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[HE VIDOCQ OF NEW YORK.

- PART FIRST.
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 CHAPTER 1.

T :!unt believe a
ated with ﬂashmg eyes
1 that was none the less sincere
»Mﬂm flﬁm:t at suppressmn or-

i ar:: ;.mjust_
‘that a woman who

am
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VIDoce.

't believe you,” exclaimed the wile,
) .a]n her anger.

mld 'h-e grepaﬂ:d to listen to reason.”
: rj:ﬁ' I have no doubt you wnuld 1il
leave you and go back to them—leave
Ty in'l:_r@ue with this ml: VOl

o1 ﬁ:r;t}d'lie to them, as to mﬂI" -
: Mle' Don't let your t&mpﬁ'm'




“TUESDAY.
EﬁREST—I know it was your little surprise
arty that kept you from coming to me
zning, and knowing how poignant must
your ﬂ:grﬂ I frecly forgive your
; t promise. Dan't fail to come this
5 'Ihodga: night, you know; that
d excuse any time for absence,

i

'iu&!%r;w;f, 5 v« MINNIE.

.was not inclosed in an
-gmﬂe, but in an ordi-

the auperscn iption

bur; who really
*hﬂi’tﬁ’l‘ﬂ]:ﬂ&d wife,

'aiﬂ'ail:s of this

'tmuble. Sﬂme :

!tmpmmptu card -
I'.fb idta. of gnlng_
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CHATFTER IL
GONE HOME.

THE violent closing of the front deor down-
stairs attracted his attention, and he arose to go
out into the hall and look over the banister.

He met a servant maid coming upstairs.

“Mrs, Larkspur has gone to her father and
mother's,” said the maid.

“ Alone #" -

““No; she rang for a messenger boy while she
was putting on her things.”

1] DhI i

*She told me to tell you net to sit up for her,”
added the maid, with a courtesy, as she de-
scended to rejoin her comrades below stairs.

Larkspur returned to the sitting room discon-
solately.

“This is too bad ! Folly!™ he muttered, as he
supk into his chair.

Glancing at a portrait of his wife by Constant
Mayer, on the wall opposite, he mused again,
“ 1 must rule now, or forever be dethroned.”

He picked up the letter and scanned it again,
comparing the WrItmg of the inside with the
address.

i If the letter were not addressed to me at the
bottom I should be inclined to doubt that it was
intended for me. The poison of the sting is in
the superscription, the misleading address.”
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y GONE HOME. 7

~ Lighting a cigar, he paced the apartment in
m editation, finally exclaiming:
- 4 I must get to the bottom of this!” A few
- vigorous puffs, a few seconds of meditation, a

=

gm:l puﬂ' and thc ejaculation :

'ﬁj‘ﬁ!&& is my man : he can advise me, |i’

“me. He will _be better than a lawyer.”

-!mratrd him a little writing desk that
e, h& sc-wled in pencil :

L a Eﬁ'ﬁl"‘da}m 1 will convince
‘Won't you come home?
I ANDREW.”

.ﬂl M*\Eﬂlnp: to h:s wife at her
the corner on Madison Avenue,
note ;&_ﬁlgu;_ﬁ&_n;md a district mes-



