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for an imporumt interview, at one-ot the
great stores in the Louvre, at 2 o'clock. Al-
mdythechainhung heavy on Roger, who
now absented himself all he possibly could
from his wife, so greatly he feared that she
might divine something of his old relations
with Julia., Julia's letter was s0 pressing
that he did not dare to’disregard it, and he
went to the place designated, where he found
her a prey to poignant anxiety.

“Roger,” said she, “ityoudonot save me I
am lost{”

—

*‘Roger, tfywdonotmcnwlamlost."

“What has happened?”

She told him that which we know, and
when she had finished he'said: .

“So you are in debt 100,000 francs, Very
well. I will give them to you, only thesum is
80 large for me to spare that it will takemd
fifteen days at the least to get it together.
Will your creditors wait until then?”

: . “I think so, when I tell them they can bhave
it then, But at least tell me, will it injure

"{ the prosperity of your business to spare this

sum? I will not accept it if it does.”
“Bo tranquil on that score.”
“Besides, Roger, I only accept it as a loan

' to repay. I will be wiser hereafter. Since I

bave your love what else do I want? Is that
not enough to fill my life!”

She left the store first for fear of observa-
tion in so crowded a place. Yet, with all her
precaution, a man followed her home, and
when she had gone up stairs to her apart-
mtshenkedtbeporter who it was, and he
answered readily and unsuspiciously, “Mme.
de Noirville, the lawyer’s wife.” P

Fifteen days later Roger gave her the
money and she was saved.

Grave events took place in France at this
0 |time. War with Prussia was declared, and
one day Roger Laroque and Lucien, to their
great surprise, found  themselves engnged in

—— | the same ragimen‘, the Sixth cavalry. When

Roger met Lucien his first movement was to
draw back, but Lucien held out his hand joy-
fully, asitgladhoseelnmthem

‘The life in common, the dangers and diffi-
culties surmounted together; the thousand
painful incidents of the campaign, valiantly
borne, brought them together in spite of
Roger, who felt his conscience prick him at
every kind word and every grasp of the hand
Lucien gave him.

Roger felt every day growing deeper in his
heart a singular sense of need of repairing by
some heroic action the wrong he had done
Lucien, as far as it lay in human power, even
with his own blood. But Fate was inflexible
and favored Lucien alone, for one day mn a
reconnoisance Roger received'a spent ball on
| the head, which rendered him insensible:
Balls whistled around them, and as he fell
those who saw him thought him dead. The

| dragoons were approaching and the French

had to fly, but Lucien, who was strong,
seized Roger and laid him across his horse,
and spurring the poor creature followed his
comrades with his burden.

An hour later Roger regained comscious-
ness and mounted his own- horse, which had
followed the rest in their flight.

he said:

“Iowe you my life. God, is my witness
that I stand ready to do for you as muchand
more.”

Lucien smiled and reached out his hand:
#] know you are, Roger. Let ussay no more
at { aboutit. 'This is common to warfare.”

- Roger spoke no more, but grew more and
more somber and melancholy, but his friend-
ship for Lucien grew deeper and greater.
> The 1st of September came. The battle of
Sedan commenced with dawn. Roger and
Lucien were in the beat of it, when an obus
burst, crushing both Lucitn’s legs. Witness
to this dreadful wound Roger with his troops
were obliged to leave the battlefield with the
other refugees, almost wild with grief and
horror, and having before hiseyes the specter
of his dead friend.

Roger hid under the ramparts of Sedan,
and fell asleep from favigue and slept until
evening fell, when he awoke and thought of
Lucien. - “Poor friend!” said he. ‘““He died
doing his duty; I mustdo mine. I will find
him and bury him there, where he fell.”

He went out of the city, though broken with

hunger and weariness, and with a stick for
support: took his way back to the battlefield.
After a long search he found him lying upon
the ground with both 'legs. crushed. But
Lucien’s heart still beat faintly in spite of his
horrible wounds. Then Roger had a hope.
If it were only possible to save him! He
heard voices and called loudly, and in
French he received his answer, and soon some
of the “Red Cross” society with a stretcher
came. When Le showed them Lucien they
said:

“He is dying. It is-useless to move him.”

