ah, ha,” he said, with a little Inugh
of satlsfaction, “1 knew It Hut what
s become of the mutilated prayer book:
Oan it have been burned? No, hecause
a heavy bound book is not easily burned.
It Is thrown In some comer.”

M. Verduret was interrupted by the
porter, who returned with the messen-
ger,

“Ah, here you are,” hs sald, encour
agingly. Then he showed the envelope
of the letter and sald:

“Do you remember bringing this letter
tere this morning?"’

“Perfectly, monsieur, I took particun-
Iar notice of the directions; we don't
often see anything llke®t.”

“Who told you to bring It, a gentle-
man or a lady?” IR

“Nelther, monsieur; It was & porter,
I Linve never seen him before.”

“Very well; 1 will glve you ten francs
a day it you will walk sbout the streets
and look for the porter who brought
this letter, Hvery evening it elght o'clock
come to the Archangel, on the Quay
Saint Michel, give ma a report of your
search and recelve your pay, Ask for
M, Verduret. If you find the man I will
glve you fifty france. Don't lose & min-
ute.  Start off!"

“Monsicur,” sald Prosper, when the
porter had left the room, “do you still

" think yon see a woman's haud in this

affair?” .
. “More than ever, and a plous woman,
too, who has two prayer books, sinoe she
could cut up one to write to you. Are
you rendy to go to M. Fauvel's? Yes?
Come on, then; we have certainly earned
our breakfast to-day.'"

: CHAPTER X1}

The vislt to M. Fauvel was very stiff
and I'ormﬁ. Only a few words were ex-
clianged Dbetween the banker and M.
Varduret, who was lutroduced as a rela-
tive of Prosper, and then the two left
the oMee,

“I hope you are satisfied, monsieur,”
Prosper snid, In a gloomy tone, when

they reached the strest, “you exacted
this paloful step, and 1 could only ac-
quiesce. Mave [ guined anything by
adding this humilistion to the othem
which | have sulfered ™

“You have not, but I have™ replied
M, Verduret. “l could flod no way of
gulning mccess to M. Fauvel save
through you; and now | have found out |
what | wanted to know, [ am convinesd
that M. Fauvel had nothing to do with
the robbery."

Prosper and his companion had stop-
ped to talk more at thelr eass pear tha
corner of the Rue Lafitta. M. Verduret |
seamed to be anxlous, and was conatant-
Iy looking around as If he expected somp
one. He soon uttersd an exclamation of
satisfaction. At the other end of the
vacant space he saw Oavalllon, who was
bareheaded and running. He was so ex-
clted that he did ot even stop to shake
hands with Prosper, but darted up to M.
Verduret and axid:

“They have gone, monsieur. They
want about & quarter of an hour ago.”

“Then we have not an jnstant to lose,"
and he handed Cavalllon a nots he had
written some hours before at FProsper's
houne.

“Here, send him this, and then return
nt once to your deak; you might be miss
o, It was very rash In you to come out
without your hat."

Javalllon ran off as quickly as he had
come, Prosper was stupefied.

“What!" he exclalmed. “You know
Cavalllon 7

“So It seemn," aprwered M. Verduret,
with & smile; “but wa have no time to
talk; come on, harry!” And he set the
sxample by atriding rapidly toward the
flue Lafayette. e suddenly stopped
before a door bearing the number Kl

“We are going In here,” he sald to
Prosper; “come," !

They went up the steps, and stopped
oh the second floor, bofore a door over
which was a large sign, “Fashiondble
Dressmaker.” A handsome bellrope hupg
on the wall, but M. Verduret did not
touch It. He tapped with the knockles
in a pecullar way, and the door Instantly
opened an If some one had been watching
for his signal on the other slde, The
door was opened by a neatly dressed
woman of about forty. Bhe quietly ush-
ered M, Verduret and [Irosper into a
neat dinlng room with several doors
opening into It, M. Verduret asked, in
a low tone, polnting to one of the doors:

“In there 7"

“No,” sald the woman, In the sume
tone, “over there, In the lttle parlor.”

M. Verduret opened the door pointed
out, and pushed Prosper Into the little
parlor, whispering an he did wo:

“(Go Ib, and keep your presence of

mind." 3

But this injunction was useless, The
Instant he cast his eyes around the room
into which he had so unceremvnloualy
been pushed without any warulng, Pros
per exclalmed, in & startled volee!

