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				I

				The Tragedy at the Palace Hotel

			
			Mr. Kes­sel­bach stopped short on the threshold of the sit­ting-room, took his sec­ret­ary’s arm and, in an anxious voice, whispered:

			“Chap­man, someone has been here again.”

			“Surely not, sir,” pro­tested the sec­ret­ary. “You have just opened the hall-door your­self; and the key nev­er left your pock­et while we were lunch­ing in the res­taur­ant.”

			“Chap­man, someone has been here again,” Mr. Kes­sel­bach re­peated. He poin­ted to a trav­el­ing-bag on the man­tel­piece. “Look, I can prove it. That bag was shut. It is now open.”

			Chap­man pro­tested.

			“Are you quite sure that you shut it, sir? Be­sides, the bag con­tains noth­ing but odds and ends of no value, art­icles of dress. …”

			“It con­tains noth­ing else, be­cause I took my pock­et­book out be­fore we went down, by way of pre­cau­tion. … But for that. … No, Chap­man, I tell you, someone has been here while we were at lunch.”

			There was a tele­phone on the wall. He took down the re­ceiv­er:

			“Hallo! … I’m Mr. Kes­sel­bach. … Suite 415 … That’s right. … Ma­demois­elle, would you please put me on to the Pre­fec­ture of Po­lice … the de­tect­ive de­part­ment. … I know the num­ber … one second … Ah, here it is! Num­ber 822.48. … I’ll hold the line.”

			A mo­ment later he con­tin­ued:

			“Are you 822.48? I should like a word with M. Len­or­mand, the chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice. My name’s Kes­sel­bach. … Hullo! … Yes, the chief de­tect­ive knows what it’s about. He has giv­en me leave to ring him up. … Oh, he’s not there? … To whom am I speak­ing? … De­tect­ive-ser­geant Gourel? … You were there yes­ter­day, were you not, when I called on M. Len­or­mand? Well, the same thing that I told M. Len­or­mand yes­ter­day has oc­curred again today. … Someone has entered the suite which I am oc­cupy­ing. And, if you come at once, you may be able to dis­cov­er some clues. … In an hour or two? All right; thanks. … You have only to ask for suite 415. … Thank you again.”

			

			Rudolf Kes­sel­bach, nick­named al­tern­at­ively the King of Dia­monds and the Lord of the Cape, pos­sessed a for­tune es­tim­ated at nearly twenty mil­lions ster­ling. For the past week, he had oc­cu­pied suite 415, on the fourth floor of the Palace Hotel, con­sist­ing of three rooms, of which the two lar­ger, on the right, the sit­ting-room and the prin­cip­al bed­room, faced the av­en­ue; while the oth­er, on the left, in which Chap­man, the sec­ret­ary, slept, looked out on the Rue de Judée.

			Ad­join­ing this bed­room, a suite of five rooms had been re­served for Mrs. Kes­sel­bach, who was to leave Monte Carlo, where she was at present stay­ing, and join her hus­band the mo­ment she heard from him.

			Rudolf Kes­sel­bach walked up and down for a few minutes with a thought­ful air. He was a tall man, with a ruddy com­plex­ion, and still young; and his dreamy eyes, which showed pale blue through his gold-rimmed spec­tacles, gave him an ex­pres­sion of gen­tle­ness and shy­ness that con­tras­ted curi­ously with the strength of the square fore­head and the power­fully-de­veloped jaws.

			He went to the win­dow: it was fastened. Be­sides, how could any­one have entered that way? The private bal­cony that ran round the flat broke off on the right and was sep­ar­ated on the left by a stone chan­nel from the bal­conies in the Rue de Judée.

			He went to his bed­room: it had no com­mu­nic­a­tion with the neigh­bor­ing rooms. He went to his sec­ret­ary’s bed­room: the door that led in­to the five rooms re­served for Mrs. Kes­sel­bach was locked and bolted.

			“I can’t un­der­stand it at all, Chap­man. Time after time I have no­ticed things here … funny things, as you must ad­mit. Yes­ter­day, my walk­ing-stick was moved. … The day be­fore that, my pa­pers had cer­tainly been touched. … And yet how was it pos­sible? …

			“It is not pos­sible, sir!” cried Chap­man, whose hon­est, pla­cid fea­tures dis­played no anxi­ety. “You’re ima­gin­ing things, that’s all. … You have no proof, noth­ing but im­pres­sions, to go upon. … Be­sides, look here: there is no way in­to this suite ex­cept through the en­trance-lobby. Very well. You had a spe­cial key made on the day of our ar­rival: and your own man, Ed­wards, has the only du­plic­ate. Do you trust him?”

			“Of course I do! … He’s been with me for ten years! … But Ed­wards goes to lunch at the same time that we do; and that’s a mis­take. He must not go down, in fu­ture, un­til we come back.”

			Chap­man gave a slight shrug of the shoulders. There was no doubt about it, the Lord of the Cape was be­com­ing a trifle ec­cent­ric, with those in­com­pre­hens­ible fears of his. What risk can you run in an hotel, es­pe­cially when you carry no valu­ables, no im­port­ant sum of money on you or with you?

			They heard the hall-door open­ing. It was Ed­wards. Mr. Kes­sel­bach called him:

			“Are you dressed, Ed­wards? Ah, that’s right! … I am ex­pect­ing no vis­it­ors today, Ed­wards … or, rather, one vis­it­or only, M. Gourel. Mean­time, re­main in the lobby and keep an eye on the door. Mr. Chap­man and I have some ser­i­ous work to do.”

			The ser­i­ous work las­ted for a few minutes, dur­ing which Mr. Kes­sel­bach went through his cor­res­pond­ence, read three or four let­ters and gave in­struc­tions how they were to be answered. But, sud­denly, Chap­man, wait­ing with pen poised, saw that Mr. Kes­sel­bach was think­ing of some­thing quite dif­fer­ent from his cor­res­pond­ence. He was hold­ing between his fin­gers and at­tent­ively ex­amin­ing a pin, a black pin bent like a fish­hook:

			“Chap­man,” he said, “look what I’ve found on the table. This bent pin ob­vi­ously means some­thing. It’s a proof, a ma­ter­i­al piece of evid­ence. You can’t pre­tend now that no one has been in the room. For, after all, this pin did not come here of it­self.”

			“Cer­tainly not,” replied the sec­ret­ary. “It came here through me.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“Why, it’s a pin which I used to fasten my tie to my col­lar. I took it out last night, while you were read­ing, and I twis­ted it mech­an­ic­ally.”

			Mr. Kes­sel­bach rose from his chair, with a great air of vex­a­tion, took a few steps and stopped.

			“You’re laugh­ing at me, Chap­man, I feel you are … and you’re quite right. … I won’t deny it, I have been rather … odd, since my last jour­ney to the Cape. It’s be­cause … well … you don’t know the new factor in my life … a tre­mend­ous plan … a huge thing … I can only see it, as yet, in the haze of the fu­ture … but it’s tak­ing shape for all that … and it will be some­thing co­lossal. … Ah, Chap­man, you can’t ima­gine. … Money I don’t care a fig for: I have money, I have too much money. … But this, this means a great deal more; it means power, might, au­thor­ity. If the real­ity comes up to my ex­pect­a­tions, I shall be not only Lord of the Cape, but lord of oth­er realms as well. … Rudolf Kes­sel­bach, the son of the Augs­burg iron­mon­ger, will be on a par with many people who till now have looked down upon him. … He will even take pre­ced­ence of them, Chap­man; he will, take pre­ced­ence of them, mark my words … and, if ever I …”

			He in­ter­rup­ted him­self, looked at Chap­man as though he re­gret­ted hav­ing said too much and, nev­er­the­less, car­ried away by his ex­cite­ment, con­cluded:

			“You now un­der­stand the reas­ons of my anxi­ety, Chap­man. … Here, in this brain, is an idea that is worth a great deal … and this idea is sus­pec­ted per­haps … and I am be­ing spied upon. … I’m con­vinced of it. …”

			A bell soun­ded.

			“The tele­phone,” said Chap­man.

			“Could it,” muttered Kes­sel­bach, “by any chance be … ?” He took down the in­stru­ment. “Hullo! … Who? The Col­on­el? Ah, good! Yes, it’s I. … Any news? … Good! … Then I shall ex­pect you. … You will come with one of your men? Very well. … What? No, we shan’t be dis­turbed. … I will give the ne­ces­sary or­ders. … It’s as ser­i­ous as that, is it? … I tell you, my in­struc­tions will be pos­it­ive … my sec­ret­ary and my man shall keep the door; and no one shall be al­lowed in. … You know the way, don’t you? … Then don’t lose a minute.”

			He hung up the re­ceiv­er and said:

			“Chap­man, there are two gen­tle­men com­ing. Ed­wards will show them in. …”

			“But M. Gourel … the de­tect­ive-ser­geant. … ?”

			“He will come later … in an hour. … And, even then, there’s no harm in their meet­ing. So send Ed­wards down to the of­fice at once, to tell them. I am at home to nobody … ex­cept two gen­tle­men, the Col­on­el and his friend, and M. Gourel. He must make them take down the names.”

			Chap­man did as he was asked. When he re­turned to the room, he found Mr. Kes­sel­bach hold­ing in his hand an en­vel­ope, or, rather, a little pock­et-case, in black mo­rocco leath­er, ap­par­ently empty. He seemed to hes­it­ate, as though he did not know what to do with it. Should he put it in his pock­et or lay it down else­where? At last he went to the man­tel­piece and threw the leath­er en­vel­ope in­to his trav­el­ing-bag:

			“Let us fin­ish the mail, Chap­man. We have ten minutes left. Ah, a let­ter from Mrs. Kes­sel­bach! Why didn’t you tell me of it, Chap­man? Didn’t you re­cog­nize the hand­writ­ing?”

			He made no at­tempt to con­ceal the emo­tion which he felt in touch­ing and con­tem­plat­ing that pa­per which his wife had held in her fin­gers and to which she had ad­ded a look of her eyes, an atom of her scent, a sug­ges­tion of her secret thoughts. He in­haled its per­fume and, un­seal­ing it, read the let­ter slowly in an un­der­tone, in frag­ments that reached Chap­man’s ears:

			
				“Feel­ing a little tired. … Shall keep my room today. … I feel so bored. … When can I come to you? I am long­ing for your wire. …”

			

			“You tele­graphed this morn­ing, Chap­man? Then Mrs. Kes­sel­bach will be here to­mor­row, Wed­nes­day.”

			He seemed quite gay, as though the weight of his busi­ness had been sud­denly re­lieved and he freed from all anxi­ety. He rubbed his hands and heaved a deep breath, like a strong man cer­tain of suc­cess, like a lucky man who pos­sessed hap­pi­ness and who was big enough to de­fend him­self.

			“There’s someone ringing, Chap­man, someone ringing at the hall door. Go and see who it is.”

			But Ed­wards entered and said:

			“Two gen­tle­men ask­ing for you, sir. They are the ones. …”

			“I know. Are they there, in the lobby?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“Close the hall-door and don’t open it again ex­cept to M. Gourel, the de­tect­ive-ser­geant. You go and bring the gen­tle­men in, Chap­man, and tell them that I would like to speak to the Col­on­el first, to the Col­on­el alone.”

			Ed­wards and Chap­man left the room, shut­ting the door after them. Rudolf Kes­sel­bach went to the win­dow and pressed his fore­head against the glass.

			Out­side, just be­low his eyes, the car­riages and mo­tor­cars rolled along in par­al­lel fur­rows, marked by the double line of refuges. A bright spring sun made the brass-work and the var­nish gleam again. The trees were put­ting forth their first green shoots; and the buds of the tall chest­nuts were be­gin­ning to un­fold their new­born leaves.

			“What on earth is Chap­man do­ing?” muttered Kes­sel­bach. “The time he wastes in pa­laver­ing! …”

			He took a ci­gar­ette from the table, lit it and drew a few puffs. A faint ex­clam­a­tion es­caped him. Close be­fore him stood a man whom he did not know.

			He star­ted back:

			“Who are you?”

			The man—he was a well-dressed in­di­vidu­al, rather smart-look­ing, with dark hair, a dark mous­tache and hard eyes—the man gave a grin:

			“Who am I? Why, the Col­on­el!”

			“No, no. … The one I call the Col­on­el, the one who writes to me un­der that … ad­op­ted … sig­na­ture … is not you!”

			“Yes, yes … the oth­er was only … But, my dear sir, all this, you know, is not of the smal­lest im­port­ance. The es­sen­tial thing is that I … am my­self. And that, I as­sure you, I am!”

			“But your name, sir? …”

			“The Col­on­el … un­til fur­ther or­ders.”

			Mr. Kes­sel­bach was seized with a grow­ing fear. Who was this man? What did he want with him?

			He called out:

			“Chap­man!”

			“What a funny idea, to call out! Isn’t my com­pany enough for you?”

			“Chap­man!” Mr. Kes­sel­bach cried again. “Chap­man! Ed­wards!”

			“Chap­man! Ed­wards!” echoed the stranger, in his turn. “What are you do­ing? You’re wanted!”

			“Sir, I ask you, I or­der you to let me pass.”

			“But, my dear sir, who’s pre­vent­ing you?”

			He po­litely made way. Mr. Kes­sel­bach walked to the door, opened it and gave a sud­den jump back­ward. Be­hind the door stood an­oth­er man, pis­tol in hand. Kes­sel­bach stammered:

			“Ed­wards … Chap …”

			He did not fin­ish. In a corner of the lobby he saw his sec­ret­ary and his ser­vant ly­ing side by side on the floor, gagged and bound.

			Mr. Kes­sel­bach, not­with­stand­ing his nervous and ex­cit­able nature, was not devoid of phys­ic­al cour­age; and the sense of a def­in­ite danger, in­stead of de­press­ing him, re­stored all his elasti­city and vig­or. Pre­tend­ing dis­may and stu­pefac­tion, he moved slowly back to the chim­neypiece and leant against the wall. His hand felt for the elec­tric bell. He found it and pressed the but­ton without re­mov­ing his fin­ger.

			“Well?” asked the stranger.

			Mr. Kes­sel­bach made no reply and con­tin­ued to press the but­ton.

			“Well? Do you ex­pect they will come, that the whole hotel is in com­mo­tion, be­cause you are press­ing that bell? Why, my dear sir, look be­hind you and you will see that the wire is cut!”

			Mr. Kes­sel­bach turned round sharply, as though he wanted to make sure; but, in­stead, with a quick move­ment, he seized the trav­el­ing-bag, thrust his hand in­to it, grasped a re­volver, aimed it at the man and pulled the trig­ger.

			“Whew!” said the stranger. “So you load your weapons with air and si­lence?”

			The cock clicked a second time and a third, but there was no re­port.

			“Three shots more, Lord of the Cape! I shan’t be sat­is­fied till you’ve lodged six bul­lets in my car­cass. What! You give up? That’s a pity … you were mak­ing ex­cel­lent prac­tice!”

			He took hold of a chair by the back, spun it round, sat down astraddle and, point­ing to an arm­chair, said:

			“Won’t you take a seat, my dear sir, and make your­self at home? A ci­gar­ette? Not for me, thanks: I prefer a ci­gar.”

			There was a box on the table: he se­lec­ted an Up­mann, light in col­or and flaw­less in shape, lit it and, with a bow:

			“Thank you! That’s a per­fect ci­gar. And now let’s have a chat, shall we?”

			Rudolf Kes­sel­bach listened to him in amazement. Who could this strange per­son be? … Still, at the sight of his vis­it­or sit­ting there so quiet and so chatty, he be­came gradu­ally re­as­sured and began to think that the situ­ation might come to an end without any need to re­sort to vi­ol­ence or brute force.

			He took out a pock­et­book, opened it, dis­played a re­spect­able bundle of bank­notes and asked:

			“How much?”

			The oth­er looked at him with an air of be­wil­der­ment, as though he found a dif­fi­culty in un­der­stand­ing what Kes­sel­bach meant. Then, after a mo­ment, he called:

			“Marco!”

			The man with the re­volver stepped for­ward.

			“Marco, this gen­tle­man is good enough to of­fer you a few bits of pa­per for your young wo­man. Take them, Marco.”

			Still aim­ing his re­volver with his right hand, Marco put out his left, took the notes and with­drew.

			“Now that this ques­tion is settled ac­cord­ing to your wishes,” re­sumed the stranger, “let us come to the ob­ject of my vis­it. I will be brief and to the point. I want two things. In the first place, a little black mo­rocco pock­et-case, shaped like an en­vel­ope, which you gen­er­ally carry on you. Secondly, a small ebony box, which was in that trav­el­ing-bag yes­ter­day. Let us pro­ceed in or­der. The mo­rocco case?”

			“Burnt.”

			The stranger knit his brows. He must have had a vis­ion of the good old days when there were per­emp­tory meth­ods of mak­ing the con­tu­ma­cious speak:

			“Very well. We shall see about that. And the ebony box?”

			“Burnt.”

			“Ah,” he growled, “you’re get­ting at me, my good man!” He twis­ted the oth­er’s arm with a piti­less hand. “Yes­ter­day, Rudolf Kes­sel­bach, you walked in­to the Crédit Ly­o­n­nais, on the Boulevard des It­ali­ens, hid­ing a par­cel un­der your over­coat. You hired a safe … let us be ex­act: safe No. 16, in re­cess No. 9. After sign­ing the book and pay­ing your safe-rent, you went down to the base­ment; and, when you came up again, you no longer had your par­cel with you. Is that cor­rect?”

			“Quite.”

			“Then the box and the pock­et-case are at the Crédit Ly­o­n­nais?”

			“No.”

			“Give me the key of your safe.”

			“No.”

			“Marco!”

			Marco ran up.

			“Look sharp, Marco! The quad­ruple knot!”

			Be­fore he had even time to stand on the de­fens­ive, Rudolf Kes­sel­bach was tied up in a net­work of cords that cut in­to his flesh at the least at­tempt which he made to struggle. His arms were fixed be­hind his back, his body fastened to the chair and his legs tied to­geth­er like the legs of a mummy.

			“Search him, Marco.”

			Marco searched him. Two minutes after, he handed his chief a little flat, nick­el-plated key, bear­ing the num­bers 16 and 9.

			“Cap­it­al. No mo­rocco pock­et-case?”

			“No, gov­ernor.”

			“It is in the safe. Mr. Kes­sel­bach, will you tell me the secret cipher that opens the lock?”

			“No.”

			“You re­fuse?”

			“Yes.”

			“Marco!”

			“Yes, gov­ernor.”

			“Place the bar­rel of your re­volver against the gen­tle­man’s temple.”

			“It’s there.”

			“Now put your fin­ger to the trig­ger.”

			“Ready.”

			“Well, Kes­sel­bach, old chap, do you in­tend to speak?”

			“No.”

			“I’ll give you ten seconds, and not one more. Marco!”

			“Yes, gov­ernor.”

			“In ten seconds, blow out the gen­tle­man’s brains.”

			“Right you are, gov­ernor.”

			“Kes­sel­bach, I’m count­ing. One, two, three, four, five, six …”

			Rudolph Kes­sel­bach made a sign.

			“You want to speak?”

			“Yes.”

			“You’re just in time. Well, the cipher … the word for the lock?”

			“Dol­or.”

			“Dol­or … Dol­or … Mrs. Kes­sel­bach’s name is Dolores, I be­lieve? You dear boy! … Marco, go and do as I told you. … No mis­take, mind! I’ll re­peat it: meet Jérôme at the om­ni­bus of­fice, give him the key, tell him the word: Dol­or. Then, the two of you, go to the Crédit Ly­o­n­nais. Jérôme is to walk in alone, sign the name-book, go down to the base­ment and bring away everything in the safe. Do you quite un­der­stand?”