““But he is not dead.”

“We cannot save him. No one could;
and there are hundyeds of others who are
wounded needing us niow.”

But Roger supplicated them, and at last
they placed Lucien on the stretcher and took

*| hina to the surgeons, who looked at him and

said:
It is useless to spend our fime with him,

while we mizht save others. He has but a
few minutes to live.”

Desnerate, Roger took his way to asurgeon
who lived in the city, and by dint of prayers
gained permission to bring Lucien to his
house, and though he also considered the case
utterly hopeless, promised to do all he could
in the forlorn hope of saving the wounded
man. Roger gave the doctor his own and
Lucien’s address and what mouey he had,
and left. The next morning he was a prisoner
and was taken to Coblentz, where he was
kept; for two months, when he escaped.

He wrote to the doctor, but got no answer,
and he tried to get into Paris to see his wife
and child, but uselessly, so he joined the army
which was fighting at Loire. Again he was
‘taken prisoner, and again escaped. After
the commune he returned to Paris, and found
his wife and child well, though mourning him
for dead. At once he telegraphed to Sedan
to Dr. Champeaux, who answered: ‘Noir-
ville out of danger; amputated both legs:
shall accompany bim to Parisin a few days.”

Soon after this he received a letter from
Lucien. “Dear friend,” it ran, “I never

hopel to see you again. I am at Rue de

Roger was |
somber and shamed and his brows drawn as |, £

Rome, but too weak yetto ventureout. Come,
I want to see you niore than I can say. Your
mere than brother, Lucien.”
To go to Lucien was to see Julis again, to
place himself between her and that poor man,
that man to whom he was bound by the ties
of common danger and comradeship, whom
heloved with a love passing that of women,
and who was now chained down forever to
his chair. ‘What should he do? How escape?

After a long struggle with himself he de-

cided to go. “I will see Julia,” said he, “and
have an explanation. She will undersgand
that there must be nothing more between us,

_not even a smile, g look, a clasp of the hand.

‘Wrong as we were before, now it would be a
million feld more horrible.”
So he went to see Lucien. Noirville wasin

| his room, and it was Julia who came to meet

him. She sprung forward, her hands ex-
tended. Almost a year had passed since she
had seen him. Her beauty was even greater,
more dazzling than before, prouder and more
imperious. But she loved Roger, and she
grew soft and womanly in his presence.
Roger bowed in respectful silence, not even
offering his hand.

“Rogel' Roger!” she said. “How much I
have thought of you. How much I have
suffered.”

She checked herself suddenly at the cxpres-

sion of unutterable horror depicted on his 4

face. Then he spoke:

. “Julia, we must’bury the past, and may God
pardon us. Iam the friend, the brother of
Lucien. Do you understand?”

And while she shrunk back suppressing her
heart’s ery for its breaking agony, he wentin
to Lucien. He was lying on a lounge, pale,
thin, unrecogmizabe and almost without
breath. His beard had grown. Two wooden
legs had been adapted to his ghaimed limbs.
When he saw Roger his face lighted up, and
his eyes filled with tears, and the men em-
braced with full hearts,

“In what a state you find me, Roger,” said
Lucien, showmg his wooden legs. “Dr.
Champegux told me all, and without you I
should not be here to-day, but after all what
& poor service it was.” He sighed heavily,
then said: “But I am very ungrateful. If I
had died what would have become of Julia
and my children? Alive, even if I cannot
plead longer, I can at least have an office for
consultation, a.l\d thus assure them their
bread.”

‘When Roger, seeing how weak he was,
wished to retire, Lucien opposed and bade a
servant call his wife, and she came. *

“Here is Roger Laroque, whom we have met
as friends before the war, I saved his life;
he saved mine. I love him like a brother.
Our families from henceforth, I hope, will be
but one.” Julia bowed without answering.
‘When Roger left she accompanied him, and
at the moment he was aboutito open the outer
door she seized his arm with an iron grasp.

