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CHAPTER L
. A Gruesome Dismw-ry

" Day was breaking. and the work-
men and country folks were ready
begin their-labor. The silence oi the
night was at last disturbed v the
heavy ‘rumbling of carts. ’lhe orn-
ing ‘mists rose slowly from the
gmund the grayish vapor creeping
‘from the earth until it reached
the highest branches of the trees,”
lingering there for a-~ ~moment, and |
then fading away into the rising sun
~ which touched the h:llwps with red- |
dl«h tints,

Inside_the !ortlﬁcahons Paris still
slept. Employees at the excise office
went about their duties with half-
closed eyes, searching but carelessly
in the carts. which entered the city
gates. ‘The workmen's train rolled ;|
round Paris, lhrowmg out a cloud, o(‘

}n(h?r Teroigne and- hxs son were
returning from the halles with their
cart full of fresh vogetables and lus-
cious fruit. The guard at the excise
. office nodded [td him as he pulled upi
his herse atjthe city gates. {

“Fine day,| eh, Father Termgne"
,he remarked.

“Fine! If you're going off u!y
naw, M. \hllette, I'll give you & hft
to your place.”

“Good. Il be
minutes.” .

The carts passed—some gdmg mtoy
the city, some coming out. ‘There]
was 8 continual ery, from the|
officials:

*through in 3 few,

! Then he let ont a startled

ilan excise officer, felt that it
"'duty to open .the conversation
N ee here, my girl,” he #pl
'cook, “ave you sure that
Lo\ua is lsleep up-stairs? -
iyoung '_to the butl
you swear thnt Monsier Arth
lin_his room?
The servants seemed surprised at
‘thm q}llxqstmn.
how. shnuld we ' know 1"

‘they cxclalmed together. THey knew
ithat their masters had returned from
‘Paris at the usual' hour the evening
‘before, 'and that each had spent the
evemng in his own house. They had
been a tittlé anxious, for each gentle-
‘man had been expecting scmeone Who
had not ‘arrived. t

“Look down in the well” ald Mik
“lette in a mysterious whisper.

They looked and then shrank béek,
“for to:them also it seemed ithat
‘dark mass resem>led a bo
.“Now,” said the excise mLm. “just
£0 up and see if your two masters are
both in their room:
< I bet we'll find out what it is first,”
raid Father Teéroigne. “Will you go
down the'well, son?”

Yeyng Teroigne, on-the of
of the hedge, hesitated a
- Then his curiosity overcame
i “Sure! I'd like to go di
| replied.
He joined his father on the other
‘swle of the hedgé. - Tkey mude certain,

was his

d to the
Monsieur
And you,
er—-‘can
r ig still

her side.
moment.
his fear.
wn,” he

that the ropes were strong enough to
\bear his weight. Then, with-a swag-
ger, he got into,the bucket,

“Go on, -let me dawn,” he cried

| sinking into a crouching position. and
clutching the ropés with both| hands.

The bucket, held by all hands, made
the descent slow]y 3 gndunlly it
began:to mingle v with:the dark shad-
ows of the pit. Soonthey heard.the
splssh ns it, touched the water.

1 T’m there,” salled qut young
Teroxgne. There was 8 m ment of
stippressed excitement.

Without Jooking round him, the
youth below remained; motiopless. His
eyes slowly became accustomed to the
obscurity. Then, taking hig courage,
in both hands, he tyrned, leai ed down,

Bnd touched the dark Rpes|that had
puzzled them. Thdse’ abo c waited,
breathléss. He tried to move;the mass.
ry 2s the
drowned

purple, distorted fac of &
man gazed yp at him!
“Hi! Pull me up! -Qulck—pull me

up!” he yelled.
They hastened to \dmw up the
buckct and the }outh ivid| with ter-
fin @ heap

“An)thmg\ to declare?
to declare?”
“No; nothmg." came’ the responsel

The excise employee poked into tha

ything]

d fell
on the

d
“Sny‘ Whn{ it lt'; Whi
see?”
#Oh, Sikes. I-ai

t did you

t a{r\d to see

baskets and; cases and- T
through the straw.