			“Yes, gov­ernor. But if the safe shouldn’t open; if the word Dol­or …”

			“Si­lence, Marco. When you come out of the Crédit Ly­o­n­nais, you must leave Jérôme, go to your own place and tele­phone the res­ult of the op­er­a­tion to me. Should the word Dol­or by any chance fail to open the safe, we (my friend Rudolf Kes­sel­bach and I) will have one … last … in­ter­view. Kes­sel­bach, you’re quite sure you’re not mis­taken?”

			“Yes.”

			“That means that you rely upon the fu­til­ity of the search. We shall see. Be off, Marco!”

			“What about you, gov­ernor?”

			“I shall stay. Oh, I’m not afraid! I’ve nev­er been in less danger than at this mo­ment. Your or­ders about the door were pos­it­ive, Kes­sel­bach, were they not?”

			“Yes.”

			“Dash it all, you seemed very eager to get that said! Can you have been try­ing to gain time? If so, I should be caught in a trap like a fool. …” He stopped to think, looked at his pris­on­er and con­cluded, “No … it’s not pos­sible … we shall not be dis­turbed …”

			He had not fin­ished speak­ing, when the door­bell rang. He pressed his hand vi­ol­ently on Rudolf Kes­sel­bach’s mouth:

			“Oh, you old fox, you were ex­pect­ing someone!”

			The cap­tive’s eyes gleamed with hope. He could be heard chuck­ling un­der the hand that stifled him.

			The stranger shook with rage:

			“Hold your tongue, or I’ll strangle you! Here, Marco, gag him! Quick! … That’s it!”

			The bell rang again. He shouted, as though he him­self were Kes­sel­bach and as though Ed­wards were still there:

			“Why don’t you open the door, Ed­wards?”

			Then he went softly in­to the lobby and, point­ing to the sec­ret­ary and the manser­vant, whispered:

			“Marco, help me shift these two in­to the bed­room … over there … so that they can’t be seen.”

			He lif­ted the sec­ret­ary. Marco car­ried the ser­vant.

			“Good! Now go back to the sit­ting-room.”

			He fol­lowed him in and at once re­turned to the lobby and said, in a loud tone of as­ton­ish­ment:

			“Why, your man’s not here, Mr. Kes­sel­bach. … No, don’t move … fin­ish your let­ter. … I’ll go my­self.”

			And he quietly opened the hall-door.

			“Mr. Kes­sel­bach?”

			He found him­self faced by a sort of jovi­al, bright-eyed gi­ant, who stood swinging from one foot to the oth­er and twist­ing the brim of his hat between his fin­gers. He answered:

			“Yes, that’s right. Who shall I say … ?”

			“Mr. Kes­sel­bach tele­phoned. … He ex­pects me. …”

			“Oh, it’s you. … I’ll tell him. … Do you mind wait­ing a minute? … Mr. Kes­sel­bach will speak to you.”

			He had the au­da­city to leave the vis­it­or stand­ing on the threshold of the little en­trance-hall, at a place from which he could see a por­tion of the sit­ting-room through the open door, and, slowly, without so much as turn­ing round, he entered the room, went to his con­fed­er­ate by Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s side and whispered:

			“We’re done! It’s Gourel, the de­tect­ive. …”

			The oth­er drew his knife. He caught him by the arm:

			“No non­sense! I have an idea. But, for God’s sake, Marco, un­der­stand me and speak in your turn. Speak as if you were Kes­sel­bach. … You hear, Marco! You are Kes­sel­bach.”

			He ex­pressed him­self so coolly, so for­cibly and with such au­thor­ity that Marco un­der­stood, without fur­ther ex­plan­a­tion, that he him­self was to play the part of Kes­sel­bach. Marco said, so as to be heard:

			“You must apo­lo­gize for me, my dear fel­low. Tell M. Gourel I’m aw­fully sorry, but I’m over head and ears in work. … I will see him to­mor­row morn­ing, at nine … yes, at nine o’clock punc­tu­ally.”

			“Good!” whispered the oth­er. “Don’t stir.”

			He went back to the lobby, found Gourel wait­ing, and said:

			“Mr. Kes­sel­bach begs you to ex­cuse him. He is fin­ish­ing an im­port­ant piece of work. Could you pos­sibly come back at nine o’clock to­mor­row morn­ing?”

			There was a pause. Gourel seemed sur­prised, more or less bothered and un­de­cided. The oth­er man’s hand clutched the handle of a knife at the bot­tom of his pock­et. At the first sus­pi­cious move­ment, he was pre­pared to strike.

			At last, Gourel said:

			“Very well. … At nine o’clock to­mor­row. … But, all the same … How­ever, I shall be here at nine to­mor­row. …”

			And, put­ting on his hat, he dis­ap­peared down the pas­sage of the hotel.

			Marco, in the sit­ting-room, burst out laugh­ing:

			“That was jolly clev­er of you, gov­ernor! Oh, how nicely you spoofed him!”

			“Look alive, Marco, and fol­low him. If he leaves the hotel, let him be, meet Jérôme at the om­ni­bus-of­fice as ar­ranged … and tele­phone.”

			Marco went away quickly.

			Then the man took a wa­ter-bottle on the chim­neypiece, poured him­self out a tum­bler­ful, which he swal­lowed at a draught, wet­ted his handker­chief, dabbed his fore­head, which was covered with per­spir­a­tion, and then sat down be­side his pris­on­er and, with an af­fect­a­tion of po­lite­ness, said:

			“But I must really have the hon­or, Mr. Kes­sel­bach, of in­tro­du­cing my­self to you.”

			And, tak­ing a card from his pock­et, he said: “Al­low me. … Arsène Lupin, gen­tle­man-burg­lar.”

			

			The name of the fam­ous ad­ven­turer seemed to make the best of im­pres­sions upon Mr. Kes­sel­bach. Lupin did not fail to ob­serve the fact and ex­claimed:

			“Aha, my dear sir, you breathe again! Arsène Lupin is a del­ic­ate, squeam­ish burg­lar. He loathes blood­shed, he has nev­er com­mit­ted a more ser­i­ous crime than that of an­nex­ing oth­er people’s prop­erty … a mere pec­ca­dillo, eh? And what you’re say­ing to your­self is that he is not go­ing to bur­den his con­science with a use­less murder. Quite so. … But will your de­struc­tion be so use­less as all that? Everything de­pends on the an­swer. And I as­sure you that I’m not lark­ing at present. Come on, old chap!”

			He drew up his chair be­side the arm­chair, re­moved the pris­on­er’s gag and, speak­ing very plainly:

			“Mr. Kes­sel­bach,” he said, “on the day when you ar­rived in Par­is you entered in­to re­la­tions with one Bar­bar­eux, the man­ager of a con­fid­en­tial in­quiry agency; and, as you were act­ing without the know­ledge of your sec­ret­ary, Chap­man, it was ar­ranged that the said Bar­bar­eux, when com­mu­nic­at­ing with you by let­ter or tele­phone, should call him­self ‘the Col­on­el.’ I hasten to tell you that Bar­bar­eux is a per­fectly hon­est man. But I have the good for­tune to num­ber one of his clerks among my own par­tic­u­lar friends. That is how I dis­covered the motive of your ap­plic­a­tion to Bar­bar­eux and how I came to in­terest my­self in you and to make a search or two here, with the as­sist­ance of a set of false keys … in the course of which search or two, I may as well tell you, I did not find what I was look­ing for.”

			He lowered his voice and, with his eyes fixed on the eyes of his pris­on­er, watch­ing his ex­pres­sion, search­ing his secret thoughts, he uttered these words:

			“Mr. Kes­sel­bach, your in­struc­tions to Bar­bar­eux were that he should find a man hid­den some­where in the slums of Par­is who bears or used to bear the name of Pierre Le­duc. The man an­swers to this brief de­scrip­tion: height, five feet nine inches; hair and com­plex­ion, fair; wears a mous­tache. Spe­cial mark: the tip of the little fin­ger of the left hand is miss­ing, as the res­ult of a cut. Also, he has an al­most im­per­cept­ible scar on the right cheek. You seem to at­tach enorm­ous im­port­ance to this man’s dis­cov­ery, as though it might lead to some great ad­vant­age to your­self. Who is the man?”

			“I don’t know.”

			The an­swer was pos­it­ive, ab­so­lute. Did he know or did he not know? It made little dif­fer­ence. The great thing was that he was de­term­ined not to speak.

			“Very well,” said his ad­versary, “but you have fuller par­tic­u­lars about him than those with which you fur­nished Bar­bar­eux.”

			“I have not.”

			“You lie, Mr. Kes­sel­bach. Twice, in Bar­bar­eux’s pres­ence, you con­sul­ted pa­pers con­tained in the mo­rocco case.”

			“I did.”

			“And the case?”

			“Burnt.”

			Lupin quivered with rage. The thought of tor­ture and of the fa­cil­it­ies which it used to of­fer was evid­ently passing through his mind again.

			“Burnt? But the box? … Come, own up … con­fess that the box is at the Crédit Ly­o­n­nais.”

			“Yes.”

			“And what’s in­side it?”

			“The finest two hun­dred dia­monds in my private col­lec­tion.”

			This state­ment did not seem to dis­please the ad­ven­turer.

			“Aha, the finest two hun­dred dia­monds! But, I say, that’s a for­tune! … Yes, that makes you smile. … It’s a trifle to you, no doubt. … And your secret is worth more than that. … To you, yes … but to me? …”

			He took a ci­gar, lit a match, which he al­lowed to go out again mech­an­ic­ally, and sat for some time think­ing, mo­tion­less.

			The minutes passed.

			He began to laugh:

			“I dare say you’re hop­ing that the ex­ped­i­tion will come to noth­ing and that they won’t open the safe? … Very likely, old chap! But, in that case, you’ll have to pay me for my trouble. I did not come here to see what sort of fig­ure you cut in an arm­chair. … The dia­monds, since dia­monds there ap­pear to be … or else the mo­rocco case. … There’s your di­lemma.” He looked at his watch. “Half an hour. … Hang it all! … Fate is mov­ing very slowly. … But there’s noth­ing for you to grin at, Mr. Kes­sel­bach. I shall not go back empty-handed, make no mis­take about that! … At last!”

			It was the tele­phone-bell. Lupin snatched at the re­ceiv­er and, chan­ging the sound of his voice, im­it­ated the rough ac­cent of his pris­on­er:

			“Yes, Rudolf Kes­sel­bach … you’re speak­ing to him. … Yes, please, ma­demois­elle, put me on. … Is that you, Marco? … Good. … Did it go off all right? … Ex­cel­lent! … No hitch? … My best com­pli­ments! … Well, what did you pick up? … The ebony box? … Noth­ing else? … No pa­pers? … Tut, tut! … And what’s in the box? … Are they fine dia­monds? … Cap­it­al, cap­it­al! … One minute, Marco, while I think. … You see, all this. … If I were to tell you my opin­ion. … Wait, don’t go away … hold the line. …”

			He turned round.

			“Mr. Kes­sel­bach, are you keen on your dia­monds?”

			“Yes.”

			“Would you buy them back of me?”

			“Pos­sibly.”

			“For how much? Five hun­dred thou­sand francs?”

			“Five hun­dred thou­sand … yes.”

			“Only, here’s the rub: how are we to make the ex­change? A cheque? No, you’d swindle me … or else I’d swindle you. … Listen. On the day after to­mor­row, go to the Crédit Ly­o­n­nais in the morn­ing, draw out your five hun­dred bank­notes of a thou­sand each and go for a walk in the Bois, on the Auteuil side. … I shall have the dia­monds in a bag: that’s han­di­er. … The box shows too much. …”

			Kes­sel­bach gave a start:

			“No, no … the box, too. … I want everything. …”

			“Ah,” cried Lupin, shout­ing with laughter, “you’ve fallen in­to the trap! … The dia­monds you don’t care about … they can be re­placed. … But you cling to that box as you cling to your skin. … Very well, you shall have your box … on the word of Arsène … you shall have it to­mor­row morn­ing, by par­cel post!”

			He went back to the tele­phone:

			“Marco, have you the box in front of you? … Is there any­thing par­tic­u­lar about it? … Ebony in­laid with ivory. … Yes, I know the sort of thing. … Ja­pan­ese, from the Fau­bourg Saint-Ant­oine. … No mark? … Ah, a little round la­bel, with a blue bor­der and a num­ber! … Yes, a shop-mark … no im­port­ance. And is the bot­tom of the box thick? … Not very thick. … Both­er! No false bot­tom, then? … Look here, Marco: just ex­am­ine the ivory in­lay on the out­side … or, rather, no, the lid.” He reveled with de­light. “The lid! That’s it, Marco! Kes­sel­bach blinked his eyes just now. … We’re burn­ing! … Ah, Kes­sel­bach, old chap, didn’t you see me squint­ing at you? You silly fel­low!” And, to Marco, “Well, what do you see? … A look­ing-glass in­side the lid? … Does it slide? … Is it on hinges? … No! … Well, then, break it. … Yes, yes, I tell you to break it. … That glass serves no pur­pose there … it’s been ad­ded since!” He lost pa­tience. “Mind your own busi­ness, idi­ot! … Do as I say! …”

			He must have heard the noise which Marco made at the oth­er end of the wire in break­ing the glass, for he shouted, in tri­umph.

			“Didn’t I tell you, Mr. Kes­sel­bach, that we should find some­thing? … Hullo! Have you done it? … Well? … A let­ter? Vic­tory! All the dia­monds in the Cape and old man Kes­sel­bach’s secret in­to the bar­gain!”

			He took down the second re­ceiv­er, care­fully put the two discs to his ears and con­tin­ued:

			“Read it to me, Marco, read it to me slowly. … The en­vel­ope first. … Good. … Now, re­peat.” He him­self re­peated, “ ‘Copy of the let­ter con­tained in the black mo­rocco case.’ And next? Tear the en­vel­ope, Marco. … Have I your per­mis­sion, Mr. Kes­sel­bach? It’s not very good form, but, how­ever … Go on, Marco, Mr. Kes­sel­bach gives you leave. … Done it? … Well, then, read it out.”

			He listened and, with a chuckle:

			“The deuce! That’s not quite as clear as a pikestaff! Listen. I’ll re­peat: a plain sheet of pa­per fol­ded in four, the folds ap­par­ently quite fresh. … Good. … At the top of the page, on the right, these words: ‘Five feet nine, left little fin­ger cut.’ And so on. … Yes, that’s the de­scrip­tion of Mas­ter Pierre Le­duc. In Kes­sel­bach’s hand­writ­ing, I sup­pose? … Good. … And, in the middle of the page, this word in prin­ted cap­it­als: ‘apoon.’ Marco, my lad, leave the pa­per as it is and don’t touch the box or the dia­monds. I shall have done with our friend here in ten minutes and I shall be with you in twenty. … Oh, by the way, did you send back the mo­tor for me? Cap­it­al! So long!”

			He re­placed the in­stru­ment, went in­to the lobby and in­to the bed­room, made sure that the sec­ret­ary and the manser­vant had not un­loosed their bonds and, on the oth­er hand, that they were in no danger of be­ing choked by their gags. Then he re­turned to his chief pris­on­er.

			He wore a de­term­ined and re­lent­less look:

			“We’ve fin­ished jok­ing, Kes­sel­bach. If you don’t speak, it will be the worse for you. Have you made up your mind?”

			“What about?”

			“No non­sense, please. Tell me what you know.”

			“I know noth­ing.”

			“You lie. What does this word ‘apoon’ mean?”

			“If I knew, I should not have writ­ten it down.”

			“Very well; but whom or what does it refer to? Where did you copy it? Where did you get it from?”

			Mr. Kes­sel­bach made no reply. Lupin, now speak­ing in nervous, jerky tones, re­sumed:

			“Listen, Kes­sel­bach, I have a pro­pos­al to make to you. Rich man, big man though you may be, there is not so much dif­fer­ence between us. The son of the Augs­burg iron­mon­ger and Arsène Lupin, prince of burg­lars, can come to an un­der­stand­ing without shame on either side. I do my thiev­ing in­doors; you do yours on the Stock Ex­change. It’s all much of a much­ness. So here we are, Kes­sel­bach. Let’s be part­ners in this busi­ness. I have need of you, be­cause I don’t know what it’s about. You have need of me, be­cause you will nev­er be able to man­age it alone. Bar­bar­eux is an ass. I am Lupin. Is it a bar­gain?”

			No an­swer. Lupin per­sisted, in a voice shak­ing with in­tens­ity:

			“An­swer, Kes­sel­bach, is it a bar­gain? If so, I’ll find your Pierre Le­duc for you in forty-eight hours. For he’s the man you’re after, eh? Isn’t that the busi­ness? Come along, an­swer! Who is the fel­low? Why are you look­ing for him? What do you know about him?”

			He calmed him­self sud­denly, laid his hand on Kes­sel­bach’s shoulder and, harshly:

			“One word only. Yes or no?”

			“No!”

			He drew a mag­ni­fi­cent gold watch from Kes­sel­bach’s fob and placed it on the pris­on­er’s knees. He un­buttoned Kes­sel­bach’s waist­coat, opened his shirt, un­covered his chest and, tak­ing a steel dag­ger, with a gold-crus­ted handle, that lay on the table be­side him, he put the point of it against the place where the pulsa­tions of the heart made the bare flesh throb:

			“For the last time?”

			“No!”

			“Mr. Kes­sel­bach, it is eight minutes to three. If you don’t an­swer with­in eight minutes from now, you are a dead man!”

			

			The next morn­ing, Ser­geant Gourel walked in­to the Palace Hotel punc­tu­ally at the ap­poin­ted hour. Without stop­ping, scorn­ing to take the lift, he went up the stairs. On the fourth floor he turned to the right, fol­lowed the pas­sage and rang at the door of 415.

			Hear­ing no sound, he rang again. After half-a-dozen fruit­less at­tempts, he went to the floor of­fice. He found a head­waiter there:

			“Mr. Kes­sel­bach did not sleep here last night. We have not seen him since yes­ter­day af­ter­noon.”

			“But his ser­vant? His sec­ret­ary?”

			“We have not seen them either.”

			“Then they also did not sleep in the hotel?”

			“I sup­pose not.”

			“You sup­pose not? But you ought to be cer­tain.”

			“Why? Mr. Kes­sel­bach is not stay­ing in the hotel; he is at home here, in his private flat. He is not waited on by us, but by his own man; and we know noth­ing of what hap­pens in­side.”

			“That’s true. … That’s true. …”

			Gourel seemed greatly per­plexed. He had come with pos­it­ive or­ders, a pre­cise mis­sion, with­in the lim­its of which his mind was able to ex­ert it­self. Out­side those lim­its he did not quite know how to act:

			“If the chief were here,” he muttered, “if the chief were here. …”

			He showed his card and stated his qual­ity. Then he said, on the off-chance:

			“So you have not seen them come in?”

			“No.”

			“But you saw them go out?”

			“No, I can’t say I did.”

			“In that case, how do you know that they went out?”

			“From a gen­tle­man who called yes­ter­day af­ter­noon.”

			“A gen­tle­man with a dark mus­tache?”

			“Yes. I met him as he was go­ing away, about three o’clock. He said: ‘The people in 415 have gone out. Mr. Kes­sel­bach will stay at Ver­sailles to­night, at the Reser­voirs; you can send his let­ters on to him there.’ ”

			“But who was this gen­tle­man? By what right did he speak?”

			“I don’t know.”

			Gourel felt un­easy. It all struck him as rather queer.

			“Have you the key?”

			“No. Mr. Kes­sel­bach had spe­cial keys made.”

			“Let’s go and look.”