“So,” she said, “you bave not one word for
mef”

He pomted silently toward the roqm where
Lucien lay, then said:

“In the name of pity, if not love for him,
hush.”

But Julia seemed insane. Her anger grew
beyond bounds,

“It is finished beeween us, then; all ended,
ferever!”

, scarcely able to articulate, whis-
hou'sely-

“If I knew some means of effacing, even at
the most cruel sacrifice, the awful remem-
brance of what exists between us I would
take it at the cost of my life!”

“Roger! Roger!”

“But ? he continued, with pmfonnd sad-

“your duty is traced clearly, Julia,
Lucien, mutilated, isolated, needs all your
devotion, and so your fault will have been, in
time, expiated. For me, Ido not know how

 to expiate mine, and must bear its weight

my whole life bhrough.
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“Owr families from henceforth will be as

“Roger, do not leave me without one word
of love!”

“Adieu, Julia.”

“Roger, Roger. It is true then#’

“Yes; true, so help me God.”

“Very well, then. Now, “listen to me.
Roger, Ilove you. Itis my excuse, not my
fault. But if you leave me this way, throw
aside my love like an unworthy thing, T will
never pardon you, and the day that mis-
fortune falls heavy upon you remember that
I shail not be a stranger tv its cause!”

CHAPTER VL

Menths followed without bringing much
change in tho situation. In spite of himself,
it happened. that Julia and Henriette, his
wife, met frequently, at one house or the
other. Lucien was as far as ever from re-
alizing the truth, and Henriette mever sus-
pected it. Every time Julia and Roger met,
when they could not speak, her eyes suppli-
cated him, but he remained inflexible.

Lucien’s health remained very delicate, and
had it not been for a few fortunate specula-
tions-he made under the direction of a broker
named Luversan he might have been in real

need. ;

The war had been well nigh fatal also to
Roger’s business, and it was with great diffi-
culty that he could meet his obligations and
keep his business going until the summer of
1872, when our story opens,

It was just at this juncture and under these
cireumstances that Larquette claimed the
payment of the money which so distressed
Roger to pay.

When Larouette had come into possession
of his uncle’s fortune, one afternoon a young
man of 25 years or thereabouts—large, dark
complexioned,with wide shoulders—presented
himself at the lawyer’s -house and asked to
see Mme. De Noirville. He was the broker
with whom Lucien had Lad relatior® in his
recent speculations, Julia knew him by sight,
having met him before in her husband’s room.
And one day, while he was waiting to be re-
ceived by M. De Noirville, he stood with his
back turned asshe entered the room. {She
thought it was Roger Laroque who was
standing there, and sprang. forward, saying:

“Roger, one word.”

He turned, and she gave a cry of swrprise.
It was Luversan. The same carriage of the
head, the same height and build, same beard
and hair, but there ended the resemblance,

The eyes were hard, the nose larger, with
narrow nostrils, the forehead lower and the
eyebrows bushier.

Who was this man? Clever, sharp, with-
out scruples, he began his career as employe
in a commercial house. They saw him about
the Louvre.a year. Then came the war and

he had disappedred. He had drifted from
;one army to the other, spying for French

and Germans alike, for whoever paid him
best, having one object in view—to get rich
and to launch himself into a grand business
as soon as peace was declared.

During the days preceding the battle of

‘Culmiers, Rogers, then officer of the commis-
sary, was following a road near the forest of
Marchenoir, having been sent out with a small
reconnoitering party, numbering about thirty
men, commanded by a ljeutenant. A peasant

ran toward them and told them that a guard |

of Prussian infantry, composed of some
twenty men, had just installed themselves at

a farm about two miles further on, and were’

annoying the people, The lieutenant placed
full confidence in this man, but Roger felt
that he was not sincere, and watching his
chance managed to get beside him, and, hold-
ing a cocked revolver in his hand, said:

“If I find you have deceived me I will blow
your brains out.”