“Nothing; [pass on.” It was timd
for Millette to go off “duty.
jumped up besxde Father Temxgné
and they drdve off. I

“Many vrders todsy"" asked thT

excise employel

.“Two large huskets of ‘the choices
!nm,s and vegetables for the Far
ades. I'm going there now. We'l
turn to the right.”

a drowned man in the
in this old well. Oh;
“A drowned mzn"'
“A big, strong man, and
lenmng up against the oth
}}s‘ why we coutdrf’t pull
owned, you say? Are
he'’s drowned 2" .
“Don’t 1 know a drowned face when
1 sce it. He drowned down there.”
+'Did you recogmze hlm 71" inquirad

Seine, but here.
iy

his body's
r hucket,
it up.”-

you sure

The cart stopped at tl
of an avenue which led to the . Far}
ades garden. The three men go

. down. Millette held the horse’s head,
Son. vou itake that one in for M.
T'li-take this for M. Ar-
ihur, saxd Father Teroigne. R
The two mien with their fruits’an
vegetables ' went .into the separa
ardens, the grounds of which wefe!
Eivided by a fow hedge.
“No need to wake up the senantn
Let's leave them on the stoop,” said

&

the son. They deposited their, bas-
kets on the! steps and, walked back
down the garden path. Ing tive

Millette stood at thé gate peeping in.
He had )eft; the horse to look aftel
itself. Father|and son had reached
an old well v.hxch stood between lha
two gardens.

“Lets take 4 drink. The water i

- stways cold 'and fresh here,” said thy

younger Teroigne. }

“You draw your own drmk and 1)
draw mine anfl M. Millette’s,” suid
_the father: "th ¢ is no better wate;
“anywhere than in this old w 11—t
worth any. wm )ou Enn buy.’

“Above. the. wail wkre ‘two pulle’y‘!
80 that each household had its own
buckets and ropes, The two men

\hlle tte.
“No, I dldn't. Ynu go

gee if ;you'd recognize him.

But - Millette decided thal
be better to notify the poli
our masters; we'll
" said the two servap
struck tones. .

“As you seem so sure they're both

down and

s in awes

aslecp, let 'em be Millette.
“You, young' man"-——turning to the
butler—“you gp as fast as your legs

can carry you and ‘fetch tHe commis-
saire atiAuteuil; and you, [yourg Te- |
roigne, stop looking so scared, and £
and inform the police at. BuulogneA

His opinion now was thatene of the
rothers had -killedi the other, so
lvas anxious to bring up tHe body be-
ore the ala~m was giyen to the mur-
erer.

The cook, \Inllctte. nnd Father Te-
Foigne waited behind a tree while the'
ther two fetched the police. They did
hot want to be seen by any one from
he house. In due-time the commis-,
saire arrived, follul‘s'eed ,by his_men,,
arrying |ropes. Yy reuched the

=
H

wel

“\Iow young Teroi; wxll you go
Jiown again 77 asked the commissaire.
“Sure! 1 don't mind; but I won't

putled -on _the| xop bs—old Teroigne
drew up his Bucket. He looked into
the clear wat & and_then ‘uttered 3
cry of surpri
. “Ged bless me." he ‘exclaimed, “if
Mademoiselle . Valentine didn't drop
her diamond ring down' there!”
He picked ¢ut of the bucket a
thick gold nng set with a magnific
‘eried  young

* cent didmond. |
other side of{:{h

“Comfound*

roigne ‘pn |the

hedge, #my. bucket won't come up--
cnmethmgs canght on it down | be'
lo l

£re three men tried to pull up the
bucket, but their efforts were futile
They. leaned over the brink and
peered ‘down into the ;well. (When
taey raised their | headd their! faces
y.ere pale, for‘in the'depths of the
oid well they had seen p darkiform,
- Instinctively | they turned : their
toward ' the - two handsome
houses, the gardens ofi which' over-
jooked the Avenue du. Parc des
Princes, 'The jthree men continued
to stare at the shuttered windows. |
Millette was the first to speak. -

“Has something happened up
there?” he asked In 2 whisper. -

“There hever were two families
more united than. those two,” vouched
Father Teroigne.. “Thoss e two broth~
ers used to be the bcst of friends,
but lately they have -not_been hardly
on’ speaking terms. hat’s hap-

pened? What's' the g doing in
- thu bucket, ahd what’x that black,
thing down thi

“Perhaps it un old dress than at.
chucked in by “mistake,” haza)
the gon. .