			Gourel rang again furi­ously. Noth­ing happened. He was about to go when, sud­denly, he bent down and clapped his ear to the key­hole:

			“Listen. … I seem to hear … Why, yes … it’s quite dis­tinct. … I hear moans. …”

			He gave the door a tre­mend­ous blow with his fist.

			“But, sir, you have not the right …”

			“Oh, hang the right!”

			He struck the door with re­newed force, but to so little pur­pose that he aban­doned the at­tempt forth­with:

			“Quick, quick, a lock­smith!”

			One of the waiters star­ted off at a run. Gourel, blus­ter­ing and un­de­cided, walked to and fro. The ser­vants from the oth­er floors col­lec­ted in groups. People from the of­fice, from the man­ager’s de­part­ment ar­rived. Gourel cried:

			“But why shouldn’t we go in though the ad­join­ing rooms? Do they com­mu­nic­ate with this suite?”

			“Yes; but the com­mu­nic­at­ing doors are al­ways bolted on both sides.”

			“Then I shall tele­phone to the de­tect­ive-of­fice,” said Gourel, to whose mind ob­vi­ously there ex­is­ted no sal­va­tion without his chief.

			“And to the com­mis­sary of po­lice,” ob­served someone.

			“Yes, if you like,” he replied, in the tone of a gen­tle­man who took little or no in­terest in that form­al­ity.

			When he re­turned from the tele­phone, the lock­smith had nearly fin­ished try­ing the keys. The last worked the lock. Gourel walked briskly in.

			He at once hastened in the dir­ec­tion from which the moans came and hit against the bod­ies of Chap­man the sec­ret­ary, and Ed­wards the manser­vant. One of them, Chap­man, had suc­ceeded, by dint of pa­tience, in loosen­ing his gag a little and was ut­ter­ing short, stifled moans. The oth­er seemed asleep.

			They were re­leased. But Gourel was anxious:

			“Where’s Mr. Kes­sel­bach?”

			He went in­to the sit­ting-room. Mr. Kes­sel­bach was sit­ting strapped to the back of the arm­chair, near the table. His head hung on his chest.

			“He has fain­ted,” said Gourel, go­ing up to him. “He must have ex­er­ted him­self bey­ond his strength.”

			Swiftly he cut the cords that fastened the shoulders. The body fell for­ward in an in­ert mass. Gourel caught it in his arms and star­ted back with a cry of hor­ror:

			“Why, he’s dead! Feel … his hands are ice-cold! And look at his eyes!”

			Someone ven­tured the opin­ion:

			“An apo­plect­ic stroke, no doubt … or else heart-fail­ure.”

			“True, there’s no sign of a wound … it’s a nat­ur­al death.”

			They laid the body on the sofa and un­fastened the clothes. But red stains at once ap­peared on the white shirt; and, when they pushed it back, they saw that, near the heart, the chest bore a little scratch through which had trickled a thin stream of blood.

			And on the shirt was pinned a card. Gourel bent for­ward. It was Arsène Lupin’s card, blood­stained like the rest.

			Then Gourel drew him­self up, au­thor­it­at­ively and sharply:

			“Murdered! … Arsène Lupin! … Leave the flat. … Leave the flat, all of you! … No one must stay here or in the bed­room. … Let the two men be re­moved and seen to else­where! … Leave the flat … and don’t touch a thing …

			“The chief is on his way! …”

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Blue-Edged La­bel

			
			“Arsène Lupin!”

			Gourel re­peated these two fate­ful words with an ab­so­lutely pet­ri­fied air. They rang with­in him like a knell. Arsène Lupin! The great, the for­mid­able Arsène Lupin. The burg­lar-king, the mighty ad­ven­turer! Was it pos­sible?

			“No, no,” he muttered, “it’s not pos­sible, be­cause he’s dead!”

			Only that was just it … was he really dead?

			Arsène Lupin!

			Stand­ing be­side the corpse, he re­mained dull and stunned, turn­ing the card over and over with a cer­tain dread, as though he had been chal­lenged by a ghost. Arsène Lupin! What ought he to do? Act? Take the field with his re­sources? No, no … bet­ter not act. … He was bound to make mis­takes if he entered the lists with an ad­versary of that stamp. Be­sides, the chief was on his way!

			The chief was on his way! All Gourel’s in­tel­lec­tu­al philo­sophy was summed up in that short sen­tence. An able, per­sever­ing of­ficer, full of cour­age and ex­per­i­ence and en­dowed with Her­culean strength, he was one of those who go ahead only when obey­ing dir­ec­tions and who do good work only when ordered. And this lack of ini­ti­at­ive had be­come still more marked since M. Len­or­mand had taken the place of M. Dudouis in the de­tect­ive-ser­vice. M. Len­or­mand was a chief in­deed! With him, one was sure of be­ing on the right track. So sure, even, that Gourel stopped the mo­ment that the chief’s in­cent­ive was no longer be­hind him.

			But the chief was on his way! Gourel took out his watch and cal­cu­lated the ex­act time when he would ar­rive. If only the com­mis­sary of po­lice did not get there first, if only the ex­amin­ing-ma­gis­trate, who was no doubt already ap­poin­ted, or the di­vi­sion­al sur­geon, did not come to make in­op­por­tune dis­cov­er­ies be­fore the chief had time to fix the es­sen­tial points of the case in his mind!

			“Well, Gourel, what are you dream­ing about?”

			“The chief!”

			M. Len­or­mand was still a young man, if you took stock only of the ex­pres­sion of his face and his eyes gleam­ing through his spec­tacles; but he was al­most an old man when you saw his bent back, his skin dry and yel­low as wax, his grizzled hair and beard, his whole de­crep­it, hes­it­at­ing, un­healthy ap­pear­ance. He had spent his life la­bor­i­ously in the colon­ies as gov­ern­ment com­mis­sary, in the most dan­ger­ous posts. He had there ac­quired a series of fevers; an in­dom­it­able en­ergy, not­with­stand­ing his phys­ic­al wear­i­ness; the habit of liv­ing alone, of talk­ing little and act­ing in si­lence; a cer­tain mis­an­thropy; and, sud­denly, at the age of fifty-five, in con­sequence of the fam­ous case of the three Span­iards at Biskra, a great and well-earned no­tori­ety.

			The in­justice was then re­paired; and he was straight­way trans­ferred to Bor­deaux, was next ap­poin­ted deputy in Par­is, and lastly, on the death of M. Dudouis, chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice. And in each of these posts he dis­played such a curi­ous fac­ulty of in­vent­ive­ness in his pro­ceed­ings, such re­source­ful­ness, so many new and ori­gin­al qual­it­ies; and above all, he achieved such cor­rect res­ults in the con­duct of the last four or five cases with which pub­lic opin­ion had been stirred, that his name was quoted in the same breath with those of the most cel­eb­rated de­tect­ives.

			Gourel, for his part, had no hes­it­a­tion. Him­self a fa­vour­ite of the chief, who liked him for his frank­ness and his pass­ive obed­i­ence, he set the chief above them all. The chief to him was an idol, an in­fal­lible god.

			M. Len­or­mand seemed more tired than usu­al that day. He sat down wear­ily, par­ted the tails of his frock-coat—an old frock-coat, fam­ous for its an­ti­quated cut and its olive-green hue—un­tied his necker­chief—an equally fam­ous ma­roon-col­oured necker­chief, res­ted his two hands on his stick, and said:

			“Speak!”

			Gourel told all that he had seen, and all that he had learnt, and told it briefly, ac­cord­ing to the habit which the chief had taught him.

			But, when he pro­duced Lupin’s card, M. Len­or­mand gave a start:

			“Lupin!”

			“Yes, Lupin. The brute’s bobbed up again.”

			“That’s all right, that’s all right,” said M. Len­or­mand, after a mo­ment’s thought.

			“That’s all right, of course,” said Gourel, who loved to add a word of his own to the rare speeches of a su­per­i­or whose only fault in his eyes was an un­due reti­cence. “That’s all right, for at last you will meas­ure your strength with an ad­versary worthy of you. … And Lupin will meet his mas­ter. … Lupin will cease to ex­ist. … Lupin …”

			“Fer­ret!” said M. Len­or­mand, cut­ting him short.

			It was like an or­der giv­en by a sports­man to his dog. And Gourel fer­reted after the man­ner of a good dog, a lively and in­tel­li­gent an­im­al, work­ing un­der his mas­ter’s eyes. M. Len­or­mand poin­ted his stick to a corner, to an easy chair, just as one points to a bush or a tuft of grass, and Gourel beat up the bush or the tuft of grass with con­scien­tious thor­ough­ness.

			“Noth­ing,” said the ser­geant, when he fin­ished.

			“Noth­ing for you!” grunted M. Len­or­mand.

			“That’s what I meant to say. … I know that, for you, chief, there are things that talk like hu­man be­ings, real liv­ing wit­nesses. For all that, here is a murder well and duly ad­ded to our score against Mas­ter Lupin.”

			“The first,” ob­served M. Len­or­mand.

			“The first, yes. … But it was bound to come. You can’t lead that sort of life without, soon­er or later, be­ing driv­en by cir­cum­stances to ser­i­ous crime. Mr. Kes­sel­bach must have de­fen­ded him­self. …”

			“No, be­cause he was bound.”

			“That’s true,” owned Gourel, some­what dis­con­cer­tedly, “and it’s rather curi­ous too. … Why kill an ad­versary who has prac­tic­ally ceased to ex­ist? … But, no mat­ter, if I had collared him yes­ter­day, when we were face to face at the hall-door …”

			M. Len­or­mand had stepped out on the bal­cony. Then he went to Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s bed­room, on the right, and tried the fasten­ings of the win­dows and doors.

			“The win­dows of both rooms were shut when I came in,” said Gourel.

			“Shut, or just pushed to?”

			“No one has touched them since. And they are shut, chief.”

			A sound of voices brought them back to the sit­ting-room. Here they found the di­vi­sion­al sur­geon, en­gaged in ex­amin­ing the body, and M. Former­ie, the ma­gis­trate. M. Former­ie ex­claimed:

			“Arsène Lupin! I am glad that at last a lucky chance has brought me in­to touch with that scoun­drel again! I’ll show the fel­low the stuff I’m made of! … And this time it’s a murder! … It’s a fight between you and me now, Mas­ter Lupin!”

			M. Former­ie had not for­got­ten the strange ad­ven­ture of the Prin­cesse de Lam­balle’s dia­dem, nor the won­der­ful way in which Lupin had tricked him a few years be­fore.1 The thing had re­mained fam­ous in the an­nals of the law-courts. People still laughed at it; and in M. Former­ie it had left a just feel­ing of re­sent­ment, com­bined with the long­ing for a strik­ing re­venge.

			“The nature of the crime is self-evid­ent,” he de­clared, with a great air of con­vic­tion, “and we shall have no dif­fi­culty in dis­cov­er­ing the motive. So all is well. … M. Len­or­mand, how do you do? … I am de­lighted to see you. …”

			M. Former­ie was not in the least de­lighted. On the con­trary, M. Len­or­mand’s pres­ence did not please him at all, see­ing that the chief de­tect­ive hardly took the trouble to dis­guise the con­tempt in which he held him. How­ever, the ma­gis­trate drew him­self up and, in his most sol­emn tones:

			“So, doc­tor, you con­sider that death took place about a dozen hours ago, per­haps more! … That, in fact, was my own idea. … We are quite agreed. … And the in­stru­ment of the crime?”

			“A knife with a very thin blade, Mon­sieur le Juge d’In­struc­tion,” replied the sur­geon. “Look, the blade has been wiped on the dead man’s own handker­chief. …”

			“Just so … just so … you can see the mark. … And now let us go and ques­tion Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s sec­ret­ary and manser­vant. I have no doubt that their ex­am­in­a­tion will throw some more light on the case.”

			Chap­man, who to­geth­er with Ed­wards, had been moved to his own room, on the left of the sit­ting-room, had already re­covered from his ex­per­i­ences. He de­scribed in de­tail the events of the pre­vi­ous day, Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s rest­less­ness, the ex­pec­ted vis­it of the Col­on­el and, lastly, the at­tack of which they had been the vic­tims.

			“Aha!” cried M. Former­ie. “So there’s an ac­com­plice! And you heard his name! … Marco, you say? … This is very im­port­ant. When we’ve got the ac­com­plice, we shall be a good deal fur­ther ad­vanced. …”

			“Yes, but we’ve not got him,” M. Len­or­mand ven­tured to re­mark.

			“We shall see. … One thing at a time. … And then, Mr. Chap­man, this Marco went away im­me­di­ately after M. Gourel had rung the bell?”

			“Yes, we heard him go.”

			“And after he went, did you hear noth­ing else?”

			“Yes … from time to time, but vaguely. … The door was shut.”

			“And what sort of noises did you hear?”

			“Bursts of voices. The man …”

			“Call him by his name, Arsène Lupin.”

			“Arsène Lupin must have tele­phoned.”

			“Cap­it­al! We will ex­am­ine the per­son of the hotel who has charge of the branch ex­change com­mu­nic­at­ing with the out­side. And, af­ter­ward, did you hear him go out, too?”

			“He came in to see if we were still bound; and, a quarter of an hour later, he went away, clos­ing the hall-door after him.”

			“Yes, as soon as his crime was com­mit­ted. Good. … Good. … It all fits in. … And, after that?”

			“After that, we heard noth­ing more. … The night passed. … I fell asleep from ex­haus­tion. … So did Ed­wards. … And it was not un­til this morn­ing …”

			“Yes, I know. … There, it’s not go­ing badly … it all fits in. …”

			And, mark­ing off the stages of his in­vest­ig­a­tion, in a tone as though he were enu­mer­at­ing so many vic­tor­ies over the stranger, he muttered thought­fully:

			“The ac­com­plice … the tele­phone … the time of the murder … the sounds that were heard. … Good. … Very good. … We have still to es­tab­lish the motive of the crime. … In this case, as we have Lupin to deal with, the motive is ob­vi­ous. M. Len­or­mand, have you no­ticed the least sign of any­thing be­ing broken open?”

			“No.”

			“Then the rob­bery must have been ef­fected upon the per­son of the vic­tim him­self. Has his pock­et­book been found?”

			“I left it in the pock­et of his jack­et,” said Gourel.

			They all went in­to the sit­ting-room, where M. Former­ie dis­covered that the pock­et­book con­tained noth­ing but vis­it­ing-cards and pa­pers es­tab­lish­ing the murdered man’s iden­tity.

			“That’s odd. Mr. Chap­man, can you tell us if Mr. Kes­sel­bach had any money on him?”

			“Yes. On the pre­vi­ous day—that is, on Monday, the day be­fore yes­ter­day—we went to the Crédit Ly­o­n­nais, where Mr. Kes­sel­bach hired a safe …”

			“A safe at the Crédit Ly­o­n­nais? Good. … We must look in­to that.”

			“And, be­fore we left, Mr. Kes­sel­bach opened an ac­count and drew out five or six thou­sand francs in bank­notes.”

			“Ex­cel­lent … that tells us just what we want to know.”

			Chap­man con­tin­ued:

			“There is an­oth­er point, Mon­sieur le Juge d’In­struc­tion. Mr. Kes­sel­bach, who for some days had been very un­easy in his mind—I have told you the reas­on: a scheme to which he at­tached the ut­most im­port­ance—Mr. Kes­sel­bach seemed par­tic­u­larly anxious about two things. There was, first, a little ebony box, which he put away safely at the Crédit Ly­o­n­nais; and, next, a little black mo­rocco notecase, in which he kept a few pa­pers.”

			“And where is that?”

			“Be­fore Lupin’s ar­rival, he put it, in my pres­ence, in­to that trav­el­ling-bag.”

			M. Former­ie took the bag and felt about in it. The notecase was not there. He rubbed his hands:

			“Ah, everything fits in! … We know the cul­prit, the con­di­tions and the motive of the crime. This case won’t take long. Are we quite agreed upon everything, M. Len­or­mand?”

			“Upon not one single thing.”

			There was a mo­ment of stu­pefac­tion. The com­mis­sary of po­lice had ar­rived: and, be­hind him, in spite of the con­stables keep­ing the door, a troop of journ­al­ists, and the hotel staff had forced their way in and were stand­ing in the en­trance-lobby.

			No­tori­ous though the old fel­low was for his blunt­ness—a blunt­ness which was not without a cer­tain dis­cour­tesy and which had already pro­cured him an oc­ca­sion­al rep­rim­and in high quar­ters—the ab­rupt­ness of this reply took every­one aback. And M. Former­ie in par­tic­u­lar ap­peared ut­terly non­plussed:

			“Still,” he said, “I can see noth­ing that isn’t quite simple. Lupin is the thief. …”

			“Why did he com­mit the murder?” M. Len­or­mand flung at him.

			“In or­der to com­mit the theft.”

			“I beg your par­don; the wit­nesses’ story proves that the theft took place be­fore the murder. Mr. Kes­sel­bach was first bound and gagged, then robbed. Why should Lupin, who has nev­er re­sor­ted to murder, choose this time to kill a man whom he had rendered help­less and whom he had already robbed?”

			The ex­amin­ing-ma­gis­trate stroked his long, fair whiskers, with the ges­ture cus­tom­ary to him when a ques­tion seemed in­cap­able of solu­tion. He replied in a thought­ful tone:

			“There are sev­er­al an­swers to that. …”

			“What are they?”

			“It de­pends … it de­pends upon a num­ber of facts as yet un­known. … And, moreover, the ob­jec­tion ap­plies only to the nature of the motives. We are agreed as to the re­mainder.”

			“No.”

			This time, again, the deni­al was flat, blunt, al­most im­pol­ite; so much so that the ma­gis­trate was ab­so­lutely non­plussed, dared not even raise a protest, and re­mained abashed in the pres­ence of this strange col­lab­or­at­or. At last he said:

			“We all have our the­or­ies. I should like to know yours.”

			“I have none.”

			The chief de­tect­ive rose and, lean­ing on his stick, took a few steps through the room. All the people around him were si­lent. … And it was rather curi­ous, in a group in which, after all, his po­s­i­tion was only that of an aux­il­i­ary, a sub­or­din­ate, to see this ail­ing, de­crep­it, eld­erly man dom­in­ate the oth­ers by the sheer force of an au­thor­ity which they had to feel, even though they did not ac­cept it. After a long pause he said:

			“I should like to in­spect the rooms which ad­join this suite.”

			The man­ager showed him the plan of the hotel. The only way out of the right-hand bed­room, which was Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s, was through the little en­trance-hall of the suite. But the bed­room on the left, the room oc­cu­pied by the sec­ret­ary, com­mu­nic­ated with an­oth­er apart­ment.

			“Let us in­spect it,” said M. Len­or­mand.

			M. Former­ie could not help shrug­ging his shoulders and growl­ing:

			“But the com­mu­nic­at­ing door is bolted and the win­dow locked.”

			“Let us in­spect it,” re­peated M. Len­or­mand.

			He was taken in­to the apart­ment, which was the first of the five rooms re­served for Mrs. Kes­sel­bach. Then, at his re­quest, he was taken to the rooms lead­ing out of it. All the com­mu­nic­at­ing doors were bolted on both sides.

			“Are not any of these rooms oc­cu­pied?” he asked.

			“No.”

			“Where are the keys?”

			“The keys are al­ways kept in the of­fice.”

			“Then no one can have got in? …”

			“No one, ex­cept the floor-waiter who airs and dusts the rooms.”

			“Send for him, please.”

			The man, whose name was Gust­ave Beudot, replied that he had closed the win­dows of five rooms on the pre­vi­ous day in ac­cord­ance with his gen­er­al in­struc­tions.

			“At what time?”

			“At six o’clock in the even­ing.”

			“And you no­ticed noth­ing?”

			“No, sir.”

			“And, this morn­ing … ?”

			“This morn­ing, I opened the win­dows at eight o’clock ex­actly.”