“Madelelne!"

It wan indeed M. Fauvel's nlece, look-
ing more beautiful than ever. Standing
in the middle of the room, near a table
covered with allks and satine, she wns
arranging A skirt of red velvet embroid:
sred In gold. At sight of Prosper all
the blood rushed to her face, and her
benutiful eyes half closed, as If slie were
about to falnt. Rhe recovered from her
momentary weakness, and the soft ex-
pression of her eyes changed to ona of
haughty resentment. In an offended tone
she wnid:

“You promised me upon your honor,
monsleur, that you would never agali
seek’ my presence. Is thls the way you
keep your word ¥

“l did promise, mademolsells, but mso
many things have happened since that
terrible day that I think I am excusa-
ble In forgetting, for one hour, an oath
torn from me in a moment of blind weak-
ness, It is to chance, at least to another
will than my own, that [ am Indebted
for the happiness of once more finding
myself negr you. Alas! the [nstant I
saw you my heart bounded with joy. I
did oot think—no, I could not think—
that you would prove mors pitilesa than
strangers have been, and cast me off
when | am #s0 miserable and heart
broken."

“Yon know me well enough, Prosper,
to be sure that no blow can strike you
without reaching me at the same time,
You suffer, I suffer with you; 1 pity you
ns a slater would pity a beloved brother."

“A nlgter!" said Prosper, bitterly.
“Yen, that was the word you used the
day you banished me from your pres
ence. A nister! Then why during three
years did" you delude me with wain
hopea? Wan I n brother to you the day
when, at the foot of the altar, we swore
to love each other forever, and you
tastened around my meck a holy relle,
and said, ‘Wear this always for my saks,
never part from It, and it will bring’ you
gond fortune!" "

Madeleine attempteéd to interrupt him
by @ supplicating gesture; he would not
heed it, but continued, with Increased bit-
terness:

“Oue month after that happy day—a
year ago—you gave me back my prom-
ige, told me to conslder myself free from
my engagement, and never to come near
you again, If I could have discovered
In what way I have offended you! But
no, you refused to explain. You told me
that an invinecible obstacla had arisen
between us and I believed you, fool that
1 was! The obstacle was jyour own
heart, Madeleine, I have always worm
the medal, but {t has mot brought me
happiness or good fortune.'

CHAPTER XII.

As white and motionless as a statue,
Mudeleine stood with bowed head before
the storm of passionate reproach, N

“Prosper, my brother, my friend, If
you only knew—"

“I knmow but one thing, Madeleine, and
that Is that you no longer love me, and
that I love' you more madly than ever.
Oh, Madeleine, heaven only knows how
I love you!" ¥

He was silent. He hoped for an an-
swer. None eame, But suddenly the ali-
lence wis broken by a stified sbb, It
was Mndelelne's maid, who, seated In a
corner, wns weeping bitterly, He turnpd
in surprise, and looked at the weeping
woman; thin neatly dressed walting waid
was Nioa Gypey. .
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sake live; lve
sod perhaps the day will come wh
ean Justity myself And
pow, ob, my brother, oh, my oaly friend,
adieu! adlen!"

Fhe pressad a kiss upon his brow,
rushed from the reom, followed by Nina
He seemed
to be awaking from & tronbled dream.
He tried to think over what had just
happened, and asked himself If he were
loaing his mind, or whethar he had really
spoken to Madeleine, and seen Gypey?
He was obliged to attribute all this to
the mysterions power of the strange man
whom he had seen for the first time that
v morning, and who had entersd the
little parlor.

“I thank you for your past services,
monsleur,” sald Prosper to him, “and de-
eline them for the future, as [ have no
ueed of them. If | attempted to defend
my honor and my life It was because |
hoped that Madelelne would be restored
to be. 1 have been convinced to-day that
all 1s at an end between us; retire from
the struggle, and care not what becomes
of me now."”

Prosper wan so decided that M. Ver
duret seemed alarmed.

“You must be mad,” he Soally sald.

“No, unfortunately 1 am not. Made
leine han ceased (o love me, and of what
importance Is anything else?"