Finally they decided to knock 'at
_the kitchen door. Monsieur Arthur’s
‘man servant” and - Morsieur Louhh
cook appeared. Both were grum
* ling at being disturbed! at that euly
hour. H
Dok, whatls the malter, Father
Temlgne"" cried the; cgok. {Can’t
you leave yonr \thmzu on the potd:

Wit/hout speuk{nx‘\the vegeuhla
man made a sign for the two
vants to cume dawn llvw him

to the well. tes ;the |
cook and the butler hnd !ouawedﬂmn

demn to ihe boltom of:the, garden,

fa

*'You're a lightweight and you can

o dovn in the bucket like you did be-
fore. We'll drop one of you fetlows
'down by .the belt.”

A police Aan stepped forward and
la_stout cord was firmly attached to
his belt. Young Teroigne got into the
bucket and the two pulleys were put
in motion. At this moment they heard
a volce calling from the distance:

“Hil What are you domg here, gen-
tlemen 2"

Tt was Arthur Farades. He was
standing at his window only partly
dressed. ‘The commissaire called out:
“There's . corpse down here in
your well and we're hauling it up.”

YA corpsc in my well?”

In less than a minute Arthur Fa-
rades had joined thé group of men.

w did they discover it?” That
was 1s first -question

“You'll’ know t}mt presently
plied the commissaire. A voice ume
from the' deyth of the well.

“It's-a big man, chief.
- down the ropes.” r

The policeman an d young Teroigne
’rmsedpt body vmh difficulty, and
n ti the cords under the arms.

Eo Adbwn dlone,” revhed the youth.

Throw

\thle tl were bt Sheu' gruesome
| *.nn appeared on the other
,side of "1 hedge and asked what the
commot] was about.- It was M.
“Louis Firades, .

“We ghe here in thé name of the
law,” jed the commissaire gras
ly. A &¥me has bgen committed n

your gaffens and.I must ask you two
gentlemen not'to 1eave the prenusea
without my pem.ss;?. .

* The brothers Jooked from one to the
other, but neither .of them spoke.
Then every man gnvn : belp |
naul up the heavy opng: |-
Teroigné and the omcer held the bédy
to prevent it kmocking against the
sides of- the well. - M. Louis, who ap-
- peared perfectly r.alm, -had’ sent his
servant - to fetch a mattress upon
 which to lay the body.

“Stand backl” iried tha commis.
saire aa the meén. began to crowd
roand. He whispercd to an officer to
keep & sharp eye on the two brothers
and then-they
cult task of lifting out the'body. -Ina
{ew minutes it ‘was laid pn-the mat-
tress a.nd the paﬂu ‘were able to ex-

J

amlne .

it would
e at on
0 and

proceeded tp the diff- |,

The victim was a tall, staut mén of
rather odd appearance. He wore a red
waistcoat, a tan suit, and-his hmr was
parted down the middle.

The brothers tried to push forward
to see the victim, but the commigsaire
pughed' them back.

“Not yet, genllemzn, “he said.
There -were nowounds ‘oni"the body,
and yet the men found it strange that
a man of ‘his build could have been
thrown mto the well without a
struggle.

“He must )xave been dead when he
was thrown in,” said the commissaire

after & careful mminntlon of the
corpse,’
“Are you or are yuu not going to

let me see what has happened on my
premises ?” eried Arthur Farades ans:
grily. Unlike his brother Louis, who
was very calm, Arthur wasa of an ex-
citable nature, and easily lost control
of himself, but even’Louis now*raised,
his voice in protest.

The police by this time had raised
the body, and . had pmpged it up
against the curb of the well and had
opened the eyes. Then quite suddenly
the commissaire gave the order for
hid men to stand back and the two
brothers stood face to face with the
.man who had been found dead on
their premises.