			“And you found noth­ing?”

			He hes­it­ated. He was pressed with ques­tions and ended by ad­mit­ting:

			“Well, I picked up a ci­gar­ette-case near the fire­place in 420. … I in­ten­ded to take it to the of­fice this even­ing.”

			“Have you it on you?”

			“No, it is in my room. It is a gun­met­al case. It has a space for to­bacco and ci­gar­ette-pa­pers on one side and for matches on the oth­er. There are two ini­tials in gold: an L and an M. …”

			“What’s that?”

			Chap­man had stepped for­ward. He seemed greatly sur­prised and, ques­tion­ing the ser­vant:

			“A gun­met­al ci­gar­ette-case, you say?”

			“Yes.”

			“With three com­part­ments—for to­bacco, ci­gar­ette-pa­pers, and matches. … Rus­si­an to­bacco, wasn’t it, very fine and light?”

			“Yes.”

			“Go and fetch it. … I should like to see it for my­self … to make sure. …”

			At a sign from the chief de­tect­ive, Gust­ave Beudot left the room.

			M. Len­or­mand sat down and his keen eyes ex­amined the car­pet, the fur­niture and the cur­tains. He asked:

			“This is room 420, is it not?”

			“Yes.”

			The ma­gis­trate grinned:

			“I should very much like to know what con­nec­tion you es­tab­lish between this in­cid­ent and the tragedy. Five locked doors sep­ar­ate us from the room in which Mr. Kes­sel­bach was murdered.”

			M. Len­or­mand did not con­des­cend to reply.

			Time passed. Gust­ave did not re­turn.

			“Where does he sleep?” asked the chief de­tect­ive.

			“On the sixth floor,” answered the man­ager. “The room is on the Rue de Judée side: above this, there­fore. It’s curi­ous that he’s not back yet.”

			“Would you have the kind­ness to send someone to see?”

			The man­ager went him­self, ac­com­pan­ied by Chap­man. A few minutes after, he re­turned alone, run­ning, with every mark of con­sterna­tion on his face.

			“Well?”

			“Dead!”

			“Murdered?”

			“Yes.”

			“Oh, by thun­der, how clev­er these scoun­drels are!” roared M. Len­or­mand, “Off with you, Gourel, and have the doors of the hotel locked. … Watch every out­let. … And you, Mr. Man­ager, please take us to Gust­ave Beudot’s room.”

			The man­ager led the way. But as they left the room, M. Len­or­mand stooped and picked up a tiny little round piece of pa­per, on which his eyes had already fixed them­selves.

			It was a la­bel sur­roun­ded with a blue bor­der and marked with the num­ber 813. He put it in his pock­et, on chance, and joined the oth­ers. …

			

			A small wound in the back, between the shoulder-blades. …

			“Ex­actly the same wound as Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s,” de­clared the doc­tor.

			“Yes,” said M. Len­or­mand, “it was the same hand that struck the blow and the same weapon was used.”

			Judging by the po­s­i­tion of the body, the man had been sur­prised when on his knees be­fore the bed, feel­ing un­der the mat­tress for the ci­gar­ette-case which he had hid­den there. His arm was still caught between the mat­tress and the bed, but the ci­gar­ette-case was not to be found.

			“That ci­gar­ette-case must have been dev­il­ish com­prom­ising!” tim­idly sug­ges­ted M. Former­ie, who no longer dared put for­ward any def­in­ite opin­ion.

			“Well, of course!” said the chief de­tect­ive.

			“At any rate, we know the ini­tials: an L and an M. And with that, to­geth­er with what Mr. Chap­man ap­pears to know, we shall eas­ily learn. …”

			M. Len­or­mand gave a start:

			“Chap­man! But where is he?”

			They looked in the pas­sage among the groups of people crowded to­geth­er. Chap­man was not there.

			“Mr. Chap­man came with me,” said the man­ager.

			“Yes, yes, I know, but he did not come back with you.”

			“No, I left him with the corpse.”

			“You left him! … Alone?”

			“I said to him, ‘Stay here … don’t move.’ ”

			“And was there no one about? Did you see no one?”

			“In the pas­sage? No.”

			“But in the oth­er at­tics? … Or else, look here, round that corner: was there no one hid­ing there?”

			M. Len­or­mand seemed greatly ex­cited. He walked up and down, he opened the doors of the rooms. And, sud­denly, he set off at a run, with an agil­ity of which no one would have thought him cap­able. He rattled down the six storeys, fol­lowed at a dis­tance by the man­ager and the ex­amin­ing-ma­gis­trate. At the bot­tom, he found Gourel in front of the main door.

			“Has no one gone out?”

			“No, chief.”

			“What about the oth­er door, in the Rue Or­vi­eto?”

			“I have pos­ted Dieuzy there.”

			“With firm or­ders?”

			“Yes, chief.”

			The huge hall of the hotel was crowded with anxious vis­it­ors, all com­ment­ing on the more or less ac­cur­ate ver­sions that had reached them of the crime. All the ser­vants had been summoned by tele­phone and were ar­riv­ing, one by one. M. Len­or­mand ques­tioned them without delay. None of them was able to sup­ply the least in­form­a­tion. But a fifth-floor cham­ber­maid ap­peared. Ten minutes earli­er, or there­abouts, she had passed two gen­tle­men who were com­ing down the ser­vants’ stair­case between the fifth and the fourth floors.

			“They came down very fast. The one in front was hold­ing the oth­er by the hand. I was sur­prised to see those two gen­tle­men on the ser­vants’ stair­case.”

			“Would you know them again?”

			“Not the first one. He had his head turned the oth­er way. He was a thin, fair man. He wore a soft black hat … and black clothes.”

			“And the oth­er?”

			“Oh, the oth­er was an Eng­lish­man, with a big, clean-shaven face and a check suit. He had no hat on.”

			The de­scrip­tion ob­vi­ously re­ferred to Chap­man.

			The wo­man ad­ded:

			“He looked … he looked quite funny … as if he was mad.”

			Gourel’s word was not enough for M. Len­or­mand. One after the oth­er, he ques­tioned the un­der-port­ers stand­ing at the two doors:

			“Did you know Mr. Chap­man?”

			“Yes, sir, he al­ways spoke to us.”

			“And you have not seen him go out?”

			“No, sir. He has not been out this morn­ing.”

			M. Len­or­mand turned to the com­mis­sary of po­lice: “How many men have you with you, Mon­sieur le Com­mis­saire?”

			“Four.”

			“That’s not suf­fi­cient. Tele­phone to your sec­ret­ary to send you all the men avail­able. And please be so good as your­self to or­gan­ize the closest watch at every out­let. The state of siege, Mon­sieur le Com­mis­saire. …”

			“But I say,” pro­tested the man­ager, “my cus­tom­ers?”

			“I don’t care a hang, sir, for your cus­tom­ers! My duty comes be­fore everything; and my duty is at all costs to ar­rest. …”

			“So you be­lieve …” the ex­amin­ing-ma­gis­trate ven­tured to in­ter­pol­ate.

			“I don’t be­lieve, mon­sieur … I am sure that the per­pet­rat­or of both the murders is still in the hotel.”

			“But then Chap­man …”

			“At this mo­ment, I can­not guar­an­tee that Chap­man is still alive. In any case, it is only a ques­tion of minutes, of seconds. … Gourel, take two men and search all the rooms on the fourth floor. … Mr. Man­ager, send one of your clerks with them. … As for the oth­er floors, I shall pro­ceed as soon as we are re­in­forced. Come, Gourel, off with you, and keep your eyes open. … It’s big game you’re hunt­ing!”

			Gourel and his men hur­ried away. M. Len­or­mand him­self re­mained in the hall, near the of­fice. This time, he did not think of sit­ting down, as his cus­tom was. He walked from the main en­trance to the door in the Rue Or­vi­eto and re­turned to the point from which he had star­ted. At in­ter­vals he gave in­struc­tions:

			“Mr. Man­ager, see that the kit­chens are watched. They may try to es­cape that way. … Mr. Man­ager, in­struct your young lady at the tele­phone not to put any of the people in the hotel in­to com­mu­nic­a­tion with out­side sub­scribers. If a call comes from the out­side, she can con­nect the caller with the per­son asked for, but she must take a note of that per­son’s name. … Mr. Man­ager, have a list made out of all your vis­it­ors whose name be­gins with an L or an M.”

			The ten­sion caught the spec­tat­ors by the throat, as they stood clustered in the middle of the hall, si­lent and gasp­ing for breath, shak­ing with fear at the least sound, ob­sessed by the in­fernal im­age of the mur­der­er. Where was he hid­ing? Would he show him­self? Was he not one of them­selves: this one, per­haps … or that one? …

			And all eyes were turned on the gray-haired gen­tle­man in spec­tacles, an olive-green frock-coat and a ma­roon-colored necker­chief, who was walk­ing about, with his bent back, on a pair of shaky legs.

			At times, one of the waiters ac­com­pa­ny­ing Ser­geant Gourel on his search would come run­ning up.

			“Any news?” asked M. Len­or­mand.

			“No, sir, we’ve found noth­ing.”

			The man­ager made two at­tempts to in­duce him to re­lax his or­ders re­gard­ing the doors. The situ­ation was be­com­ing in­tol­er­able. The of­fice was filled with loudly-protest­ing vis­it­ors, who had busi­ness out­side, or who had ar­ranged to leave Par­is.

			“I don’t care a hang!” said M. Len­or­mand again.

			“But I know them all.”

			“I con­grat­u­late you.”

			“You are ex­ceed­ing your powers.”

			“I know.”

			“The law will de­cide against you.”

			“I’m con­vinced of that.”

			“Mon­sieur le Juge d’In­struc­tion him­self. …”

			“M. Former­ie had bet­ter not in­ter­fere. He can mind his own busi­ness, which is to ex­am­ine the ser­vants, as he is do­ing now. Be­sides, it has noth­ing to do with the ex­amin­ing-ma­gis­trate, it has to do with the po­lice. It’s my af­fair.”

			Just then a squad of po­lice burst in­to the hotel. The chief de­tect­ive di­vided them in­to sev­er­al sec­tions which he sent up to the third floor. Then, ad­dress­ing the com­mis­sary of po­lice:

			“My dear com­mis­sary, I leave the task of watch­ing the doors to you. No weak­ness, I en­treat you. I will take the re­spons­ib­il­ity for any­thing that hap­pens.”

			And, turn­ing to the lift, he had him­self con­veyed to the second floor.

			

			It was a dif­fi­cult busi­ness and a long one, for they had to open the doors of the sixty bed­rooms, to in­spect all the bath­rooms, all the re­cesses, all the cup­boards, every nook and corner.

			And it was also fruit­less. An hour later, on the stroke of twelve, M. Len­or­mand had just done the second floor; the oth­er parties had not yet fin­ished the up­per floors; and no dis­cov­ery had been made.

			M. Len­or­mand hes­it­ated: had the mur­der­er re­treated to the at­tics?

			He was de­cid­ing, how­ever, to go down­stairs, when he was told that Mrs. Kes­sel­bach had just ar­rived with her lady-com­pan­ion. Ed­wards, the old con­fid­en­tial manser­vant, had ac­cep­ted the task of in­form­ing her of Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s death.

			M. Len­or­mand found her in one of the draw­ing rooms, over­come by the un­ex­pec­ted shock, dry-eyed, but with her fea­tures wrung with grief and her body trem­bling all over, as though con­vulsed with fever. She was a rather tall, dark wo­man; and her black and ex­ceed­ingly beau­ti­ful eyes were filled with gold, with little gold spots, like spangles gleam­ing in the dark. Her hus­band had met her in Hol­land, where Dolores was born of an old fam­ily of Span­ish ori­gin, the Amontis. He fell in love with her at first sight; and for four years the har­mony between them, built up of mu­tu­al af­fec­tion and de­vo­tion, had nev­er been in­ter­rup­ted.

			M. Len­or­mand in­tro­duced him­self. She looked at him without reply­ing; and he was si­lent, for she did not ap­pear, in her stupor, to un­der­stand what he said. Then, sud­denly, she began to shed co­pi­ous tears and asked to be taken to her hus­band.

			In the hall, M. Len­or­mand found Gourel, who was look­ing for him and who rushed at him with a hat which he held in his hand:

			“I picked this up, chief. … There’s no doubt whom it be­longs to, is there?”

			It was a soft, black felt hat and re­sembled the de­scrip­tion giv­en. There was no lin­ing or la­bel in­side it.

			“Where did you pick it up?”

			“On the second-floor land­ing of the ser­vants’ stair­case.”

			“Noth­ing on the oth­er floors?”

			“Noth­ing. We’ve searched every­where. There is only the first floor left. And this hat shows that the man went down so far. We’re burn­ing, chief!”

			“I think so.”

			At the foot of the stairs M. Len­or­mand stopped:

			“Go back to the com­mis­sary and give him my or­ders: he must post two men at the foot of each of the four stair­cases, re­volver in hand. And they are to fire, if ne­ces­sary. Un­der­stand this, Gourel: if Chap­man is not saved and if the fel­low es­capes, it means my resig­na­tion. I’ve been wool­gath­er­ing for over two hours.”

			He went up the stairs. On the first floor he met two po­lice­men leav­ing a bed­room, ac­com­pan­ied by a ser­vant of the hotel.

			The pas­sage was deser­ted. The hotel staff dared not ven­ture in­to it. Some of the per­man­ent vis­it­ors had locked them­selves in their rooms; and the po­lice had to knock for a long time and pro­claim who they were be­fore they could get the doors opened.

			Farther on, M. Len­or­mand saw an­oth­er group of po­lice­men search­ing the maid’s pantry and, at the end of a long pas­sage, he saw some more men who were ap­proach­ing the turn­ing, that is to say, that part of the pas­sage which con­tained the rooms over­look­ing the Rue de Judée.

			And, sud­denly, he heard these men shout­ing; and they dis­ap­peared at a run.

			He hur­ried after them.

			The po­lice­men had stopped in the middle of the pas­sage. At their feet, block­ing their way, with its face on the car­pet, lay a corpse.

			M. Len­or­mand bent down and took the life­less head in his hands:

			“Chap­man,” he muttered. “He is dead.”

			He ex­amined the body. A white knit­ted silk muffler was tied round the neck. He un­did it. Red stains ap­peared; and he saw that the muffler held a thick wad of cot­ton-wool in po­s­i­tion against the nape of the neck. The wad was soaked with blood.

			Once again there was the same little wound, clean, frank and piti­less.

			M. Former­ie and the com­mis­sary were at once told and came hasten­ing up.

			“No one gone out?” asked the chief de­tect­ive. “No sur­prise?”

			“No,” said the com­mis­sary. “There are two men on guard at the foot of each stair­case.”

			“Per­haps he has gone up again?” said M. Former­ie.

			“No! … No! …”

			“But someone must have met him. …”

			“No. … This all happened quite a long time ago. The hands are cold. … The murder must have been com­mit­ted al­most im­me­di­ately after the oth­er … as soon as the two men came here by the ser­vants’ stair­case.”

			“But the body would have been seen! Think, fifty people must have passed this spot dur­ing the last two hours. …”

			“The body was not here.”

			“Then where was it?”

			“Why, how can I tell?” snapped the chief de­tect­ive. “Do as I’m do­ing, look for your­self! You can’t find things by talk­ing.”

			He furi­ously pat­ted the knob of his stick with a twitch­ing hand; and he stood there, with his eyes fixed on the body, si­lent and thought­ful. At last he spoke:

			“Mon­sieur le Com­mis­saire, be so good as to have the vic­tim taken to an empty room. Let them fetch the doc­tor. Mr. Man­ager, would you mind open­ing the doors of all the rooms on this pas­sage for me?”

			On the left were three bed­rooms and two sit­ting-rooms, form­ing an empty suite, which M. Len­or­mand in­spec­ted. On the right were four bed­rooms. Two were oc­cu­pied re­spect­ively by a M. Re­ver­d­at and an Itali­an, Bar­on Gi­ac­omini, who were both then out. In the third room they found an eld­erly Eng­lish maid­en lady still in bed; and, in the fourth, an Eng­lish­man who was pla­cidly read­ing and smoking and who had not been in the least dis­turbed by the noises in the pas­sage. His name was Ma­jor Par­bury.

			No amount of search­ing or ques­tion­ing led to any res­ult. The old maid had heard noth­ing be­fore the ex­clam­a­tions of the po­lice­man: no noise of a struggle, no cry of pain, no sound of quar­rel­ing; and Ma­jor Par­bury neither.

			Moreover, there was no sus­pi­cious clue found, no trace of blood, noth­ing to lead them to sup­pose that the un­for­tu­nate Chap­man had been in one of those rooms.

			“It’s queer,” muttered the ex­amin­ing-ma­gis­trate, “it’s all very queer. …” And he con­fessed, in­genu­ously, “I feel more and more at sea. … There is a whole series of cir­cum­stances that are partly bey­ond me. What do you make of it, M. Len­or­mand?”

			M. Len­or­mand was on the point of let­ting off one of those poin­ted re­join­ders in which he was wont to give vent to his chron­ic ill-tem­per, when Gourel ap­peared upon the scene, all out of breath.

			“Chief,” he panted, “they’ve found this … down­stairs … in the of­fice … on a chair. …”

			It was a par­cel of mod­er­ate di­men­sions, wrapped up in a piece of black serge.

			“Did they open it?” asked the chief.

			“Yes, but when they saw what the par­cel con­tained, they did it up again ex­actly as it was … fastened very tight, as you can see. …”

			“Un­tie it.”

			Gourel re­moved the wrap­per and dis­closed a black di­ag­on­al jack­et and trousers, which had evid­ently been packed up in a hurry, as the creases in the cloth showed. In the middle was a tow­el, covered with blood, which had been dipped in wa­ter, in or­der, no doubt, to des­troy the marks of the hands that had been wiped on it. In­side the nap­kin was a steel dag­ger, with a handle en­crus­ted with gold. This also was red with blood, the blood of three men stabbed with­in the space of a few hours by an in­vis­ible hand, amid the crowd of three hun­dred people mov­ing about in the huge hotel.

			Ed­wards, the manser­vant, at once iden­ti­fied the dag­ger as be­long­ing to Mr. Kes­sel­bach. He had seen it on the table on the pre­vi­ous day, be­fore the as­sault com­mit­ted by Lupin.

			“Mr. Man­ager,” said the chief de­tect­ive, “the re­stric­tion is over. Gourel, go and give or­ders to leave the doors free.”

			“So you think that Lupin has suc­ceeded in get­ting out?” asked M. Former­ie.

			“No. The per­pet­rat­or of the three murders which we have dis­covered is in one of the rooms of the hotel, or, rather, he is among the vis­it­ors in the hall or in the re­cep­tion-rooms. In my opin­ion, he was stay­ing in the hotel.”

			“Im­possible! Be­sides, where would he have changed his clothes? And what clothes would he have on now?”

			“I don’t know, but I am stat­ing a fact.”

			“And you are let­ting him go? Why, he’ll just walk out quietly, with his hands in his pock­ets!”

			“The one who walks away like that, without his lug­gage, and who does not re­turn, will be the crim­in­al. Mr. Man­ager, please come with me to the of­fice. I should like to make a close in­spec­tion of your vis­it­ors’ book.”

			In the of­fice, M. Len­or­mand found a few let­ters ad­dressed to Mr. Kes­sel­bach. He handed them to the ex­amin­ing-ma­gis­trate. There was also a par­cel that had just come by the Par­is par­cel-post. The pa­per in which it was packed was partly torn; and M. Len­or­mand saw that it held a small ebony box, en­graved with the name of Rudolf Kes­sel­bach. Feel­ing curi­ous, he opened the par­cel. The box con­tained the frag­ments of a look­ing-glass which had evid­ently been fixed to the in­side of the lid. It also con­tained the card of Arsène Lupin.