“Do you suspect nothlng? you did not
soe what was hiddeo beneath her gords?
Perhaps It was pot a delicate thing to
do, but as long as the object ls good we
need not look too closely at the means
1 listened, and I am glad that I &4,
becauss uow I can say to you, "Take
courage, Prosper: Madeleine loves you;
she has never ceased to love you."”

Like n man who, feeling himself at
the polut of death, puts faith ln the doc-
tor's promises, Prosper saw a ray of
hope In M. Verduret's positive assertions,

“Oh,” he murmured, suddenly calmed,
“if I eould only helleve—"

“Relleve me, 1 am not mistaken. Ak,
you have not guessed, as 1 did, the suf-
ferings of this generous girl, struggling
between her love and what she belleves
to be her duty. Did not your heart bound
at, her words of farewell? Bhe s not
free. In recalling her promise to you
she obeyed a superior, Irresiatible will
She sacrificed herself, for whom? We
sball soon know, and the secret of her
self-ancrifice will reveal to us.the secret
of the plot of which you are the victim.”

{To be continued,)

@RTHOGRAPHY I8 FAULTY,

W-Fuhlu'ud Bpelling Bees Would
He a Good Thing.

Thers is much complaint that the
rising generation can't spell, says the
Albany Argus, True, there was com-
plaint that some of the forefathers
could not spell. George Washington
Andrew Jackson and other men eml-
nent in our history conducted a spell-
as-you-please, Anclent men of letters
were poor spellers, in many Instances.
Stlll, the average has gone downhlll,
it appears. Perbaps the memory of
the tingling cheeks, and the ready
birch in the téacher's hand, which ae-
companied a “spell-down,” makes us
children of an older growth think that
we learned to spell better than do
thess youngsters, nowadays, Usually,
with the old methods, it d4id not pay
to miss the same word twice.

“Why is 1t,” the question used to
go, “that all the bad speliers become
sign palnters?' Is It because of the
strict unlon rules, nowadays, that the
bad spellers have deserted sign palnt-
Ing and overflowed Into the other oc
cupations? Have modern methods of
tegching overlooked the desirabllity of

d
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teachlng the boys &nd giris spelling |

and the three Rs, In order to cram
thelr little heads with ornamental ac-
complishments?

There has been a widespread bellef
that the restoration of the old-fashion-
ed spelling-bees, “spell up and spell
down,” would be a good thing, The
Brooklyn Eagle thinks so to such an
extent that It has offered prizes, on
condition that the publie school prin-
clpals will let thelr pupils take part
In & series of spelling matches. But
without success. The principals do
not take kindly to the notice. The
Eagle says:

“The nub of the matter is just this;
The publle school children ecannot
spell. The principals of the high
schools know that they cannot spell,
as doea everybody else who has occa-
slon to recelve letters from them. If
a serles of competitions were held this
most troublesome fact of the school
situation to those on the Inside might
be revealed to the great body of par
ents and taxpayers. Then there might
arise such a bue and cry for common
sense and the fundamentals of educa-
tion as would annoy the aunthorities
who now make out our sclentific and
philosophical course of study, which
slights spelling for general informa-
tion about everybody from Confucius
and Buddba down to Admiral Togo,
If the school should once begin to

| make time enough for fundamentals,

of which spelling is easily firat, there
Is no telling how many fads and frills
would have to be cut out to find the
time for essentials.” \

Righting a Wrong.

“Naw," snapped the marble-hearted
temale, “1 aln't got nothin' cooked fex
enny low-down tramp.” .

“Youse bey got de wrong dope-sheet,
ma’am,” replled the hungry hobo. “I'm
er tramp, all right, all right, but 1
aln't no low-down one. I'm at de head
uv me professhun, Bee?"

A c!ea.u and cheerful house makes @
happy home, -
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JAPAN'S GREATEST QGENERAL

Oyama Was Trained to War from His
Childhood Days.