' Both men gave a startled ery and
instinctively recoiled. They seemed
to forget. the presence of the police
and the neighbors who now filled the
garden. They looked with horrified
accusing eves at one another and al-
rpost the same \\ords fell from their

lip:

“\Vrntch‘"

“Scoundrel !

The commxssmre was eying them
parrowly. |

“Wh‘%t was th:\t you sald
men 7"%he inquired,

“Nothing! T Nothing!" they answer-
ed, p;\le and trembling.

At this moment Arthur Facadess
daughter, and the wife and daughter,
Jeanne, of Louis Farades "came
hurrying down the garden patch,

“What  does it all mean? "" they
cried with frightened faces.

Neither of the men-addressed an-
swered a word. Then the girls saw
the bedy propped up agamst the wal}
and Jeanne tried to prévent Sr moth-|
.er. from seeing the dreadfdl sight.

“I think you ladies had better re-
tire,” said the commisseire; “I wish
to question these gentlemen.”

“No, 1 wish. to stay with my pus-
band,” said Madame ‘Louis faintly.

“Very.well.. Now M. Farades,” co-
tinved the commlssalre, ‘you both hve
,in these two houses?

“Yes; the one on the right is mine;
the one cn the left is my brother’s,”
replied Arthur-Farades.

“Is there any, commumcn'.mn be:
tween the two houses?"

“None whatever. But, as you see,
our gardens  are sepnraxgd by this
' hedge nnd (lus \vell which we share
in com

"You adm\t thn(. the well belongs
to you both? ‘Then in that case you
are both held to be responsible for
the crime.”

“You suspect us!" they both cried,
indignantly.

“Gentlemen, you haye always held
an honorable- position and have been.
hlghli1 respected in the community.
But the body has been found on your |
premises, and—"

“But it is eady for any one to get
into the back garden!’ eried Arthur.
“And if a crime has been committed,
4he n [dersrs could have carried the

body of their victim here and thrown
it into the wel

The commissaire shrugged his shol-
ders. It was easy to see that he had
formed his opinion. He had seen then
shrink back in terror after they had
view the body, and heard what
they said tb cach other. -

“You may as well‘tell me frankly,”
he said. You recognize the victim, '
do_you not?"

Louis stepped up to the commis-
s

gcntlc-

aire.

"As you are beg‘mnmg an inquiry,
monsieur,” he said, “I think it woulé
be better if you were to proceed in a
more rcgular manner. If T have an;

to give to the police,
shall give " it to: the
judge, and in private.: I am not going
to reply to your questions before this
_crowd of people whom.you have per-
mitted to enter my grounds,”

The ‘country missaire recog-
nized the justice of these words. He
cleared the garden of the neighbors
and sent for the judge.

“Unm the mvesngat.mg Jud
rives,” said the commissaire, “you,
must consider yourselves under ar-
rest An officer will accompa.ny you

© your respective 200

“I shouldn't like to change places

with those two,” remarked Father Tes
roigne to ‘Millette, 8s_the brothers
walked back to their;home accom-
panied by, two po!icemen.
. “T know something,” said the excise
man, drawing himself up with impor-
tance, “But I won't tell it to anybody
but_the judge.

For twent] years Louis and ‘Arthur
Farades had lived side by side; Arthur
Farades ‘held an important position on

Bourse, and the younger bmther
vu\s n pBrtner in a large cloth man:

Be{ore their father had died he had
often spoken to them of his younger
brother, Jean Ferades, who had run
away from home when he was twenty
He had always spoken of*

f.hls Ietter iﬁl that has happened
ce.  One thing you -

know' 1 ha‘;l e made a good round fn-
tune, and. this fortune is for you.j I
am contirig/home to give it to you.| T
have had sqme little trouhle findij g
out where you live. }:,
line and téjl mi
xﬂectmn for yaur dear father’s rasdal
of a brother. soon as I have sét-
tled my affdirs in Calcutta I shall st4rt
for Paris. Your old Urcle Jean. .-.[.”