			But one de­tail seemed to strike the chief de­tect­ive. On the out­side, at the bot­tom of the box, was a little blue-edged la­bel, sim­il­ar to the la­bel which he had picked up in the room on the fourth floor where the ci­gar­ette-case was found, and this la­bel bore the same num­ber, 813.

		
	
		
			
				III

				M. Len­or­mand Opens His Cam­paign

			
			“Au­guste, show M. Len­or­mand in.”

			The mes­sen­ger went out and, a few seconds later, an­nounced the chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice.

			There were three men in the prime min­is­ter’s private room on the Place Beauvau: the fam­ous Valenglay, lead­er of the rad­ic­al party for the past thirty years and now pres­id­ent of the coun­cil and min­is­ter of the in­teri­or; the at­tor­ney-gen­er­al, M. Te­st­ard; and the pre­fect of po­lice, Delaume.

			The pre­fect of po­lice and the at­tor­ney-gen­er­al did not rise from the chairs which they had oc­cu­pied dur­ing their long con­ver­sa­tion with the prime min­is­ter. Valenglay, how­ever, stood up and, press­ing the chief de­tect­ive’s hand, said, in the most cor­di­al tones:

			“I have no doubt, my dear Len­or­mand, that you know the reas­on why I asked you to come.”

			“The Kes­sel­bach case?”

			“Yes.”

			

			The Kes­sel­bach case! Not one of us but is able to re­call not only the main de­tails of this tra­gic af­fair, the tangled skein of which I have set my­self to un­ravel, but even its very smal­lest in­cid­ents, so greatly did the tragedy ex­cite us all dur­ing these re­cent years. Nor is there one of us but re­mem­bers the ex­traordin­ary stir which it cre­ated both in and out­side France. And yet there was one thing that up­set the pub­lic even more than the three murders com­mit­ted in such mys­ter­i­ous cir­cum­stances, more than the de­test­able at­ro­city of that butchery, more than any­thing else; and that was the re­appear­ance—one might al­most say the re­sur­rec­tion—of Arsène Lupin.

			Arsène Lupin! No one had heard speak of him for over four years, since his in­cred­ible, his astound­ing ad­ven­ture of the Hol­low Needle,2 since the day when he had slunk away in­to the dark­ness be­fore the eyes of Her­lock Sholmes and Isidore Beau­tre­let, car­ry­ing on his back the dead body of the wo­man whom he loved, and fol­lowed by his old ser­vant, Vic­toire.

			From that day on­ward he had been gen­er­ally be­lieved to be dead. This was the ver­sion put about by the po­lice, who, find­ing no trace of their ad­versary, were con­tent purely and simply to bury him.

			Some, how­ever, be­liev­ing him to be saved, de­scribed him as lead­ing a pla­cid, Phil­istine ex­ist­ence. Ac­cord­ing to them, he was liv­ing with his wife and chil­dren, grow­ing his small pota­toes; where­as oth­ers main­tained that, bent down with the weight of sor­row and weary of the van­it­ies of this world, he had sought the se­clu­sion of a Trap­pist mon­as­tery.

			And here he was once more loom­ing large in the pub­lic view and re­sum­ing his re­lent­less struggle against so­ci­ety! Arsène Lupin was Arsène Lupin again, the fanci­ful, in­tan­gible, dis­con­cert­ing, au­da­cious, gen­i­al Arsène Lupin! But, this time, a cry of hor­ror arose. Arsène Lupin had taken hu­man life! And the fierce­ness, the cruelty, the ruth­less cyn­icism of the crime were so great that, then and there, the le­gend of the pop­u­lar hero, of the chiv­al­rous and oc­ca­sion­ally sen­ti­ment­al ad­ven­turer, made way for a new con­cep­tion of an in­hu­man, bloodthirsty, and fe­ro­cious mon­ster. The crowd now loathed and feared its former idol with more in­tens­ity than it had once shown in ad­mir­ing him for his easy grace and his di­vert­ing good-hu­mor.

			And, forth­with, the in­dig­na­tion of that frightened crowd turned against the po­lice. Formerly, people had laughed. They for­gave the beaten com­mis­sary of po­lice for the com­ic­al fash­ion in which he al­lowed him­self to be beaten. But the joke had las­ted too long; and, in a burst of re­volt and fury, they now called the au­thor­it­ies to ac­count for the un­speak­able crimes which these were power­less to pre­vent.

			In the press, at pub­lic meet­ings, in the streets and even in the tribune of the Cham­ber of Depu­ties there was such an ex­plo­sion of wrath that the gov­ern­ment grew alarmed and strove by every pos­sible means to al­lay the pub­lic ex­cite­ment.

			It so happened that Valenglay, the premi­er, took a great in­terest in all these po­lice ques­tions and had of­ten amused him­self by go­ing closely in­to dif­fer­ent cases with the chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice, whose good qual­it­ies and in­de­pend­ent char­ac­ter he val­ued highly. He sent for the pre­fect and the at­tor­ney-gen­er­al to see him in his room, talked to them and then sent for M. Len­or­mand.

			

			“Yes, my dear Len­or­mand, it’s about the Kes­sel­bach case. But, be­fore we dis­cuss it, I must call your at­ten­tion to a point which more par­tic­u­larly af­fects and, I may say, an­noys Mon­sieur le Préfet de Po­lice. M. Delaume, will you ex­plain to M. Len­or­mand … ?”

			“Oh, M. Len­or­mand knows quite well how the mat­ter stands,” said the pre­fect, in a tone which showed but little good­will to­ward his sub­or­din­ate. “We have talked it over already and I have told him what I thought of his im­prop­er con­duct at the Palace Hotel. People are gen­er­ally in­dig­nant.”

			M. Len­or­mand rose, took a pa­per from his pock­et and laid it on the table.

			“What is this?” asked Valenglay.

			“My resig­na­tion, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent du Con­seil.”

			Valenglay gave a jump:

			“What! Your resig­na­tion! For a well-mean­ing re­mark which Mon­sieur le Préfet thinks fit to ad­dress to you and to which, for that mat­ter, he at­taches no im­port­ance whatever—do you, Delaume? No im­port­ance whatever—and there you go, tak­ing of­fence! You must con­fess, my dear Len­or­mand, that you’re dev­il­ish touchy! Come, put that bit of pa­per back in your pock­et and let’s talk ser­i­ously.”

			The chief de­tect­ive sat down again, and Valenglay, si­len­cing the pre­fect, who made no at­tempt to con­ceal his dis­sat­is­fac­tion, said:

			“In two words, Len­or­mand, the thing is that Lupin’s re­appear­ance upon the scene an­noys us. The brute has de­fied us long enough. It used to be funny, I con­fess, and I, for my part, was the first to laugh at it. But it’s no longer a ques­tion of that. It’s a ques­tion of murder now. We could stand Lupin, as long as he amused the gal­lery. But, when he takes to killing people, no!”

			“Then what is it that you ask, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent?”

			“What we ask? Oh, it’s quite simple! First, his ar­rest and then his head!”

			“I can prom­ise you his ar­rest, some day or an­oth­er, but not his head.”

			“What! If he’s ar­res­ted, it means tri­al for murder, a ver­dict of guilty, and the scaf­fold.”

			“No!”

			“And why not?”

			“Be­cause Lupin has not com­mit­ted murder.”

			“Eh? Why, you’re mad, Len­or­mand! The corpses at the Palace Hotel are so many in­ven­tions, I sup­pose! And the three murders were nev­er com­mit­ted!”

			“Yes, but not by Lupin.”

			The chief spoke these words very stead­ily, with im­press­ive calmness and con­vic­tion. The at­tor­ney and the pre­fect pro­tested.

			“I pre­sume, Len­or­mand,” said Valenglay, “that you do not put for­ward that the­ory without ser­i­ous reas­ons?”

			“It is not a the­ory.”

			“What proof have you?”

			“There are two, to be­gin with, two proofs of a mor­al nature, which I at once placed be­fore Mon­sieur le Juge d’In­struc­tion and which the news­pa­pers have laid stress upon. First and fore­most, Lupin does not kill people. Next, why should he have killed any­body, see­ing that the ob­ject which he set out to achieve, the theft, was ac­com­plished and that he had noth­ing to fear from an ad­versary who was gagged and bound?”

			“Very well. But the facts?”

			“Facts are worth noth­ing against reas­on and lo­gic; and, moreover, the facts also are on my side. What would be the mean­ing of Lupin’s pres­ence in the room in which the ci­gar­ette-case was dis­covered? On the oth­er hand, the black clothes which were found and which evid­ently be­longed to the mur­der­er are not in the least of a size to fit Lupin.”

			“You know him, then, do you?”

			“I? No. But Ed­wards saw him, Gourel saw him; and the man whom they saw is not the man whom the cham­ber­maid saw, on the ser­vants’ stair­case, drag­ging Chap­man by the hand.”

			“Then your idea …”

			“You mean to say, the truth, M. le Présid­ent. Here it is, or, at least, here is the truth as far as I know it. On Tues­day, the 16th of April, a man—Lupin—broke in­to Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s room at about two o’clock in the af­ter­noon. …”

			M. Len­or­mand was in­ter­rup­ted by a burst of laughter. It came from the pre­fect of po­lice.

			“Let me tell you, M. Len­or­mand, that you are in rather too great a hurry to state your pre­cise facts. It has been shown that, at three o’clock on that day, Mr. Kes­sel­bach walked in­to the Crédit Ly­o­n­nais and went down to the safe de­pos­it. His sig­na­ture in the re­gister proves it.”

			M. Len­or­mand waited re­spect­fully un­til his su­per­i­or had fin­ished speak­ing. Then, without even troub­ling to reply dir­ectly to the at­tack, he con­tin­ued:

			“At about two o’clock in the af­ter­noon, Lupin, as­sisted by an ac­com­plice, a man named Marco, bound Mr. Kes­sel­bach hand and foot, robbed him of all the loose cash which he had upon him and com­pelled him to re­veal the cipher of his safe at the Crédit Ly­o­n­nais. As soon as the secret was told, Marco left. He joined an­oth­er ac­com­plice, who, profit­ing by a cer­tain re­semb­lance to Mr. Kes­sel­bach—a re­semb­lance which he ac­cen­tu­ated that day by wear­ing clothes sim­il­ar to Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s and put­ting on a pair of gold spec­tacles—entered the Crédit Ly­o­n­nais, im­it­ated Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s sig­na­ture, emp­tied the safe of its con­tents and walked off, ac­com­pan­ied by Marco. Marco at once tele­phoned to Lupin. Lupin, as soon as he was sure that Mr. Kes­sel­bach had not de­ceived him and that the ob­ject of his ex­ped­i­tion was at­tained, went away.”

			Valenglay seemed to waver in his mind:

			“Yes, yes … we’ll ad­mit that. … But what sur­prises me is that a man like Lupin should have risked so much for such a paltry profit: a few bank­notes and the hy­po­thet­ic­al con­tents of a safe.”

			“Lupin was after more than that. He wanted either the mo­rocco en­vel­ope which was in the trav­el­ing-bag, or else the ebony box which was in the safe. He had the ebony box, be­cause he has sent it back empty. There­fore, by this time, he knows, or is in a fair way for know­ing, the fam­ous scheme which Mr. Kes­sel­bach was plan­ning, and which he was dis­cuss­ing with his sec­ret­ary a few minutes be­fore his death.”

			“What was the scheme?”

			“I don’t ex­actly know. The man­ager of Bar­bar­eux’s agency, to whom he had opened his mind about it, has told me that Mr. Kes­sel­bach was look­ing for a man who went by the name of Pierre Le­duc, a man who had lost caste, it ap­pears. Why and how the dis­cov­ery of this per­son was con­nec­ted with the suc­cess of his scheme, I am un­able to say.”

			“Very well,” said Valenglay. “So much for Arsène Lupin. His part is played. Mr. Kes­sel­bach is bound hand and foot, robbed, but alive! … What hap­pens up to the time when he is found dead?”

			“Noth­ing, for sev­er­al hours, noth­ing un­til night. But, dur­ing the night, someone made his way in.”

			“How?”

			“Through room 420, one of the rooms re­served by Mr. Kes­sel­bach. The per­son in ques­tion evid­ently pos­sessed a false key.”

			“But,” ex­claimed the pre­fect of po­lice, “all the doors between that room and Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s flat were bolted; and there were five of them!”

			“There was al­ways the bal­cony.”

			“The bal­cony!”

			“Yes; the bal­cony runs along the whole floor, on the Rue de Judée side.”

			“And what about the spaces in between?”

			“An act­ive man can step across them. Our man did. I have found marks.”

			“But all the win­dows of the suite were shut; and it was as­cer­tained, after the crime, that they were still shut.”

			“All ex­cept one, the sec­ret­ary’s win­dow, Chap­man’s, which was only pushed to. I tried it my­self.”

			This time the prime min­is­ter seemed a little shaken, so lo­gic­al did M. Len­or­mand’s ver­sion seem, so pre­cise and sup­por­ted by such sound facts. He asked, with grow­ing in­terest:

			“But what was the man’s ob­ject in com­ing?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“Ah, you don’t know!”

			“Any more than I know his name.”

			“But why did he kill Mr. Kes­sel­bach?”

			“I don’t know. This all re­mains a mys­tery. The ut­most that we have the right to sup­pose is that he did not come with the in­ten­tion of killing, but with the in­ten­tion, he too, of tak­ing the doc­u­ments con­tained in the mo­rocco notecase and the ebony box; and that, find­ing him­self by ac­ci­dent in the pres­ence of the en­emy re­duced to a state of help­less­ness, he killed him.”

			Valenglay muttered:

			“Yes, strictly speak­ing, that is pos­sible. … And, ac­cord­ing to you, did he find the doc­u­ments?”

			“He did not find the box, be­cause it was not there; but he found the black mo­rocco notecase. So that Lupin and … the oth­er are in the same po­s­i­tion. Each knows as much as the oth­er about the Kes­sel­bach scheme.”

			“That means,” re­marked the premi­er, “that they will fight.”

			“Ex­actly. And the fight has already be­gun. The mur­der­er, find­ing a card of Arsène Lupin’s, pinned it to the corpse. All the ap­pear­ances would thus be against Arsène Lupin … there­fore, Arsène Lupin would be the mur­der­er.”

			“True … true,” said Valenglay. “The cal­cu­la­tion seemed pretty ac­cur­ate.”

			“And the stratagem would have suc­ceeded,” con­tin­ued M. Len­or­mand, “if in con­sequence of an­oth­er and a less fa­vor­able ac­ci­dent, the mur­der­er had not, either in com­ing or go­ing, dropped his ci­gar­ette-case in room 420, and if the floor-waiter, Gust­ave Beudot, had not picked it up. From that mo­ment, know­ing him­self to be dis­covered, or on the point of be­ing dis­covered …”

			“How did he know it?”

			“How? Why, through M. Former­ie, the ex­amin­ing-ma­gis­trate, him­self! The in­vest­ig­a­tion took place with open doors. It is cer­tain that the mur­der­er was con­cealed among the people, mem­bers of the hotel staff and journ­al­ists, who were present when Gust­ave Beudot was giv­ing his evid­ence; and when the ma­gis­trate sent Gust­ave Beudot to his at­tic to fetch the ci­gar­ette-case, the man fol­lowed and struck the blow. Second vic­tim!”

			No one pro­tested now. The tragedy was be­ing re­con­struc­ted be­fore their eyes with a real­ism and a prob­able ac­cur­acy which were equally strik­ing.

			“And the third vic­tim?” asked Valenglay.

			“He him­self gave the ruf­fi­an his op­por­tun­ity. When Beudot did not re­turn, Chap­man, curi­ous to see the ci­gar­ette-case for him­self, went up­stairs with the man­ager of the hotel. He was sur­prised by the mur­der­er, dragged away by him, taken to one of the bed­rooms and murdered in his turn.”

			“But why did he al­low him­self to be dragged away like that and to be led by a man whom he knew to be the mur­der­er of Mr. Kes­sel­bach and of Gust­ave Beudot?”

			“I don’t know, any more than I know the room in which the crime was com­mit­ted, or the really mi­ra­cu­lous way in which the crim­in­al es­caped.”

			“Some­thing has been said about two blue la­bels.”

			“Yes, one was found on the box which Lupin sent back; and the oth­er was found by me and doubt­less came from the mo­rocco notecase stolen by the mur­der­er.”

			“Well?”

			“I don’t think that they mean any­thing. What does mean some­thing is the num­ber 813, which Mr. Kes­sel­bach wrote on each of them. His hand­writ­ing has been re­cog­nized.”

			“And that num­ber 813?”

			“It’s a mys­tery.”

			“Then?”

			“I can only reply again that I don’t know.”

			“Have you no sus­pi­cions?”

			“None at all. Two of my men are oc­cupy­ing one of the rooms in the Palace Hotel, on the floor where Chap­man’s body was found. I have had all the people in the hotel watched by these two men. The crim­in­al is not one of those who have left.”

			“Did no one tele­phone while the murders were be­ing com­mit­ted?”

			“Yes, someone tele­phoned from the out­side to Ma­jor Par­bury, one of the four per­sons who oc­cu­pied rooms on the first-floor pas­sage.”

			“And this Ma­jor Par­bury?”

			“I am hav­ing him watched by my men. So far, noth­ing has been dis­covered against him.”

			“And in which dir­ec­tion do you in­tend to seek?”

			“Oh, in a very lim­ited dir­ec­tion. In my opin­ion, the mur­der­er must be numbered among the friends or con­nec­tions of Mr. and Mrs. Kes­sel­bach. He fol­lowed their scent, knew their habits, the reas­on of Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s pres­ence in Par­is; and he at least sus­pec­ted the im­port­ance of Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s plans.”

			“Then he was not a pro­fes­sion­al crim­in­al?”

			“No, no, cer­tainly not! The murder was com­mit­ted with ex­traordin­ary clev­erness and dar­ing, but it was due to cir­cum­stances. I re­peat, we shall have to look among the people form­ing the im­me­di­ate circle of Mr. and Mrs. Kes­sel­bach. And the proof is that Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s mur­der­er killed Gust­ave Beudot for the sole reas­on that the waiter had the ci­gar­ette-case in his pos­ses­sion; and Chap­man for the sole reas­on that the sec­ret­ary knew of its ex­ist­ence. Re­mem­ber Chap­man’s ex­cite­ment: at the mere de­scrip­tion of the ci­gar­ette-case, Chap­man re­ceived a sud­den in­sight in­to the tragedy. If he had seen the ci­gar­ette-case, we should have been fully in­formed. The man, who­ever he may be, was well aware of that: and he put an end to Chap­man. And we know noth­ing, noth­ing but the ini­tials L and M.”

			He re­flec­ted for a mo­ment and said:

			“There is an­oth­er proof, which forms an an­swer to one of your ques­tions, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent: Do you be­lieve that Chap­man would have ac­com­pan­ied that man along the pas­sages and stair­cases of the hotel if he did not already know him?”

			The facts were ac­cu­mu­lat­ing. The truth or, at least, the prob­able truth was gain­ing strength. Many of the points at is­sue, the most in­ter­est­ing, per­haps, re­mained ob­scure. But what a light had been thrown upon the sub­ject! Short of the motives that in­spired them, how clearly Len­or­mand’s hear­ers now per­ceived the se­quence of acts per­formed on that tra­gic morn­ing!