The peasant, a great broad shouldered,
dark eomplexioned man, said nothing, buc
looked at Roger as if he knew him. They
reached the farm and surrounded it. After
making a slight show of resistance the Prus-
sians laid down their arms,and the French
were so0 sure of their victory that they were
thrown off their guard, when, like a sudden
burst of flame, the ceflm, the stables and
barns poured forth 200 men, who surrounded
the French in an instant. Roger, furious,
looked for the peasant who had led them into
this trap. In the confusign he had escaped,
but Roger’s keen eyes found him out and he
sent a pistol ball into the traitor’s left
shoulder, which, however, did no serious in-

jury. Stillit uerved to arouse a feeling of

revengeful rage, but Roger, after firing that
‘shot, managed to escape into the dense forest
of Ma.rchenozr, and he at last reached his
command. .

Three days later the German army, beaten,
had abandoned Orleans, and among the
stragglers who gathered around the French
army Roger saw the very man who had be-
trayed his comrades. He was dressed dif-
ferently, had shaved off his mustache and
imperial, but all to no purpose, and Roger at
once seized upon him, and, in spite of every
effort to escape, captured hun and banded
him over to the authorities. He was searched,
and a large sum of German and French
money was found concealed upon him, and
though he made the most strenuous e!!om to
prove his innocence he was tried and con-
demned to be shot at daybreak,

His money was confiscated and he placed
under guard, but when morning came he
was gone. He had somebow surprised the
guard and strangléd him, and, dressed in 'the
dead man’s hat and coat, madehisewpe,
leaving these words on a scrap of paper
pinned to the wall:

“To the sub-officer who caused my arrest
and used his utmost efforts to hate me
executed: My tarn comes next. Remember!
Mathais Zuber.”

From this time on Mathais Zuber, or
Luversan—no one knows which name really
belonged to him—fostered a bitter hatred for
Roger. Heé only had pierced his treacherous
falsity, and through him the money for
which he had sold his ‘soul was taken from

| him, and be left destitute when he had

drenmed such golden, ambitious possibilities,
and, after the war was' over, he had con-
stantly watched Roger in the hope’ of some
da gett.ing his revenge; and now he was
an interview with Julia De Noirville

6 that very end.

“You wished to speak with me?”

“Yes, madame.”

#I am listening,” said she uneasily, as some-
how the man terrified her.

In a few words, couched, however, in the
most mmonlously polite phraseology, he

" | gave her to understand that he knew her:

secret regarding Roger, knew of the.loan he
had made her, and how Roger had broken off
all his old relations with her, He madeno
secret that he hated Roger and wanted ven-
geauce, and heknewthatJuhnwasonly too
anxious herself to' be revenged. In vain she
tried to deny. She was obliged to bow her
head.

“Well,” said she, “but wait two or three
‘days. I will make one last effort, and if that
does not succeed I will join with you.”

Julia saw Roger and said:

“Roger, are you determined to break my
heart? 1love youso much, Roger. No one
can ever Iove you half as well O Roger,
do not cast me off like this.”

He looked at her pityingly, but passed in
gilence on toward Lucien’s room.

“Roger, listen. One last word. If you
force me, I shall hate you, and you will have
everything to fear from my hatred.” :

Roger, saddened and grieved, retired with-
out one word. Eight days later Julia, her
eyes flaming, said to Mathias Zuber: “I give
you full liberty; revenge us both!”