It w hur Farades -who
Tead th: letter aloud. When he knd
finished thére was a moment's silente.
Then he said;

“1 shnll wnte to him tomorrow,
dear old hap
- “You mepn we-shall write ‘to hit
corrected

Ig:ufo. For the first time

e

their lives the brothers were cold
distant to each other. The rest of
evening pagsed u: mlmce. Jeanne
Valentine tried in .vain to shake
the constraint.

‘The rich|uncle announced the
of his return. Preparations were m
in both houses to receive him.
brothers started for - Paris .in
morning at| their usual hour and

rned on fhe train that they were
accustomed| to take. That was u
dav when o)d Jean Farades was to

Each bmlher was confident that|as
s00n ab the;investigating judge be;
his inquiry he could clear himsglf.
M. Beaulien, the investigating-ju
whom'ithe prosccutor sent down, gr-
rived in due time. The commissajre
who had gone to meet him had quigk-
ly given him his dpinien on the mys-
terious murden From the beginning
he had been susmcmus of the two
brothers.

“I am sureithat the victim was
known to them both, and'they
something bout the erime,” he s:

Afte Béaulieu had exal
the co!pse he dec\ared that the nian
must have| been ceud beforé he was
throwu int the we!l. Then he began

inqui Firstyhe questioned Ar-
ﬂmr Farades, who told him fmnkly
that he knew the victim." It was:an
uncle who the day'before had return—
ed from Crlcutta.

“Then he was murdered on the ve)
day he arrived in-Paris?” asked !
Beaulieu. v i

“Yeg H

“And you saw him )csterday" g
}u"I spent & part of the day

°

ith:

M. Beaulieu: was surprised. It Ar-
thur Farades was guilty he was cqm-
“mitting himself.

“Tell me what you know,” said the

judge; bneﬂv' he wanted to get a
nt from -each man. to sed if

hey comcxded. Arthur Farades
that his, unclé had been away o
thlrty years, but that now he had (de-
cided 'fo return. to France and ive

"Very, T believe.”
" “T hear-that for some weeks, you
and your.brother have been -on un-
friendly terms. What was the cause
of this quarrel ?”

“Nothing _particular, * Simply that
our characters are different and:we
:did not agree upon certain subjects.
In epite of this dissensjon between'my
brother and myself tvé both went yes-
terday to the railway station to meet
-our uncle, and he was very much
Dleased to sce u

“Was he travelmg alom‘[" ¢

“No. yhung Southerner was
with him, 2 . Jacques Velizay. | He
introduced him to us as hiz best
friend, and 'said-that he had dorie 2
I grest deal off business with hun in
s

n what line was your uncle?”
“He mever mentioned his busirjess,
but I believe that he was an exporter
of Indien shawls and rugs. My brpth-
er and I did not let uncle know that.
there was any coolness between us.”
At whose house did he stop 7' M,
Beaulicu put this question carelessly
ns though it were a matter of ljtle
nce. :
“He did not stay at.my hous
lmow that,” sAxd Louis dﬂc\sively
“Then "he stayed with

-

e,

your
br-)ther

I don’t know. We had each

nished a, svite of rooms for him
that hs ‘could be mdependent if
wished.”

“And you don't Lnow if he smyed
w{ﬂ: ynur brother ?"

All T know is that when he
had gothis baggage together he said:
“Well, boys, business is business, and
1 shall be forced to leave you
few hours to arrange some maf ern
As he did not know the city, we both
offered to accompany him, but he-re-
fused our offer, We told him the |best
way to get to Boulo and how he |
could find our houses;and he left us,
saying v.hnt he would nmve m 0
for dinner.”

“Did he go off alone?”

ifur-
so’
ke

5

“No. This Jacques Velizay, his
traveling fcompanion, accompanied
him::I had arranged vith 1 my brother

that, 28 he was the elder, our unclé
'should ‘go to his housa first, 1and
com‘:n to mine nft r.