			There was a pause. Every­one was think­ing, seek­ing for ar­gu­ments, for ob­jec­tions. At last, Valenglay ex­claimed:

			“My dear Len­or­mand, this is all quite ex­cel­lent. You have con­vinced me. … But, tak­ing one thing with an­oth­er, we are no fur­ther than we were.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“What I say. The ob­ject of our meet­ing is not to clear up a por­tion of the mys­tery, which, one day, I am sure, you will clear up al­to­geth­er, but to sat­is­fy the pub­lic de­mand as fully as we pos­sibly can. Now wheth­er the mur­der­er is Lupin or an­oth­er; wheth­er there are two crim­in­als, or three, or only one: all this gives us neither the crim­in­al’s name nor his ar­rest. And the pub­lic con­tin­ues un­der the dis­astrous im­pres­sion that the law is power­less.”

			“What can I do?”

			“Give the pub­lic the def­in­ite sat­is­fac­tion which it de­mands.”

			“But it seems to me that this ex­plan­a­tion ought to be enough. …”

			“Words! The pub­lic wants deeds! One thing alone will sat­is­fy it: an ar­rest.”

			“Hang it all! Hang it all! We can’t ar­rest the first per­son that comes along!”

			“Even that would be bet­ter than ar­rest­ing nobody,” said Valenglay, with a laugh. “Come, have a good look round! Are you sure of Ed­wards, Kes­sel­bach’s ser­vant?”

			“Ab­so­lutely sure. Be­sides … No, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent, it would be dan­ger­ous and ri­dicu­lous; and I am sure that Mr. At­tor­ney-Gen­er­al him­self … There are only two people whom we have the right to ar­rest: the mur­der­er—I don’t know who he is—and Arsène Lupin.”

			“Well?”

			“There is no ques­tion of ar­rest­ing Arsène Lupin, or, at least, it re­quires time, a whole series of meas­ures, which I have not yet had the leis­ure to con­trive, be­cause I looked upon Lupin as settled down … or dead.”

			Valenglay stamped his foot with the im­pa­tience of a man who likes to see his wishes real­ized on the spot:

			“And yet … and yet, my dear Len­or­mand, some­thing must be done … if only for your own sake. You know as well as I do that you have power­ful en­emies … and that, if I were not there … In short, Len­or­mand, you can’t be al­lowed to get out of it like this. What are you do­ing about the ac­com­plices? There are oth­ers be­sides Lupin. There is Marco; and there’s the rogue who im­per­son­ated Mr. Kes­sel­bach in or­der to vis­it the cel­lars of the Crédit Ly­o­n­nais.”

			“Would you be sat­is­fied if you got him, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent?”

			“Would I be sat­is­fied? Heav­ens alive, I should think I would!”

			“Well, give me sev­en days.”

			“Sev­en days! Why, it’s not a ques­tion of days, my dear Len­or­mand! It’s a ques­tion of hours!”

			“How many will you give me, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent?”

			Valenglay took out his watch and chuckled:

			“I will give you ten minutes, my dear Len­or­mand!”

			The chief took out his, and em­phas­iz­ing each syl­lable, said calmly:

			“That is four minutes more than I want, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent.”

			Valenglay looked at him in amazement.

			“Four minutes more than you want? What do you mean by that?”

			“I mean, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent, that the ten minutes which you al­low me are su­per­flu­ous. I want six, and not one minute more.”

			“Oh, but look here, Len­or­mand … if you ima­gine that this is the time for jok­ing …”

			The chief de­tect­ive went to the win­dow and beckoned to two men who were walk­ing round the court­yard.

			Then he re­turned:

			“Mr. At­tor­ney-Gen­er­al, would you have the kind­ness to sign a war­rant for the ar­rest of Au­guste Max­im­in Phil­ippe Dail­er­on, aged forty-sev­en? You might leave the pro­fes­sion open.”

			He went to the door:

			“Come in, Gourel. You, too, Dieuzy.”

			Gourel entered, ac­com­pan­ied by In­spect­or Dieuzy.

			“Have you the hand­cuffs, Gourel?”

			“Yes, chief.”

			M. Len­or­mand went up to Valenglay:

			“Mon­sieur le Présid­ent, everything is ready. But I en­treat you most ur­gently to fore­go this ar­rest. It up­sets all my plans; it may render them abort­ive; and, for the sake of what, after all, is a very tri­fling sat­is­fac­tion, it ex­poses us to the risk of jeop­ard­iz­ing the whole busi­ness.”

			“M. Len­or­mand, let me re­mark that you have only eighty seconds left.”

			The chief sup­pressed a ges­ture of an­noy­ance, strode across the room and, lean­ing on his stick, sat down an­grily, as though he had de­cided not to speak. Then, sud­denly mak­ing up his mind:

			“Mon­sieur le Présid­ent, the first per­son who enters this room will be the man whose ar­rest you asked for … against my wish, as I in­sist on point­ing out to you.”

			“Fif­teen seconds, Len­or­mand!”

			“Gourel … Dieuzy … the first per­son, do you un­der­stand? … Mr. At­tor­ney, have you signed the war­rant?”

			“Ten seconds, Len­or­mand!”

			“Mon­sieur le Présid­ent, would you be so good as to ring the bell?”

			Valenglay rang.

			The mes­sen­ger ap­peared in the door­way and waited.

			Valenglay turned to the chief:

			“Well, Len­or­mand, he’s wait­ing for your or­ders. Whom is he to show in?”

			“No one.”

			“But the rogue whose ar­rest you prom­ised us? The six minutes are more than past.”

			“Yes, but the rogue is here!”

			“Here? I don’t un­der­stand. No one has entered the room!”

			“I beg your par­don.”

			“Oh, I say. … Look here, Len­or­mand, you’re mak­ing fun of us. I tell you again that no one has entered the room.”

			“There were six of us in this room, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent; there are sev­en now. Con­sequently, someone has entered the room.”

			Valenglay star­ted:

			“Eh! But this is mad­ness! … What! You mean to say …”

			The two de­tect­ives had slipped between the mes­sen­ger and the door. M. Len­or­mand walked up to the mes­sen­ger, clapped his hand on his shoulder and, in a loud voice:

			“In the name of the law, Au­guste Max­im­in Phil­ippe Dail­er­on, chief mes­sen­ger at the Min­istry of the In­teri­or, I ar­rest you.”

			Valenglay burst out laugh­ing.

			“Oh, what a joke! What a joke! That in­fernal Len­or­mand! Of all the first-rate no­tions! Well done, Len­or­mand! It’s long since I en­joyed so good a laugh.”

			M. Len­or­mand turned to the at­tor­ney-gen­er­al:

			“Mr. At­tor­ney, you won’t for­get to fill in Mas­ter Dail­er­on’s pro­fes­sion on the war­rant, will you? Chief mes­sen­ger at the Min­istry of the In­teri­or.”

			“Oh, good! … Oh, cap­it­al! … Chief mes­sen­ger at the Min­istry of the In­teri­or!” spluttered Valenglay, hold­ing his sides. “Oh, this won­der­ful Len­or­mand gets hold of ideas that would nev­er oc­cur to any­body else! The pub­lic is clam­or­ing for an ar­rest. … Whoosh, he flings at its head my chief mes­sen­ger … Au­guste … the mod­el ser­vant! Well, Len­or­mand, my dear fel­low, I knew you had a cer­tain gift of ima­gin­a­tion, but I nev­er sus­pec­ted that it would go so far as this! The im­per­tin­ence of it!”

			From the com­mence­ment of this scene, Au­guste had not stirred a limb and seemed to un­der­stand noth­ing of what was go­ing on around him. His face, the typ­ic­al face of a good, loy­al, faith­ful serving-man, seemed ab­so­lutely be­wildered. He looked at the gen­tle­men turn and turn about, with a vis­ible ef­fort to catch the mean­ing of their words.

			M. Len­or­mand said a few words to Gourel, who went out. Then, go­ing up to Au­guste and speak­ing with great de­cision, he said:

			“There’s no way out of it. You’re caught. The best thing to do, when the game is lost, is to throw down your cards. What were you do­ing on Tues­day?”

			“I? Noth­ing. I was here.”

			“You lie. You were off duty. You went out for the day.”

			“Oh, yes … I re­mem­ber … I had a friend to see me from the coun­try. … We went for a walk in the Bois.”

			“Your friend’s name was Marco. And you went for a walk in the cel­lars of the Crédit Ly­o­n­nais.”

			“I? What an idea! … Marco! … I don’t know any­one by that name.”

			“And these? Do you know these?” cried the chief, thrust­ing a pair of gold-rimmed spec­tacles un­der his nose.

			“No … cer­tainly not. … I don’t wear spec­tacles. …”

			“Yes, you do; you wear them when you go to the Crédit Ly­o­n­nais and when you pass your­self off as Mr. Kes­sel­bach. These come from your room, the room which you oc­cupy, un­der the name of M. Jérôme, at No. 50 Rue du Col­isee.”

			“My room? My room? I sleep here, at the of­fice.”

			“But you change your clothes over there, to play your parts in Lupin’s gang.”

			A blow in the chest made him stag­ger back. Au­guste reached the win­dow at a bound, climbed over the bal­cony and jumped in­to the court­yard.

			“Dash it all!” shouted Valenglay. “The scoun­drel!”

			He rang the bell, ran to the win­dow, wanted to call out. M. Len­or­mand, with the greatest calm, said:

			“Don’t ex­cite your­self, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent …”

			“But that black­guard of an Au­guste …”

			“One second, please. … I foresaw this end­ing … in fact, I al­lowed for it. … It’s the best con­fes­sion we could have. …”

			Yield­ing in the pres­ence of this cool­ness, Valenglay re­sumed his seat. In a mo­ment, Gourel entered, with his hand on the col­lar of Mas­ter Au­guste Max­im­in Phil­ippe Dail­er­on, ali­as Jérôme, chief mes­sen­ger at the Min­istry of the In­teri­or.

			“Bring him, Gourel!” said M. Len­or­mand, as who should say, “Fetch it! Bring it!” to a good re­triev­er car­ry­ing the game in its jaws. “Did he come quietly?”

			“He bit me a little, but I held tight,” replied the ser­geant, show­ing his huge, sinewy hand.

			“Very well, Gourel. And now take this chap off to the Dépôt in a cab. Good­bye for the present, M. Jérôme.”

			Valenglay was im­mensely amused. He rubbed his hands and laughed. The idea that his chief mes­sen­ger was one of Lupin’s ac­com­plices struck him as a most de­light­fully ludicrous thing.

			“Well done, my dear Len­or­mand; this is won­der­ful! But how on earth did you man­age it?”

			“Oh, in the simplest pos­sible fash­ion. I knew that Mr. Kes­sel­bach was em­ploy­ing the Bar­bar­eux agency and that Lupin had called on him, pre­tend­ing to come from the agency. I hunted in that dir­ec­tion and dis­covered that, when the in­dis­cre­tion was com­mit­ted to the pre­ju­dice of Mr. Kes­sel­bach and of Bar­bar­eux, it could only have been to the ad­vant­age of one Jérôme, a friend of one of the clerks at the agency. If you had not ordered me to hustle things, I should have watched the mes­sen­ger and caught Marco and then Lupin.”

			“You’ll catch them, Len­or­mand, you’ll catch them, I as­sure you. And we shall be as­sist­ing at the most ex­cit­ing spec­tacle in the world: the struggle between Lupin and your­self. I shall bet on you.”

			

			The next morn­ing the news­pa­pers pub­lished the fol­low­ing let­ter:

			
				
					“Open Let­ter to M. Len­or­mand, Chief of the De­tect­ive-ser­vice.

				
				“All my con­grat­u­la­tions, dear sir and dear friend, on your ar­rest of Jérôme the mes­sen­ger. It was a smart piece of work, well ex­ecuted and worthy of you.

				“All my com­pli­ments, also, on the in­geni­ous man­ner in which you proved to the prime min­is­ter that I was not Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s mur­der­er. Your demon­stra­tion was clear, lo­gic­al, ir­re­fut­able and, what is more, truth­ful. As you know, I do not kill people. Thank you for prov­ing it on this oc­ca­sion. The es­teem of my con­tem­por­ar­ies and of your­self, dear sir and dear friend, are in­dis­pens­able to my hap­pi­ness.

				“In re­turn, al­low me to as­sist you in the pur­suit of the mon­strous as­sas­sin and to give you a hand with the Kes­sel­bach case, a very in­ter­est­ing case, be­lieve me: so in­ter­est­ing and so worthy of my at­ten­tion that I have de­term­ined to is­sue from the re­tire­ment in which I have been liv­ing for the past four years, between my books and my good dog Sher­lock, to beat all my com­rades to arms and to throw my­self once more in­to the fray.

				“What un­ex­pec­ted turns life some­times takes! Here am I, your fel­low-work­er! Let me as­sure you, dear sir and dear friend, that I con­grat­u­late my­self upon it, and that I ap­pre­ci­ate this fa­vor of des­tiny at its true value.

				
					“Arsène Lupin.

					
						“P.S.—One word more, of which I feel sure that you will ap­prove. As it is not right and prop­er that a gen­tle­man who has had the glor­i­ous priv­ilege of fight­ing un­der my ban­ner should lan­guish on the straw of your pris­ons, I feel it my duty to give you fair warn­ing that, in five weeks’ time, on Fri­day, the 31st of May, I shall set at liberty Mas­ter Jérôme, pro­moted by me to the rank of chief mes­sen­ger at the Min­istry of the In­teri­or. Don’t for­get the date: Fri­day, the 31st of May.

						“A. L.”

					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Prince Sernine at Work

			
			A ground-floor flat, at the corner of the Boulevard Hauss­mann and the Rue de Cour­celles. Here lived Prince Sernine: Prince Sernine, one of the most bril­liant mem­bers of the Rus­si­an colony in Par­is, whose name was con­stantly re­cur­ring in the “Ar­rivals and De­par­tures” column in the news­pa­pers.

			El­ev­en o’clock in the morn­ing. The prince entered his study. He was a man of thirty-eight or forty years of age, whose chest­nut hair was mingled with a few sil­ver threads on the temples. He had a fresh, healthy com­plex­ion and wore a large mus­tache and a pair of whiskers cut ex­tremely short, so as to be hardly no­tice­able against the fresh skin of his cheeks.

			He was smartly dressed in a tight-fit­ting frock-coat and a white drill waist­coat, which showed above the open­ing.

			“Come on!” he said, in an un­der­tone. “I have a hard day’s work be­fore me, I ex­pect.”

			He opened a door lead­ing in­to a large room where a few people sat wait­ing, and said:

			“Is Varni­er there? Come in, Varni­er.”

			A man look­ing like a small trades­man, squat, solidly built, firmly set upon his legs, entered at the sum­mons. The prince closed the door be­hind him:

			“Well, Varni­er, how far are you?”

			“Everything’s ready for this even­ing, gov­ernor.”

			“Good. Tell me in a few words.”

			“It’s like this. After her hus­band’s murder, Mrs. Kes­sel­bach, on the strength of the pro­spect­uses which you ordered to be sent to her, se­lec­ted as her res­id­ence the es­tab­lish­ment known as the Re­treat for Gen­tle­wo­men, at Garches. She oc­cu­pies the last of the four small houses, at the bot­tom of the garden, which the man­age­ment lets to ladies who prefer to live quite apart from the oth­er boarders, the house known as the Pa­vil­lon de l’Im­pératrice.”

			“What ser­vants has she?”

			“Her com­pan­ion, Ger­trude, with whom she ar­rived a few hours after the crime, and Ger­trude’s sis­ter Su­z­anne, whom she sent for to Monte Carlo and who acts as her maid. The two sis­ters are de­voted to her.”

			“What about Ed­wards, the valet?”

			“She did not keep him. He has gone back to his own coun­try.”

			“Does she see people?”

			“No. She spends her time ly­ing on a sofa. She seems very weak and ill. She cries a great deal. Yes­ter­day the ex­amin­ing-ma­gis­trate was with her for two hours.”

			“Very good. And now about the young girl.”

			“Mlle. Geneviève Ernemont lives across the way … in a lane run­ning to­ward the open coun­try, the third house on the right in the lane. She keeps a free school for back­ward chil­dren. Her grand­moth­er, Mme. Ernemont, lives with her.”

			“And, ac­cord­ing to what you wrote to me, Geneviève Ernemont and Mrs. Kes­sel­bach have be­come ac­quain­ted?”

			“Yes. The girl went to ask Mrs. Kes­sel­bach for a sub­scrip­tion for her school. They must have taken a lik­ing to each oth­er, for, dur­ing the past four days, they have been walk­ing to­geth­er in the Parc de Vil­len­euve, of which the garden of the Re­treat is only a de­pend­ency.”

			“At what time do they go out?”

			“From five to six. At six o’clock ex­actly the young lady goes back to her school.”

			“So you have ar­ranged the thing?”

			“For six o’clock today. Everything is ready.”

			“Will there be no one there?”

			“There is nev­er any­one in the park at that hour.”

			“Very well. I shall be there. You can go.”

			He sent him out through the door lead­ing to the hall, and, re­turn­ing to the wait­ing-room, called:

			“The broth­ers Doudeville.”

			Two young men entered, a little over­dressed, keen-eyed and pleas­ant-look­ing.

			“Good morn­ing, Jean. Good morn­ing, Jacques. Any news at the Pre­fec­ture?”

			“Noth­ing much, gov­ernor.”

			“Does M. Len­or­mand con­tin­ue to have con­fid­ence in you?”

			“Yes. Next to Gourel, we are his fa­vor­ite in­spect­ors. A proof is that he has pos­ted us in the Palace Hotel to watch the people who were liv­ing on the first-floor pas­sage at the time of Chap­man’s murder. Gourel comes every morn­ing, and we make the same re­port to him that we do to you.”

			“Cap­it­al. It is es­sen­tial that I should be in­formed of all that hap­pens and all that is said at the Pre­fec­ture of Po­lice. As long as Len­or­mand looks upon you as his men, I am mas­ter of the situ­ation. And have you dis­covered a trail of any kind in the hotel?”

			Jean Doudeville, the eld­er of the two, replied:

			“The Eng­lish­wo­man who oc­cu­pied one of the bed­rooms has gone.”

			“That doesn’t in­terest me. I know all about her. But her neigh­bor, Ma­jor Par­bury?”

			They seemed em­bar­rassed. At last, one of them replied:

			“Ma­jor Par­bury, this morn­ing, ordered his lug­gage to be taken to the Gare du Nord, for the twelve-fifty train, and him­self drove away in a mo­tor. We were there when the train left. The ma­jor did not come.”

			“And the lug­gage?”

			“He had it fetched at the sta­tion.”

			“By whom?”

			“By a com­mis­sion­aire, so we were told.”

			“Then his tracks are lost?”

			“Yes.”

			“At last!” cried the prince, joy­fully.

			The oth­ers looked at him in sur­prise.

			“Why, of course,” he said, “that’s a clue!”

			“Do you think so?”

			“Evid­ently. The murder of Chap­man can only have been com­mit­ted in one of the rooms on that pas­sage. Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s mur­der­er took the sec­ret­ary there, to an ac­com­plice, killed him there, changed his clothes there; and, once the mur­der­er had got away, the ac­com­plice placed the corpse in the pas­sage. But which ac­com­plice? The man­ner of Ma­jor Par­bury’s dis­ap­pear­ance goes to show that he knows some­thing of the busi­ness. Quick, tele­phone the good news to M. Len­or­mand or Gourel. The Pre­fec­ture must be in­formed as soon as pos­sible. The people there and I are march­ing hand in hand.”

			He gave them a few more in­junc­tions, con­cern­ing their double role as po­lice-in­spect­ors in the ser­vice of Prince Sernine, and dis­missed them.

			Two vis­it­ors re­mained in the wait­ing-room. He called one of them in:

			“A thou­sand par­dons, Doc­tor,” he said. “I am quite at your or­ders now. How is Pierre Le­duc?”

			“He’s dead.”