He went to work first with Larouette, whom
he knew, and it was through his advice that
Larouette refused delay to Roger, and the
same night Luversan,+or Mathias Zuber,
went to Larouette’s house to robhim. Zuber
knew that he resembled Roger, and thought
mmtheday a mistake in their pemonsmxght;
be made, in the night it would be still easier,
so he copied Roger’s clothes, tmstmg to that
to make the resemblance complete. ' He had
not intended to kill Larouette, but during the
old man’s resistance his hat tell off, and so, not
to be accused by the old man, who called his
s:::ie, he had lost his coolness and shot him

On the night of this murder Roger, a prey
to the most violent emotion, foreseeing noth-
ing but ruin before him, felt as if he could
not, bear to see Lis wife, whose father had left
him a prosperous business, which he had im-
periled by his desire to grow rich faster than
the older man would have jconsidered safe,
and, though Henriette was gsntle and loving,
wnth such a cause for reproach might she not

[ reproach him, and with justice! She was not |

strong, and the privations his bankruptcy
would force upon her would be keenly felt,
and Suzanne, his beautiful little girl, where
wounld be the means to rear her and educate
her according to her rare intelligence? He
could not face them while still under this un-
certainty. At least let them have one more
night of repose. So he wandered here and
there in the woods near his house. Following
a narrow bridle path he wandered blindly
on, not knowing or caring where hq went,
He threw himself upon the ground, and the

| ore he tried to think of a way out of his

troubles the deeper they seemed, until at last
his heated brain could see 110 other way to es-
cape her merited reproach and the sorrow
and disgrace of bankruptcy but by suicide,
and filled with that idea he rose and stag-
gered along down to the edge of the river,
where he stumbled and fell, his pis-
tol, which he held in his hand,
goiig off by accident. His hat
rolied down, and to stop it he put his foot
upon i, and then as he gathered it up, all
bent and dented, he laughed, as though the
accident had Imppened to another and he had
seen it. The laugh, or the fall, or the pistol
shot, had taken the desire for suicide, for the
xnoment, from his mind, and he said to him-
self: “‘Roger, be a man. This is cowardly;” | ¢
and he went directly home, and the rest we
know, as regards what passed in that home,

‘When, the next morning, still a prey to
anxiety, Larouette’s murder was not yet
known, he went direct to his apartment in
Rue Malesherbes. In that little apartment,
their winter residence, there were a few

valuable works of art, and Roger thought of |

selling them to assist him out of his difficulti
He was arranging this plan when the
cierge came up with a letter and a package,
which he said a beautiful lady had left there
for him a few minutes ago.

One glance at the fine and delicate writing
showed him from whence it came, and the
letter bore the same perfume he knew so well,
He made an angry movement, yet opened
the letter, which read:

“One who knowsof your trouble, and whom
you saved at anothier time, wishes to aid you
now in paying you back. You will find in
the package 100,000 francs. This is that
person’s revenge.”

With a trembling hahd he broke the seal of
the package, and he found he wasnot dream-
ing; the money wasthere. Itwas thus nobly
Julia revenged herself. Roger, in spite of the
joy at his deliverance, felt his fault weigh
still more heavily on his heart.

He burned the letter and put the money in
his pocket and hastened to his shops, where he
gave the money to his cashier, and then with
his heart lightened of the heaviest part of its
load he tried anew to obtain the 50,000 more
that were necessary for his next day’s obliga-
tions. But nowhere did he succed. It seemed
to him that an evil breath had spread abroad
the report that he was about to fail. So, asa
last resource, when night fell, he went to the
club.

There one player seemed to set himself dili-
gently to work to play against him, He did
not know him, yet there was a faint idea in
his mind that he had seen him somewhere,
but he soon forgot that in the excitement ot
play. The only other thing that attracted
his attention was that his friend the Baron
De Cey, entering the room, came up behind
Luversan, for it was he, and tapped him on
the shoulder, saying: “You, my dear
Roger? But Luversan ‘and the baron
saw his mistake and begged Luversan's par-
don, saying he had mistaken him for M.

e.

“You are quite excusable, sir. I have been
taken for him before.”

Roger won, and as soon as he saw that he
had gained what he so needed, resolved not to
risk one franc of it, and he retired from the
game and took the train for home, and it was
this night that his wife had heard him sing!
Andthenextmornmg he was arrested.