. “He-had been thrown into the|well |
from your siderof the ga Can
you offer any explanation of ! 1
“T:cannot. But I swear that since
esterday I have expected my uncle.
Ynntu ly thought that he had slept
in my, brother’s house.” -

“He never came into my ho DI

years old. M. Besulieu than .put the same
ﬁ’;‘ﬁ;}fzﬁ‘;’,ﬁ N:ldt?n?;;tg:g ection “:g questions to Louis Farades. His re-
e, ded b had made hia b0 sons | By, " e e

romise tha xf should return, | ¢ -
ph half of the esmaqshauld be giw; ygunger l:.h“ixt:her :le;e }fuﬁhy}m Bt};?
to him, for that w hare, Arthur Cnmé.lnﬁ g Co1 Th shake o h’l‘:
and Louis after their flther's death, | tem °d ded :hat n: 37"17:52:: r:
.beg‘im n.nnther A;‘en ch, but‘;t proved Judze  decided | e two e
fut{le and they come the con-

Be ‘went den into “the zirrlen

gleuz:’x:n that this oug lost ancle must sgain to e . e orped. A

The two sons gjecame- successful | "’Wd wag ’?’;‘hﬁ‘gm‘“ﬂ“nd (here:
business man; bothl married, but Ar- | Were ’-‘i; O e hath 2h th
thur Farades’s wife died and his little WL‘& hged Bot:lngenenan pat u)  the
d?e‘ wag brought upby Madame Louis, | i1y’ e’ Avenue du Pare g inces

. Some, months be: thie d,m,",, to leam the cause of the excitémen!
of the crime, the two families wera hand.s:me d‘a‘“’g‘f‘ fx‘l“‘ﬂﬂ
spending the ev in Arthur Fa. | man seemed impatient for his frien
rades’s thouse whel the postman’ de- | w“rejom im. B .
livered'w letter which bore & foreign | “Pecheret, you imbecile, he balled
postnark. It was addressed to both 0“‘- ‘what do you bring me|down’
the brothers. i here for? Iam not going to wajt any

My dear nephews,” it read, "when longer.”
your father was ve he may have kulnxhrrywbge;m
" Epoken to you of 7qur uncle, who was | meftlesome steed was pawing the
2 young Tascal who ran away | grot L
from home. Well,| your uncle Iiwant to see what is the mgtter,”
Jean. I.am no loger the silly fool | called back the man addreu:zj a8
that I was, but I you in | -Pecheret.

.. - ! « }
i i i

e if yaw hnve a bt la"

ber-neck.
a Parisian jif you are not curious.

; am e\momy personified!”

pewle?" he uhd of the crowd.

man- has been murdered,” re-
plied a stumpy, red-faced butcher.

echeret rode- his horse up'ts the

very garden gate. It was at this mo-
ment that M, Beaulieu gave orders to
disperse the crowd. The: Parisian
tnmed and rode back grumbling.

flute,” he said; “I'd have
given snmethin: In have seen that
eorpse.

The Judge returned to Arthur Fa-
rades’s house' and’ questioned "his
daughter, Valentire. -She -coniirmed
in every detail the story her father
had told. And on their side, Madame

is and Jeanne declared that all

this uncle.

Neither brother had openly accused
the other, but each'seemed to give the
impression that the victim had spent
the evening in the other one's house.

“I believe that this Jacques Velizay
is snnply a person of theit imagina-
tion id the commissdire to

Beaulieu.

“That is what 1 think, And I also
 think that no matter what-they quar-
retech about before, they are now uni-
ting their efforts to thwart the police.
‘What puzzles me is that no one seems"
to have seen the vittim last night. The
servants of both the houses declare
that he.did not enter into the house
in which they are employed.” -

The servants stated that they had
sat ug late in the hope that the visjtor
would arrives: Father Teroigne and
his son were then guestioned, but they

| could throw no-light upon the mys-

wh\

tery. There remained Millette,
seemed to have something to tell.
“, -\nd you, Dhllette’” asked the

Mlllette gave an 1mpcnant wag to

"Sure ‘monsieur, I know something,
and although both the MM..Farades
always seemed to me to be honorable
1xientlemen, T'm going to say what 1

o

“Why didn’t you say it before?™
asked Father Teroigne,

“Because—"

“Silence!” ordered the judge, “Now,

my man, what do you know ?”

“I saw that corpse alive yésterday. |
That dead man was walking along
when I saw him, and he had on that
same red waistcoat,”

* Millette Tooked around #o see what~
-effect his words had produced.