			“Aha!” said Sernine. “I ex­pec­ted it, after your note of this morn­ing. But, all the same, the poor beg­gar has not been long. …”

			“He was wasted to a shad­ow. A faint­ing-fit; and it was all over.”

			“Did he not speak?”

			“No.”

			“Are you sure that, from the day when the two of us picked him up un­der the table in that low haunt at Bel­leville, are you sure that nobody in your nurs­ing-home sus­pec­ted that he was the Pierre Le­duc whom the po­lice were look­ing for, the mys­ter­i­ous Pierre Le­duc whom Mr. Kes­sel­bach was try­ing to find at all costs?”

			“Nobody. He had a room to him­self. Moreover, I band­aged up his left hand so that the in­jury to the little fin­ger could not be seen. As for the scar on the cheek, it is hid­den by the beard.”

			“And you looked after him your­self?”

			“My­self. And, ac­cord­ing to your in­struc­tions, I took the op­por­tun­ity of ques­tion­ing him whenev­er he seemed at all clear in his head. But I could nev­er get more than an in­ar­tic­u­late stam­mer­ing out of him.”

			The prince muttered thought­fully:

			“Dead! … So Pierre Le­duc is dead? … The whole Kes­sel­bach case ob­vi­ously turned on him, and now he dis­ap­pears … without a rev­el­a­tion, without a word about him­self, about his past. … Ought I to em­bark on this ad­ven­ture, in which I am still en­tirely in the dark? It’s dan­ger­ous. … I may come to grief. …”

			He re­flec­ted for a mo­ment and ex­claimed:

			“Oh, who cares? I shall go on for all that. It’s no reas­on, be­cause Pierre Le­duc is dead, that I should throw up the game. On the con­trary! And the op­por­tun­ity is too tempt­ing! Pierre Le­duc is dead! Long live Pierre Le­duc! … Go, Doc­tor, go home. I shall ring you up be­fore din­ner.”

			The doc­tor went out.

			“Now then, Phil­ippe,” said Sernine to his last re­main­ing vis­it­or, a little gray-haired man, dressed like a waiter at a hotel, a very tenth-rate hotel, how­ever.

			“You will re­mem­ber, gov­ernor,” Phil­ippe began, “that last week, you made me go as boots to the Hôtel des Deux-Empereurs at Ver­sailles, to keep my eye on a young man.”

			“Yes, I know. … Gérard Baupré. How do things stand with him?”

			“He’s at the end of his re­sources.”

			“Still full of gloomy ideas?”

			“Yes. He wants to kill him­self.”

			“Is he ser­i­ous?”

			“Quite. I found this little note in pen­cil among his pa­pers.”

			“Ah!” said Sernine, read­ing the note. “He an­nounces his sui­cide … and for this even­ing too!”

			“Yes, gov­ernor, he has bought the rope and screwed the hook to the ceil­ing. Thereupon, act­ing on your in­struc­tions, I talked to him. He told me of his dis­tress, and I ad­vised him to ap­ply to you: ‘Prince Sernine is rich,’ I said; ‘he is gen­er­ous; per­haps he will help you.’ ”

			“All this is first-rate. So he is com­ing?”

			“He is here.”

			“How do you know?”

			“I fol­lowed him. He took the train to Par­is, and he is walk­ing up and down the boulevard at this minute. He will make up his mind from one mo­ment to the oth­er.”

			Just then the ser­vant brought in a card. The prince glanced at it and said to the man:

			“Show M. Gérard Baupré in.”

			Then, turn­ing to Phil­ippe:

			“You go in­to the dress­ing-room, here; listen and don’t stir.”

			Left alone, the prince muttered:

			“Why should I hes­it­ate? It’s fate that sends him my way. …”

			A few minutes later a tall young man entered. He was fair and slender, with an ema­ci­ated face and fe­ver­ish eyes, and he stood on the threshold em­bar­rassed, hes­it­at­ing, in the at­ti­tude of a beg­gar who would like to put out his hand for alms and dares not.

			The con­ver­sa­tion was brief:

			“Are you M. Gérard Baupré?”

			“Yes … yes … that is my name.”

			“I have not the hon­or …”

			“It’s like this, sir. … Someone told me …”

			“Who?”

			“A hotel ser­vant … who said he had been in your ser­vice. …”

			“Please come to the point. …”

			“Well! …”

			The young man stopped, taken aback and frightened by the haughty at­ti­tude ad­op­ted by the prince, who ex­claimed:

			“But, sir, there must be some …”

			“Well, sir, the man told me that you were very rich … and very gen­er­ous. … And I thought that you might pos­sibly …”

			He broke off short, in­cap­able of ut­ter­ing the word of pray­er and hu­mi­li­ation.

			Sernine went up to him.

			“M. Gérard Baupré, did you not pub­lish a volume of po­etry called The Smile of Spring?”

			“Yes, yes,” cried the young man, his face light­ing up. “Have you read it?”

			“Yes. … Very pretty, your poems, very pretty. … Only, do you reck­on upon be­ing able to live on what they will bring you?”

			“Cer­tainly … soon­er or later. …”

			“Soon­er or later? Later rather than soon­er, I ex­pect! And, mean­time, you have come to ask me for the where­with­al to live?”

			“For the where­with­al to buy food, sir.”

			Sernine put his hand on the young man’s shoulder and, coldly:

			“Po­ets do not need food, mon­sieur. They live on rhymes and dreams. Do as they do. That is bet­ter than beg­ging for bread.”

			The young man quivered un­der the in­sult. He turned to the door without a word.

			Sernine stopped him:

			“One thing more, mon­sieur. Have you no re­sources of any kind?”

			“None at all.”

			“And you are not reck­on­ing on any­thing?”

			“I have one hope left: I have writ­ten to one of my re­la­tions, im­plor­ing him to send me some­thing. I shall have his an­swer today. It is my last chance.”

			“And, if you have no an­swer, you have doubt­less made up your mind, this very even­ing, to …”

			“Yes, sir.”

			This was said quite plainly and simply.

			Sernine burst out laugh­ing:

			“Bless my soul, what a queer young man you are! And full of art­less con­vic­tion, too! Come and see me again next year, will you? We will talk about all this … it’s so curi­ous, so in­ter­est­ing … and, above all, so funny! … Ha, ha, ha, ha!”

			And, shak­ing with laughter, with af­fected bows and ges­tures, he showed him the door.

			“Phil­ippe,” he said, ad­mit­ting the hotel-ser­vant, “did you hear?”

			“Yes, gov­ernor.”

			“Gérard Baupré is ex­pect­ing a tele­gram this af­ter­noon, a prom­ise of as­sist­ance. …”

			“Yes, it’s his last hope.”

			“He must not re­ceive that tele­gram. If it comes, in­ter­cept it and tear it up.”

			“Very well, gov­ernor.”

			“Are you alone at your hotel?”

			“Yes, with the cook, who does not sleep in. The boss is away.”

			“Good. So we are the mas­ters. Till this even­ing, at el­ev­en. Be off.”

			Prince Sernine went to his room and rang for his ser­vant:

			“My hat, gloves, and stick. Is the car there?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			He dressed, went out, and sank in­to a large, com­fort­able lim­ousine, which took him to the Bois de Boulogne, to the Mar­quis and Mar­quise de Gastyne’s, where he was en­gaged for lunch.

			At half-past two he took leave of his hosts, stopped in the Av­en­ue Kléber, picked up two of his friends and a doc­tor, and at five minutes to three ar­rived at the Parc des Princes.

			At three o’clock he fought a sword duel with the Itali­an Ma­jor Spinelli, cut his ad­versary’s ear in the first bout, and, at a quarter to four, took a bank at the Rue Cam­bon Club, from which he re­tired, at twenty minutes past five, after win­ning forty-sev­en thou­sand francs.

			And all this without hur­ry­ing, with a sort of haughty in­dif­fer­ence, as though the fe­ver­ish activ­ity that sent his life whizz­ing through a whirl of tem­pes­tu­ous deeds and events were the or­din­ary rule of his most peace­ful days.

			“Octave,” he said to his chauf­feur, “go to Garches.”

			And at ten minutes to six he alighted out­side the old walls of the Parc de Vil­len­euve.

			

			Al­though broken up nowadays and spoilt, the Vil­len­euve es­tate still re­tains some­thing of the splendor which it knew at the time when the Empress Eu­génie used to stay there. With its old trees, its lake and the leafy ho­ri­zon of the woods of Saint-Cloud, the land­scape has a cer­tain mel­an­choly grace.

			An im­port­ant part of the es­tate was made over to the Pas­teur In­sti­tute. A smal­ler por­tion, sep­ar­ated from the oth­er by the whole ex­tent of the space re­served for the pub­lic, forms a prop­erty con­tained with­in the walls which is still fairly large, and which com­prises the House of Re­treat, with four isol­ated garden-houses stand­ing around it.

			“That is where Mrs. Kes­sel­bach lives,” said the prince to him­self, catch­ing sight of the roofs of the house and the four garden-houses in the dis­tance.

			He crossed the park and walked to­ward the lake.

			Sud­denly he stopped be­hind a clump of trees. He had seen two ladies against the para­pet of the bridge that crossed the lake:

			“Varni­er and his men must be some­where near. But, by Jove, they are keep­ing jolly well hid­den! I can’t see them any­where. …”

			The two ladies were now strolling across the lawns, un­der the tall, ven­er­able trees. The blue of the sky ap­peared between the branches, which swayed in the peace­ful breeze, and the scent of spring and of young ve­get­a­tion was waf­ted through the air.

			On the grassy slopes that ran down to the mo­tion­less wa­ter, dais­ies, vi­ol­ets, daf­fodils, lilies of the val­ley, all the little flowers of April and May stood grouped, and, here and there, formed con­stel­la­tions of every col­or. The sun was sink­ing on the ho­ri­zon.

			And, all at once, three men star­ted from a thick­et of bushes and made for the two ladies.

			They ac­cos­ted them. A few words were ex­changed. The ladies gave vis­ible signs of dread. One of the men went up to the short­er of the two and tried to snatch the gold purse which she was car­ry­ing in her hand. They cried out; and the three men flung them­selves upon them.

			“Now or nev­er!” said the prince.

			And he rushed for­ward. In ten seconds he had al­most reached the brink of the wa­ter. At his ap­proach, the three men fled.

			“Run away, you vag­a­bonds,” he chuckled; “run for all you are worth! Here’s the res­cuer com­ing!”

			And he set out in pur­suit of them. But one of the ladies en­treated him:

			“Oh, sir, I beg of you … my friend is ill.”

			The short­er lady had fallen on the grass in a dead faint.

			He re­traced his steps and, anxiously:

			“She is not wounded?” he asked. “Did those scoun­drels …”

			“No … no … it’s only the fright … the ex­cite­ment. … Be­sides you will un­der­stand … the lady is Mrs. Kes­sel­bach. …”

			“Oh!” he said.

			He pro­duced a bottle of smelling-salts, which the young­er wo­man at once ap­plied to her friend’s nos­trils. And he ad­ded:

			“Lift the amethyst that serves as a stop­per. … You will see a little box con­tain­ing some tabloids. Give ma­dame one of them … one, no more … they are very strong. …”

			He watched the young wo­man help­ing her friend. She was fair-haired, very simply dressed; and her face was gentle and grave, with a smile that lit up her fea­tures even when she was not smil­ing.

			“That is Geneviève,” he thought. And he re­peated with emo­tion, “Geneviève … Geneviève. …”

			Mean­while, Mrs. Kes­sel­bach gradu­ally re­covered con­scious­ness. She was as­ton­ished at first, seemed not to un­der­stand. Then, her memory re­turn­ing, she thanked her de­liver­er with a move­ment of the head.

			He made a deep bow and said:

			“Al­low me to in­tro­duce my­self. … I am Prince Sernine. …”

			She said, in a faint voice:

			“I do not know how to ex­press my grat­it­ude.”

			“By not ex­press­ing it at all, ma­dame. You must thank chance, the chance that turned my steps in this dir­ec­tion. May I of­fer you my arm?”

			A few minutes later, Mrs. Kes­sel­bach rang at the door of the House of Re­treat and said to the prince:

			“I will ask one more ser­vice of you, mon­sieur. Do not speak of this as­sault.”

			“And yet, ma­dame, it would be the only way of find­ing out …”

			“Any at­tempt to find out would mean an in­quiry; and that would in­volve more noise and fuss about me, ex­am­in­a­tions, fa­tigue; and I am worn out as it is.”

			The prince did not in­sist. Bow­ing to her, he asked:

			“Will you al­low me to call and ask how you are?”

			“Oh, cer­tainly. …”

			She kissed Geneviève and went in­doors.

			Mean­time, night was be­gin­ning to fall. Sernine would not let Geneviève re­turn alone. But they had hardly entered the path, when a fig­ure, stand­ing out against the shad­ow, hastened to­ward them.

			“Grand­moth­er!” cried Geneviève.

			She threw her­self in­to the arms of an old wo­man, who covered her with kisses:

			“Oh, my darling, my darling, what has happened? How late you are! … And you are al­ways so punc­tu­al!”

			Geneviève in­tro­duced the prince:

			“Prince Sernine … Mme. Ernemont, my grand­moth­er. …”

			Then she re­lated the in­cid­ent, and Mme. Ernemont re­peated:

			“Oh, my darling, how frightened you must have been! … I shall nev­er for­get your kind­ness, mon­sieur, I as­sure you. … But how frightened you must have been, my poor darling!”

			“Come, granny, calm your­self, as I am here. …”

			“Yes, but the fright may have done you harm. … One nev­er knows the con­sequences. … Oh, it’s hor­rible! …”

			They went along a hedge, through which a yard planted with trees, a few shrubs, a play­ground and a white house were just vis­ible. Be­hind the house, sheltered by a clump of eld­er-trees ar­ranged to form a covered walk, was a little gate.

			The old lady asked Prince Sernine to come in and led the way to a little draw­ing-room or par­lor. Geneviève asked leave to with­draw for a mo­ment, to go and see her pu­pils, whose sup­per­time it was. The prince and Mme. Ernemont re­mained alone.

			The old lady had a sad and a pale face, un­der her white hair, which ended in two long, loose curls. She was too stout, her walk was heavy and, not­with­stand­ing her ap­pear­ance and her dress, which was that of a lady, she had some­thing a little vul­gar about her; but her eyes were im­mensely kind.

			Prince Sernine went up to her, took her head in his two hands and kissed her on both cheeks:

			“Well, old one, and how are you?”

			She stood dumb­foun­ded, wild-eyed, open-mouthed. The prince kissed her again, laugh­ing.

			She spluttered:

			“You! It’s you! O moth­er of God! … O moth­er of God! … Is it pos­sible! … O moth­er of God! …”

			“My dear old Vic­toire!”

			“Don’t call me that,” she cried, shud­der­ing. “Vic­toire is dead … your old ser­vant no longer ex­ists.3 I be­long en­tirely to Geneviève.” And, lower­ing her voice, “O moth­er of God! … I saw your name in the pa­pers: then it’s true that you have taken to your wicked life again?”

			“As you see.”

			“And yet you swore to me that it was fin­ished, that you were go­ing away for good, that you wanted to be­come an hon­est man.”

			“I tried. I have been try­ing for four years. … You can’t say that I have got my­self talked about dur­ing those four years!”

			“Well?”

			“Well, it bores me.”

			She gave a sigh and asked:

			“Al­ways the same. … You haven’t changed. … Oh, it’s settled, you nev­er will change. … So you are in the Kes­sel­bach case?”

			“Why, of course! But for that, would I have taken the trouble to ar­range for an at­tack on Mrs. Kes­sel­bach at six o’clock, so that I might have the op­por­tun­ity of de­liv­er­ing her from the clutches of my own men at five minutes past? Look­ing upon me as her res­cuer, she is ob­liged to re­ceive me. I am now in the heart of the cit­adel and, while pro­tect­ing the wid­ow, can keep a lookout all round. Ah, you see, the sort of life which I lead does not per­mit me to lounge about and waste my time on little ques­tions of po­lite­ness and such out­side mat­ters. I have to go straight to the point, vi­ol­ently, bru­tally, dra­mat­ic­ally. …”

			She looked at him in dis­may and gasped:

			“I see … I see … it’s all lies about the at­tack. … But then … Geneviève …”

			“Why, I’m killing two birds with one stone! It was as easy to res­cue two as one. Think of the time it would have taken, the ef­forts—use­less ef­forts, per­haps—to worm my­self in­to that child’s friend­ship! What was I to her? What should I be now? An un­known per­son … a stranger. Where­as now I am the res­cuer. In an hour I shall be … the friend.”

			She began to tremble:

			“So … so you did not res­cue Geneviève. … So you are go­ing to mix us up in your af­fairs. …” And, sud­denly, in a fit of re­bel­lion, seiz­ing him by the shoulders, “No, I won’t have it, do you un­der­stand? You brought the child to me one day, say­ing, ‘Here, I en­trust her to you … her fath­er and moth­er are dead … take her un­der your pro­tec­tion.’ Well, she’s un­der my pro­tec­tion now and I shall know how to de­fend her against you and all your man­oeuvrs!”

			Stand­ing straight up­right, in a very de­term­ined at­ti­tude, Mme. Ernemont seemed ready for all emer­gen­cies.

			Slowly and de­lib­er­ately Sernine loosened the two hands, one after the oth­er, that held him, and in his turn, took the old lady by the shoulders, forced her in­to an arm­chair, stooped over and, in a very calm voice, said:

			“Rot!”

			She began to cry and, clasp­ing her hands to­geth­er, im­plored him:

			“I be­seech you, leave us in peace. We were so happy! I thought that you had for­got­ten us and I blessed Heav­en every time a day had passed. Why, yes … I love you just the same. But, Geneviève … you see, there’s noth­ing that I wouldn’t do for that child. She has taken your place in my heart.”

			“So I per­ceive,” said he, laugh­ing. “You would send me to the dev­il with pleas­ure. Come, enough of this non­sense! I have no time to waste. I must talk to Geneviève.”

			“You’re go­ing to talk to her?”

			“Well, is that a crime?”

			“And what have you to tell her?”

			“A secret … a very grave secret … and a very touch­ing one. …”

			The old lady took fright:

			“And one that will cause her sor­row, per­haps? Oh, I fear everything, I fear everything, where she’s con­cerned! …”

			“She is com­ing,” he said.

			“No, not yet.”

			“Yes, yes, I hear her. … Wipe your eyes and be sens­ible.”

			“Listen,” said she, eagerly, “listen. I don’t know what you are go­ing to say, what secret you mean to re­veal to this child whom you don’t know. But I, who do know her, tell you this: Geneviève has a very plucky, very spir­ited, but very sens­it­ive nature. Be care­ful how you choose your words. … You might wound feel­ings … the ex­ist­ence of which you can­not even sus­pect. …”

			“Lord bless me! And why not?”

			“Be­cause she be­longs to an­oth­er race than you, to a dif­fer­ent world. … I mean, a dif­fer­ent mor­al world. … There are things which you are for­bid­den to un­der­stand nowadays. Between you and her, the obstacle is in­sur­mount­able. … Geneviève has the most un­blem­ished and up­right con­science … and you …”

			“And I?”

			“And you are not an hon­est man!”

			Geneviève entered, bright and charm­ing:

			“All my ba­bies have gone to bed; I have ten minutes to spare. … Why, grand­moth­er, what’s the mat­ter? You look quite up­set. … Is it still that busi­ness with the …”

			“No, ma­demois­elle,” said Sernine, “I be­lieve I have had the good for­tune to re­as­sure your grand­moth­er. Only, we were talk­ing of you, of your child­hood; and that is a sub­ject, it seems, which your grand­moth­er can­not touch upon without emo­tion.”