Field Marsbal Oyama, commander-
in-chief of the Japanese forces which
confronted Kuropatkin around Muk-
den, was born In 1841, & samural or
noble of the Kagoshima clan. From
his enrliest Infancy he was brought up
48 a soldier., At 4 years of age he was
separated from his mothér and began
1o learn the lessons of hardihood. He
was never allowed to wince for paln
or complaln of hunger., He was com-
pelled to go barefoot In the smow In
the winter to toughen him. In wintry
winds bhe wore but the thinnest clothes
to keep bis skin from being tender,
His days were spent In the practice of
arms and physical exercise; his nights
In studying bushido, or old Japanese
code of bonor, which taught the
samural that life was nothing as com-
pared with the glory of his dalmio or
loader, Little Oyama was of sturdy
stuff and could stand the tralning
which kllled many who are devoted
to it

At the age of 10 he had killed a bear
untided, and the same year took part
In his first battle with the retalners of
f rital dalmlo. Young Oyama at this
time was passionately devoted to his
rousin, the great Balgo, the head of
the Batsuma clan. After the period of
the Clvll War In the '80’'s, when the
new regime was firmly established, the

Oyama which first repels, then fas
cinates, It was the same with Robes-
plerre, the same with Talleyrand. The
play of the braln was needed to wipe
out the ghastliness and gloom. His
skin seemed to be drawn by the fires
of suffering. Smallpox bad left it one
mass of flery pita. I thought of the
Connellsville country and the asquare
miles of coke ovens—inverted. Other
scars iptermingled—ateel and frost,
parhaps—and from the serried counten-
ance shone the restiess black eyes,
plercing but crooked.

“His volce is deep and gentle, and
bis speech is studded with unexpected
bursts of humor or intensity, The fa-
cllity ls western, as opposed to the ster-
eotyped nothings which are continually
upon the lips of the Japanese. Certain
poblemen say that Oyama s the most
brilliant conversationalist In Japan.
He speaks HEngllah well, but French
much better, Back of the gentle volce
and the reaction of fascination which
comes after a few moments in the pres-
ence of this great soldler of the Orient
there is something resistiess, mysteri-
ous. You feel the fron force of the
man, & force inexorable, Napoleonic, If
Japanese are about, you are caught in
crossfire of thelr passionate adoration
and his serene power.”

An Unnevessary Distinction.
The two expresaions “by and by"
and “by the bye” are really derived
from the same original word, and the

FIELD MARSHAL OYAMA.

o “-._.!“1

 young Oyama was sent to France as
military attache to study the organiza-
tlon of modern armlies, and had the
opportunity of observing modern war-
fare during the Franco-German con-
filet of 1870. He remalned abroad
| three years, and on his return home
was appointed a general in the Ilm-
perial arfny.

At the outbreak of the Satauma re-
belllon, headed by his cousin Saigo,
and in which his own brother took a
leading part, Oyama found bimself in

‘a painful dllemma; his loyalty to the

central government and to the person
of the Emperor triumphed, however,
and he took the fleld against his clans-
men, and as commander of the “fiylng
brigade,” fought bravely and succees-
fully until Salgo's fall.

During the ensuing ten years of re-
construction and the military strength-
‘ening of the country Oyama was the

right hand man of Marquls Yamagata.
'During .the war with China he was

commandern-chief of the second
Manchurian army. In 1808 he was
made & marshal and the followlng year
became chief of the general staff. He
{s the only oune of the older generals

lwho is actlve In the present war, the

health of Yamagata not permitting
him to take an active part In the great

| struggle with Russia.

A vivid pen pleture of the command-
er-in-chief of the armles of Japan in
Manchuria is glven by an American
correspondent who was presented to
him., He says:

“The first impression was that of re-
pulsion. Oyama 18 short, squat and
long-armed. His huge had seems to
rest upon heavy shoulders, without a
connocting medium, and this pecullar-
ity 18 Intensified as the Marquls turns
his body @s wall as his head when he
' wishes to look at an object behlnd or
at his gide, The physlcal pecullarities,

however, are aothing. It is the face of

[made,

words “by"” and “bye" have the same
general sense. But the spelilng “bye™
bhas long been used In the second of
these phrases, without any real reason
for the change. We should not speak
of a byelaw or a byepath, and yet
many are careful to write “by the bye"
and “by and by." In “good-bye" thers
mlight be some reason for keeplng the
final “e,” since it stands for the word
“ye" in the shortened form of “God be
awith ye;" but where so much has been
dropped the “e" ls hardly worth keep-
ing, especially as the old meaning is
seldom recalled.—S8t. Nicholas,

. Her Reward.