“You are sure of what $ou are say-

ing?" asked the judge.

“In our profession we' have to-be
wide awake, sir. We have an eye on
evenbody who passes the gates.”

nd you saw him pass the exclse
office "
. “I'was ag close to him as I am to
you now. It was seven o'elock, and
& lot-of men were coming lmm the
Auteil station to Boulogne, when
saw him come along with his-red
waistcoat.”

“Was any one with him?”

The exuse employe thuught for a
mo

“1 thm.{ he-was with some one, but
1 couldn’t swear guess_he
‘came in on the train, for it had just
arrived.”

ry and femember what train It

i

Mxllctte frowned and appeared to
t}ugk deeply for a few moments; then
said:

“Tt was the six twenty-two tr:nn,
or the six thirty, I'm not sare. which.
But it was one of the tw

“You ,ought to know x! the victim
was with elther of the MM, Farades.”

“I can’ say that, but I am mm‘thn
the two brothers came m ‘on-one of:
the t mns."

“By. the same train'as the victim 7"

"I chdn't say that. 1 only say that

“You must think of the L'nmty of
your statement. . Your testimony. ig
very dnmagmg tor the two brothers.”
swear thet the victim pagsed by
the Boulogne gnus at six twenty-two
or six thirty,” said Millette, rolling
his eyes solemnly.

ouis. and Arthur Farades were
.again questioned.

“You still persist in saying that you
left your uncle in Paris in the =fter-
noon and that you'did not see him
Blne aga.m "

ooy .
“And yet he’ m—md in Boulogne
yesterday on the same train that you
The excise officer swears to that.”
“Pardan, monsieur le’ juge, I said
abuut the same hour,” interposed Mil-
Silencer” .
The two brothers had turned death-

11y p

“Ynu ucuu us-of the crime!”, they
both ¢
“l mest ou both tor the murder
M. Jean Farades,” repli
vesﬁgntmz judge so\emnly.

CHAPTER IL
Scarch for the Marderer.

seins had been seen id the fashionable
Paris_ salons, and ravely did his old
-~ friends see him.at his club, “He has
sown his wiid yoats and is settlmx
down,”" they said.

Paul was an mkclhzent congenial
young fellow. He was born with a sil-
ver spoon in his:mouth, and had 2 cer-

tain income which permitted him to
lead his ownlife.

He had passed his colle; ie a2~
tions brilliantly and had held a hjgh

rank in arhshr. circles. Upon leaving
college he had announced his inten-
tion of becoming gn artist. He
promptly wrote u book, composed
two waltzes, and scribbled off & {ew
love stories. Then mognmez
neither music nor literature' azmd
with his teriperament,-he turned hu
thoughts to.paint

There was a studio to ‘rent dpon the
same floor upon which he had his

5

Iunushed it mxmpt\:umslzlZ
‘When he _presenbgd ) unholxter
e;’:l bal.l to his father, Merseins nmor

:"%nx:tud:ol Wl;l for('l" : K
0 paint -in -of cours xv~
plied Py'u!. < e,
“With modah!"
* “Probably.”
“Pretty mod

| |

"Nmbmg of !mporta.nce, you rub-
“My dear Calesse, you are only hﬂ% '
nn n Pmamn to my finger-tips, con=

the matter, my good

the evening they had been expecting

1t was some months since Paul Mern|

bachelor aparfment. He rented it ud .

Ty neter liked anything ugly,

“Very well. Enjoy yoursel for [ d
other o years. Then we settle

ra.”

. At the end of two years Merseizs.

¢ senior rapned on the door of lm »en's
v

. "H.vg‘ you'a sitting?” he asked.
“Ig any pretty model here? “if so tell
me md Il come another time.”

“No, father; you can come in. I
had & !vw v-'lth the last. She was &
red-haired—

“Y ur love-affairs do not - hhm!t'
me,” 2eplied) Merseins senior; “all !
have toitell you, my boy, is that
have had your fling and the time
come for us to settle accounts.”. .

Pag! had no mother and all his love
and reipect ‘was lavished oo his
father.

