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"Well," said the pharmacist's wife, "here is her
medicine." She put the box in his hand.

" Oh, we never get more than four at a time," he told

her. " She never has the money to pay for more. Here
it is. Granny hid it in her hair so the Germans wouldn't

get it. She hid all we have. She's got more than five

francs, all safe."

He put a small silver coin in her hand and departed.

The mention of the meager sum of hidden money
made Madeleine think of her own dextrously concealed

little fortune. She had noticed at once on entering the

shop that the arrangement of false shelves which con-

cealed the safe had not been detected, and was intact.

She pushed the spring, the shelves swung back, and dis-

closed the door of the safe just as usual. She began to

turn the knob of the combination lock. It worked
smoothly and in a moment the heavy door swung open.

The safe was entirely empty, swept clear of all the

papers, titles, deeds, bonds which had covered its'

shelves.

As actually as though he stood there again, Madeleine
saw the polite pseudo-Swiss geological gentleman, thank-

ing Jules for the temporary use of his excellent safe.

She was petrified by this new blow, feeling the very

ground give way under her feet. A cold, cold wind of
necessity and stress blew upon her. The walled and shel-

tered refuge in which she had lived all her life was ut-

terly cast down and in i. ns. The realization came to

her, like something intolerable, indecent, that she, Made-