The morning after his arrest he was brought
“before the judge. His reflections during this
night were not pleasant, and he tortured his
brain as to how he could saye himself without
betraying Julia; for it was impossible to tell
the truth. To avow that he had lent Julia
ithis money was to avow all; to dishonor her;
‘her unhappy and infirm hnsband was now
and forever incapable of defending his honor.
Lucien, his friend, his brother; and Hen-
riette! No;at the price of his life he would
not tell.

Now, questioned by the judge onevery and
all points, he could only say:

“I am not guilty. There is a fatality
against me. I can e in nothing more, as
I have already told youall Iknow. As to
the money I received, I can say nothing.
You must believe what you will.”

“I admit for the moment the existence of
that mysterious debtor,/but how is it that
Larouette’s nfbney comes into his possession?
One of you two, then, must be the assassin,
and if you would not pass as his aceomplice,
I beg you to tell his name.”

The insinuation of the judge struck Roger
like the lash of a whip. Was Julia the assas-
sin? But that idea appeared so 'absurd to
him that he did not entertain it a minute.
And yet she bad said to him that last day:
“If ever you have misfortune remember I
shall have had a hand in it.”

“My debtor could not have done such a
thing any more than I, and it does not con-
cern you what the name is. I have always
and shall always refuse to give it.”

“You destroy yourself.”

“That is between me and my conscience.”

“There is-another proof, of which we have
not heretofore spoken, irrefutable, terrible
and painful above all others.”

“Tell it tome. Perhaps T can refute tlmz
easier than I can the others.”

“You were secn at the time you entered
Imuette‘s house, an instant before the mur-

“Who saw that?’ !

“Two witnesses; a woman and a little
girl.”

“A woman and a little girl! Bring, them,
then,” said Roger, laughing, as if feeling re-
lieved. - “Let them see me and then say if
they saw me commit this crife.”

“You shall see them in a few moments,”
said the judge.

“At last I see one ray of hope * said Roger,
as they led him back to his cell

“Bring in Mme. Laroque alone,” said the
Jjudge.

These two unhappy creatures, Henriette
and Suzanne, bad been ordered to present
themselves at Versailles, and with all their
remnant of strength they braced themselves
for this new ordeal. Suzanne said: “Do not
fear, mother; I shall remember.”

‘When Hem'iem appeared before M. Lig-
nerolles, the judge, she seemed to not have
one drop of blood lef§ in her whole body.
Her beautiful oyes were sunken, and at
times she made gestures so wild ﬂ.mt one
might have thought her mad. A chair was
given her and she sank feebly into it.

“My mission is a painful ‘one, madame.
You must know its motive; still, I shall not
recommence the terrible intarrogn.tory that
you have borne already from M. Lacroix and
of which he has furnished me the notes.”

“You could, then, have spared me this, as I
can do nothing but repeat that word for
word.”

[To be Continued.}
BRSPS
XOT DECIDED.
“So you've gqt a wife,” said Jones to a
newly married man.

“Don’t know, don’t know,” replied t.he
man, with cwdent hesxtatlon “Some-
times I think I've got her, and sometimes
I think she’s got me* You see, I’ve only
been married a few months, and I can’t
tell just yet how the blamed combination
is going to turn out.”

WILAT DID SHE MEAN 7

“Mith Thmith,” he asked, as he drew up
his collar and adjusted his single eye
glass, “do you believe in the Darwinian
theory, believe that man is dethended
from a monkey ?”

“No” she replled surveying him from
head to fdot, “1 believe the very reverse.”

A PRACFICAL APPLICATIGH.

The two-and-a-half-year-old was watch-
ing the fog effect the cold had on his
young breath, and tickled with it he was
hreathing his lungs out.

“What_are you doing that for ?” said
his mother.

“I'm blowin’ the dust out of me.”—San
Francisco Chronicle.

o
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The Cectury magazine will, next month
for the second time in its hlst,ory, print

,an adliticn of 250,000 copies.
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