“The brute,” exclaimed thr bride of
A year.

"“Have a cup of tea, dear,” said her
fondest friend, ‘and tell me all about
it. What bas he been doing now?"

“You know I told you he has been
encouraging me In learning to cook;
tms pralsel my nlce little entrees,
takes me to the theater as an occa-
sional reward, and all that"

“No ‘ground” for a separation
in that, I imagine," sald the dearest
friend, with slight sarcasm.

"Yo_grnympnthy ls worse than your
tea,” retorted the bride, who was ob-
viously out of sorts. “But I am golng
to tell ’ou. anyway. Not long ago he
he promised me a surprise:f I wounld
turn out a'nice dinner, cogked all by
myself, from soup to coffee. Last
night L did so. Everything pleased
him. ¢ ’

“‘My pet,' he remarked, ‘I belleve

I prom you a surprise on &n oeca-
glon liké this'"
“iYes, darling,’ I answered. ‘Oh, do

tell me ywhat it 187
“ ghall discharge the cook at the
end of the month,' he added.”

A woman wonld rathet people
thought she was tallor-made than gelf-
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stockholders’ meetings only by proxy.
The company 18 a regularly chartered
corporation, with Simon Lake, the In-
ventor, as prealdent. Ex-Governor
Voorhees s a director.

“This sale, | understand, was effect-
ed by President Lake. A person acting
for a government opensd negotiations
over three months ago. The greatest
secrecy was maintalned concerning the
deal”

It Is said that when the Protector
was first takem apart, or “knocked
down,” the company endeavored to cre-
ate the lmpression that it was golng to
Holland for testa. At first this was
discredited. No one In connection with
the company made the voyage with the
boat, and this gave rise to the suspicion
that Japan was the third . Mr.
Wilde would not deny that such is the
case, althongh he would not admit that
Japan bought outright—Pilttsburg Dis-
patch.

HERO OF REAR GUARD IN RUSSIAN
RETREAT NORTH FROM LIAD-YANG

General Meyendorf was in command
of the Russian troops which fought
back the pursuing Japanese on the re-
treat of Kuropatkin's army from Liao-
yang to Mukden, It was the dogged

tempt of the Japanese to attack the
fleeing Russians that enabled Kuro-
patkin to escape north with his main
army, Meyendorf gallantly fought the
enemy in his orderdly backward march
almost to the walls of Mukden, while
the artillery and baggage trains, 12,000
wounded men and the main army es-
caped In safety,

An Unbeaton Racer. '

“I have pever allowed Lou Dillon to
be beaten by another horse when in
training. Bhe has never yet been
passed by a horse In a race. Bhe feels
that she ean beat anything in this
world, and such confidence Is neces
sary for the best results. It Is pot a
question of nerve or spirit. But when
it comes to a supreme test, like the one
at Readvllle or at Memphls last year—
a heart-breaking trial—I want her to
feel that she s supreme, and that noth-
ing can beat her. In that race against
Major Delmar at Memphls last Octo-
ber, which Dillon won In such splen-
did style, at the quarter Delmar was
right at my shoulder. Dillon was dagh-
ing along with that tremendous stride
and with perfect ease. Delmar was
making his supreme effort. I heard
him grunt. He knew he was beaten;
he was heartbroken, and then and
there he gave up the race."—C. K. G.
Billings, in County Life in Amerlca.

The Oity of Bantigo.
Santlago 18 & very fine city, situated
among hills, with views of the distant
snow-clad mountains, The sireets are
broad, and many of them ars lned
with trees and running water. There
are also some handsoma pleasure
grounds, and one of the finest meolog-
ical gardens In the world. In the even-
ing the band plays In the principal
plaza, and all the elite turn out after
supper dressed In thelr “war paint,”
and walk around or sit on chairs, chat-
ting and listening to the music, There
are p great many fine public buildings,
houses and churches, that add to the
tmportance and beauty of the city, Few
finer places cowd be found to reside In
were It not for its unfortunate liabil-
ity, like all Bouth Amerlcan countries,
‘to periodical revolutions.

O LI N T

resistance that he offered to every at-
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