“Real]v ?" said Paul in surprlu :

‘es, two thousand francs to pub-
11!}\. youf book. Here is the bill from
he publ sher
t how, many copies have
they sold’ My royalties, you Lnow—"
ave sold fourteen copies.”
ul gave a long, soft whistle.
our music cost me almost as
much, and what with your m\mthly
allowance— Well, it is {ime you gave
up painting, music and hterature and
did_something worth while.”

“1 ask nothing better, because—'

“Because_what?” asked the fatﬁer.

“P'm hard hit this tithe, dad.”

"\’X’}mg do you mean? Is it ser-

“Never will be more so.’ It is Val-
entine Farades—you have met her 7

“Why; ves, and I have done busi-
ness with Jer father on several occas
sions, . Valentine is a lovely girl and
just the jvery one“I should like to ses

y son’s wife. But you know, my
boy, vou' can’t ask a girl to marry you
until you ean saow what ‘you can do.
1 can get“you a good' posx'fbn on the
Bourse. : Will yoa werk

Pnul stretched out his hand to his

er, |

“Tr) me father,” was all he said,

At the;nd of six months Paul Mer-
seing hdd settled down to business
and .was_to be scen daily at the .
Bourse. } He had shown his father
what he could do, and the old-man
was well satisfied.

It was the day'that the crime at
Boulogne- had been discovered. « Paul
had just finished his bushess and
wis hurrving to catch the train for
Avtenil; He intended thHat afterngon
to ask Vhlentine Farades to become
his wife] No news of the crime had
vet Yeached him. When he arrived at
the garden gate he was surpnsec to
find a peliceman there.

“Nobody comes in here," ssud the
officer rudely.

“But I want to see Mile. Valeuﬁnu
Farades,” said Merseins.

“Go next door then. She's in

there.!”

Merseins. was surprised, for he
knew that the two, families were not
on friendly terms. Huwe\er. he ran
. the bell next door ard sent in lds ca
by the servant. Valentine and Jeanne
were sitting together.

glancing at the card-
shall T tell him?"

“Hide nothing from him; just tell
‘him everything frankly, Jeanne an-
swered.

“Jeanng, how

room and in 2 few worda told

Paul Merseins that her father and
uncle were accused of -murder. |

His eyes which had lit up as she en-
tered the Toom seemed tranfixed with
horror. - Her father a murdeger!

Jdnstinctively he recoiled, but it wes
only for a moment. Then e took ber
hand in his.

"Ponr little Val, this is terrible,” he
said. “Do you know why I came
down wday" I was so full of hope.
You can guess, whll it Wns‘th:\t
wanted to ask.”

For a moment she was sﬂent, her
long fringed cyelashes had' droo)
over her dark eyes. When she 1 ted

drawi;

ply

I‘Yea, T think know what it was,
Paul, but it cannyt be now. It was
Jusdt a dream,.you know, and it m\ut

“it is no use. Theve is nothing tlu.t
can elter my love for you.
tell me cveruhmg, there may bo
ome way in which I can help youw®

Valentine told him all the details,
not forgetting -to mention that the
vjcnm had been accompanied on his
]ourney by & man named Jacques Ve-

lizay, who was a foreign buyer for an.
m vortam‘. Paris house.
“Well| Ill'go to the morgue now,”
said Papl ‘as he had noted down &l
that she htd to tell him,
do. all I caz.to prove your fathsr‘l
innocence; (but whether I can clea
your unclej7is another matter. Hw
came the v‘c’um to be in his garden?”
“Uncle and’ father are Foth inno-
cent,” cried Valentine. “It ig all some .
terrible imistake; but Paul,'I capnot
be: your: fancee. Your lnther wonld
never consent to your marrxm%
whose {ather: was accuse

der.

"anenth:z. if we are engaged that
gives me the right to help. You love
me and: I:love you; do not
things harder by having such abeurd
uxuplel. Now good-by sweef Lheut"

To te continned

Teacher—Where, were -the cldest
avents: recorded 1o nistory?
anunl-—l\ the Orst pnrt of the

“It is Paul,” Valentine mll!’llllll?’d,‘

Valentine Farades weat into the

them to lus face, she said quite aim-

l
1
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