			“Of my child­hood?” said Geneviève, red­den­ing. “Oh, grand­moth­er!”

			“Don’t scold her, ma­demois­elle. The con­ver­sa­tion turned in that dir­ec­tion by ac­ci­dent. It so hap­pens that I have of­ten passed through the little vil­lage where you were brought up.”

			“As­pre­mont?”

			“Yes, As­pre­mont, near Nice. You used to live in a new house, white all over. …”

			“Yes,” she said, “white all over, with a touch of blue paint round the win­dows. … I was only sev­en years old when I left As­pre­mont; but I re­mem­ber the least things of that peri­od. And I have not for­got­ten the glare of the sun on the white front of the house, nor the shade of the eu­ca­lyptus-tree at the bot­tom of the garden.”

			“At the bot­tom of the garden, ma­demois­elle, was a field of olive-trees; and un­der one of those olive-trees stood a table at which your moth­er used to work on hot days. …”

			“That’s true, that’s true,” she said, quite ex­citedly, “I used to play by her side. …”

			“And it was there,” said he, “that I saw your moth­er sev­er­al times. … I re­cog­nized her im­age the mo­ment I set eyes on you … but it was a bright­er, hap­pi­er im­age.”

			“Yes, my poor moth­er was not happy. My fath­er died on the very day of my birth, and noth­ing was ever able to con­sole her. She used to cry a great deal. I still pos­sess a little handker­chief with which I used to dry her tears at that time.”

			“A little handker­chief with a pink pat­tern.”

			“What!” she ex­claimed, seized with sur­prise. “You know …”

			“I was there one day when you were com­fort­ing her. … And you com­for­ted her so pret­tily that the scene re­mained im­pressed on my memory.”

			She gave him a pen­et­rat­ing glance and mur­mured, al­most to her­self:

			“Yes, yes. … I seem to … The ex­pres­sion of your eyes … and then the sound of your voice. …”

			She lowered her eye­lids for a mo­ment and re­flec­ted as if she were vainly try­ing to bring back a re­col­lec­tion that es­caped her. And she con­tin­ued:

			“Then you knew her?”

			“I had some friends liv­ing near As­pre­mont and used to meet her at their house. The last time I saw her, she seemed to me sad­der still … paler … and, when I came back again …”

			“It was all over, was it not?” said Geneviève. “Yes, she went very quickly … in a few weeks … and I was left alone with neigh­bors who sat up with her … and one morn­ing they took her away. … And, on the even­ing of that day, someone came, while I was asleep, and lif­ted me up and wrapped me in blankets. …”

			“A man?” asked the prince.

			“Yes, a man. He talked to me, quite low, very gently … his voice did me good … and, as he car­ried me down the road and also in the car­riage, dur­ing the night, he rocked me in his arms and told me stor­ies … in the same voice … in the same voice …”

			She broke off gradu­ally and looked at him again, more sharply than be­fore and with a more ob­vi­ous ef­fort to seize the fleet­ing im­pres­sion that passed over her at mo­ments. He asked:

			“And then? Where did he take you?”

			“I can’t re­col­lect clearly … it is just as though I had slept for sev­er­al days. … I can re­mem­ber noth­ing be­fore the little town of Montégut, in the Vendée, where I spent the second half of my child­hood, with Fath­er and Moth­er Izer­eau, a worthy couple who reared me and brought me up and whose love and de­vo­tion I shall nev­er for­get.”

			“And did they die, too?”

			“Yes,” she said, “of an epi­dem­ic of typhoid fever in the dis­trict … but I did not know that un­til later. … As soon as they fell ill, I was car­ried off as on the first oc­ca­sion and un­der the same con­di­tions, at night, by someone who also wrapped me up in blankets. … Only, I was big­ger, I struggled, I tried to call out … and he had to close my mouth with a silk handker­chief.”

			“How old were you then?”

			“Four­teen … it was four years ago.”

			“Then you were able to see what the man was like?”

			“No, he hid his face bet­ter and he did not speak a single word to me. … Nev­er­the­less, I have al­ways be­lieved him to be the same one … for I re­mem­ber the same so­li­citude, the same at­tent­ive, care­ful move­ments. …”

			“And after that?”

			“After that, came ob­li­vi­on, sleep, as be­fore. … This time, I was ill, it ap­pears; I was fe­ver­ish. … And I woke in a bright, cheer­ful room. A white-haired lady was bend­ing over me and smil­ing. It was grand­moth­er … and the room was the one in which I now sleep up­stairs.”

			She had re­sumed her happy face, her sweet, ra­di­ant ex­pres­sion; and she ended, with a smile:

			“That was how she be­came my grand­moth­er and how, after a few tri­als, the little As­pre­mont girl now knows the de­lights of a peace­ful life and teaches gram­mar and arith­met­ic to little girls who are either naughty or lazy … but who are all fond of her.”

			She spoke cheer­fully, in a tone at once thought­ful and gay, and it was ob­vi­ous that she pos­sessed a reas­on­able, well-bal­anced mind. Sernine listened to her with grow­ing sur­prise and without try­ing to con­ceal his agit­a­tion:

			“Have you nev­er heard speak of that man since?” he asked.

			“Nev­er.”

			“And would you be glad to see him again?”

			“Oh, very glad.”

			“Well, then, ma­demois­elle …”

			Geneviève gave a start:

			“You know some­thing … the truth per­haps …”

			“No … no … only …”

			He rose and walked up and down the room. From time to time, his eyes fell upon Geneviève; and it looked as though he were on the point of giv­ing a more pre­cise an­swer to the ques­tion which she had put to him. Would he speak?

			Mme. Ernemont awaited with an­guish the rev­el­a­tion of the secret upon which the girl’s fu­ture peace might de­pend.

			He sat down be­side Geneviève, ap­peared to hes­it­ate, and said at last:

			“No … no … just now … an idea oc­curred to me … a re­col­lec­tion …”

			“A re­col­lec­tion? … And …”

			“I was mis­taken. Your story con­tained cer­tain de­tails that misled me.”

			“Are you sure?”

			He hes­it­ated and then de­clared:

			“Ab­so­lutely sure.”

			“Oh,” said she, greatly dis­ap­poin­ted. “I had half guessed … that that man whom I saw twice … that you knew him … that …”

			She did not fin­ish her sen­tence, but waited for an an­swer to the ques­tion which she had put to him without dar­ing to state it com­pletely.

			He was si­lent. Then, in­sist­ing no fur­ther, she bent over Mme. Ernemont:

			“Good night, grand­moth­er. My chil­dren must be in bed by this time, but they could none of them go to sleep be­fore I had kissed them.”

			She held out her hand to the prince:

			“Thank you once more. …”

			“Are you go­ing?” he asked quickly.

			“Yes, if you will ex­cuse me; grand­moth­er will see you out.”

			He bowed low and kissed her hand. As she opened the door, she turned round and smiled. Then she dis­ap­peared. The prince listened to the sound of her foot­steps di­min­ish­ing in the dis­tance and stood stock-still, his face white with emo­tion.

			“Well,” said the old lady, “so you did not speak?”

			“No. …”

			“That secret …”

			“Later. … Today … oddly enough … I was not able to.”

			“Was it so dif­fi­cult? Did not she her­self feel that you were the stranger who took her away twice. … A word would have been enough. …”

			“Later, later,” he re­peated, re­cov­er­ing all his as­sur­ance. “You can un­der­stand … the child hardly knows me. … I must first gain the right to her af­fec­tion, to her love. … When I have giv­en her the life which she de­serves, a won­der­ful life, such as one reads of in fairytales, then I will speak.”

			The old lady tossed her head:

			“I fear that you are mak­ing a great mis­take. Geneviève does not want a won­der­ful life. She has simple tastes.”

			“She has the tastes of all wo­men; and wealth, lux­ury and power give joys which not one of them des­pises.”

			“Yes, Geneviève does. And you would do much bet­ter …”

			“We shall see. For the mo­ment, let me go my own way. And be quite easy. I have not the least in­ten­tion, as you say, of mix­ing her up in any of my man­oeuvrs. She will hardly ever see me. … Only, we had to come in­to con­tact, you know. … That’s done. … Good­bye.”

			He left the school and walked to where his mo­tor­car was wait­ing for him. He was per­fectly happy:

			“She is charm­ing … and so gentle, so grave! Her moth­er’s eyes, eyes that soften you … Heav­ens, how long ago that all is! And what a de­light­ful re­col­lec­tion! A little sad, but so de­light­ful!” And he said, aloud, “Cer­tainly I shall look after her hap­pi­ness! And that at once! This very even­ing! That’s it, this very even­ing she shall have a sweet­heart! Is not love the es­sen­tial con­di­tion of any young girl’s hap­pi­ness?”

			He found his car on the high road:

			“Home,” he said to Octave.

			

			When Sernine reached home, he rang up Neuilly and tele­phoned his in­struc­tions to the friend whom he called the doc­tor. Then he dressed, dined at the Rue Cam­bon Club, spent an hour at the op­era and got in­to his car again:

			“Go to Neuilly, Octave. We are go­ing to fetch the doc­tor. What’s the time?”

			“Half-past ten.”

			“Dash it! Look sharp!”

			Ten minutes later, the car stopped at the end of the Boulevard Inker­man, out­side a villa stand­ing in its own grounds. The doc­tor came down at the sound of the hoot­er. The prince asked:

			“Is the fel­low ready?”

			“Packed up, strung up, sealed up.”

			“In good con­di­tion?”

			“Ex­cel­lent. If everything goes as you tele­phoned, the po­lice will be ut­terly at sea.”

			“That’s what they’re there for. Let’s get him on board.”

			They car­ried in­to the mo­tor a sort of long sack shaped like a hu­man be­ing and ap­par­ently rather heavy. And the prince said:

			“Go to Ver­sailles, Octave, Rue de la Vil­aine. Stop out­side the Hôtel des Deux-Empereurs.”

			“Why, it’s a filthy hotel,” ob­served the doc­tor. “I know it well; a reg­u­lar hov­el.”

			“You needn’t tell me! And it will be a hard piece of work, for me, at least. … But, by Jove, I wouldn’t sell this mo­ment for a for­tune! Who dares pre­tend that life is mono­ton­ous?”

			They reached the Hôtel des Deux-Empereurs. A muddy al­ley; two steps down; and they entered a pas­sage lit by a flick­er­ing lamp.

			Sernine knocked with his fist against a little door.

			A waiter ap­peared, Phil­ippe, the man to whom Sernine had giv­en or­ders, that morn­ing, con­cern­ing Gérard Baupré.

			“Is he here still?” asked the prince.

			“Yes.”

			“The rope?”

			“The knot is made.”

			“He has not re­ceived the tele­gram he was hop­ing for?”

			“I in­ter­cep­ted it: here it is.”

			Sernine took the blue pa­per and read it:

			“Gad!” he said. “It was high time. This is to prom­ise him a thou­sand francs for to­mor­row. Come, for­tune is on my side. A quarter to twelve. … In a quarter of an hour, the poor dev­il will take a leap in­to etern­ity. Show me the way, Phil­ippe. You stay here, Doc­tor.”

			The waiter took the candle. They climbed to the third floor, and, walk­ing on tip­toe, went along a low and evil-smelling cor­ridor, lined with gar­rets and end­ing in a wooden stair­case covered with the musty rem­nants of a car­pet.

			“Can no one hear me?” asked Sernine.

			“No. The two rooms are quite de­tached. But you must be care­ful not to make a mis­take: he is in the room on the left.”

			“Very good. Now go down­stairs. At twelve o’clock, the doc­tor, Octave and you are to carry the fel­low up here, to where we now stand, and wait till I call you.”

			The wooden stair­case had ten treads, which the prince climbed with def­in­ite cau­tion. At the top was a land­ing with two doors. It took Sernine quite five minutes to open the one of the right without break­ing the si­lence with the least sound of a creak­ing hinge.

			A light gleamed through the dark­ness of the room. Feel­ing his way, so as not to knock against one of the chairs, he made for that light. It came from the next room and filtered through a glazed door covered with a tattered hanging.

			The prince pulled the thread­bare stuff aside. The panes were of ground glass, but scratched in parts, so that, by ap­ply­ing one eye, it was easy to see all that happened in the oth­er room.

			Sernine saw a man seated at a table fa­cing him. It was the poet, Gérard Baupré. He was writ­ing by the light of a candle.

			Above his head hung a rope, which was fastened to a hook fixed in the ceil­ing. At the end of the rope was a slip­knot.

			A faint stroke soun­ded from a clock in the street.

			“Five minutes to twelve,” thought Sernine. “Five minutes more.”

			The young man was still writ­ing. After a mo­ment, he put down his pen, col­lec­ted the ten or twelve sheets of pa­per which he had covered and began to read them over.

			What he read did not seem to please him, for an ex­pres­sion of dis­con­tent passed across his face. He tore up his ma­nu­script and burnt the pieces in the flame of the candle.

			Then, with a fevered hand, he wrote a few words on a clean sheet, signed it sav­agely and rose from his chair.

			But, see­ing the rope at ten inches above his head, he sat down again sud­denly with a great shud­der of alarm.

			Sernine dis­tinctly saw his pale fea­tures, his lean cheeks, against which he pressed his clenched fists. A tear trickled slowly down his face, a single, dis­con­sol­ate tear. His eyes gazed in­to space, eyes ter­ri­fy­ing in their un­ut­ter­able sad­ness, eyes that already seemed to be­hold the dread un­known.

			And it was so young a face! Cheeks still so smooth, with not a blem­ish, not a wrinkle! And blue eyes, blue like an east­ern sky! …

			Mid­night … the twelve tra­gic strokes of mid­night, to which so many a des­pair­ing man has hitched the last second of his ex­ist­ence!

			At the twelfth stroke, he stood up again and, bravely this time, without trem­bling, looked at the sin­is­ter rope. He even tried to give a smile, a poor smile, the pi­ti­ful grim­ace of the doomed man whom death has already seized for its own.

			Swiftly he climbed the chair and took the rope in one hand.

			For a mo­ment, he stood there, mo­tion­less: not that he was hes­it­at­ing or lack­ing in cour­age. But this was the su­preme mo­ment, the one minute of grace which a man al­lows him­self be­fore the fatal deed.

			He gazed at the squal­id room to which his evil des­tiny had brought him, the hideous pa­per on the walls, the wretched bed.

			On the table, not a book: all were sold. Not a pho­to­graph, not a let­ter: he had no fath­er, no moth­er, no re­la­tions. What was there to make him cling to life?

			With a sud­den move­ment he put his head in­to the slip­knot and pulled at the rope un­til the noose gripped his neck.

			And, kick­ing the chair from him with both feet, he leapt in­to space.

			

			Ten seconds, fif­teen seconds passed, twenty for­mid­able, etern­al seconds. …

			The body gave two or three jerks. The feet had in­stinct­ively felt for a rest­ing-place. Then noth­ing moved. …

			A few seconds more. … The little glazed door opened.

			Sernine entered.

			Without the least haste he took the sheet of pa­per to which the young man had set his sig­na­ture, and read:

			
				“Tired of liv­ing, ill, pen­ni­less, hope­less, I am tak­ing my own life. Let no one be ac­cused of my death.

				
					“Gérard Baupré.

					“30 April.”

				
			

			He put back the pa­per on the table where it could be seen, picked up the chair and placed it un­der the young man’s feet. He him­self climbed up on the table and, hold­ing the body close to him, lif­ted it up, loosened the slip­knot and passed the head through it.

			The body sank in­to his arms. He let it slide along the table and, jump­ing to the floor, laid it on the bed.

			Then, with the same cool­ness, he opened the door on the pas­sage:

			“Are you there, all the three of you?” he whispered.

			Someone answered from the foot of the wooden stair­case near him:

			“We are here. Are we to hoist up our bundle?”

			“Yes, come along!”

			He took the candle and showed them a light.

			The three men trudged up the stairs, car­ry­ing the sack in which the “fel­low” was tied up.

			“Put him here,” he said, point­ing to the table.

			With a pock­etknife, he cut the cords round the sack. A white sheet ap­peared, which he flung back. In the sheet was a corpse, the corpse of Pierre Le­duc.

			“Poor Pierre Le­duc!” said Sernine. “You will nev­er know what you lost by dy­ing so young! I should have helped you to go far, old chap. How­ever, we must do without your ser­vices. … Now then, Phil­ippe, get up on the table; and you, Octave, on the chair. Lift up his head and fasten the slip­knot.”

			Two minutes later, Pierre Le­duc’s body was swinging at the end of the rope.

			“Cap­it­al, that was quite simple! Now you can all of you go. You, Doc­tor, will call back here to­mor­row morn­ing; you will hear of the sui­cide of a cer­tain Gérard Baupré: you un­der­stand, Gérard Baupré. Here is his farewell let­ter. You will send for the di­vi­sion­al sur­geon and the com­mis­sary; you will ar­range that neither of them no­tices that the de­ceased has a cut fin­ger or a scar on one cheek. …”

			“That’s easy.”

			“And you will man­age so as to have the re­port writ­ten then and there, to your dic­ta­tion.”

			“That’s easy.”

			“Lastly, avoid hav­ing the body sent to the Morgue and make them give per­mis­sion for an im­me­di­ate buri­al.”

			“That’s not so easy.”

			“Try. Have you ex­amined the oth­er one?”

			He poin­ted to the young man ly­ing life­less on the bed.

			“Yes,” said the doc­tor. “The breath­ing is be­com­ing nor­mal. But it was a big risk to run … the ca­rot­id artery might have …”

			“Noth­ing ven­ture, noth­ing have. … How soon will he re­cov­er con­scious­ness?”

			“In a few minutes.”

			“Very well. Oh, by the way, don’t go yet, Doc­tor. Wait for me down­stairs. There is more for you to do.”

			The prince, when he found him­self alone, lit a ci­gar­ette and puffed at it quietly, send­ing little blue rings of smoke float­ing up to the ceil­ing.

			A sigh roused him from his thoughts. He went to the bed. The young man was be­gin­ning to move; and his chest rose and fell vi­ol­ently, like that of a sleep­er un­der the in­flu­ence of a night­mare. He put his hands to his throat, as though he felt a pain there; and this ac­tion sud­denly made him sit up, ter­ri­fied, pant­ing. …

			Then he saw Sernine in front of him:

			“You?” he whispered, without un­der­stand­ing. “You? …”

			He gazed at him stu­pidly, as though he had seen a ghost.

			He again touched his throat, felt round his neck. … And sud­denly he gave a hoarse cry; a mad ter­ror dilated his eyes, made his hair stand on end, shook him from head to foot like an as­pen-leaf! The prince had moved aside; and he saw the man’s corpse hanging from the rope.

			He flung him­self back against the wall. That man, that hanged man, was him­self! He was dead and he was look­ing at his own dead body! Was this a hideous dream that fol­lows upon death? A hal­lu­cin­a­tion that comes to those who are no more and whose dis­trac­ted brain still quivers with a last flick­er­ing gleam of life? …

			His arms struck at the air. For a mo­ment, he seemed to be de­fend­ing him­self against the squal­id vis­ion. Then, ex­hausted, he fain­ted away for the second time.

			“First-rate,” said the prince, with a grin. “A sens­it­ive, im­pres­sion­able nature. … At present, the brain is out of gear. … Come, this is a pro­pi­tious mo­ment. … But, if I don’t get the busi­ness done in twenty minutes … he’ll es­cape me. …”

			He pushed open the door between the two gar­rets, came back to the bed, lif­ted the young man and car­ried him to the bed in the oth­er room. Then he bathed his temples with cold wa­ter and made him sniff at some salts.

			This time, the swoon did not last long.

			Gérard tim­idly opened his eyes and raised them to the ceil­ing. The vis­ion was gone. But the ar­range­ment of the fur­niture, the po­s­i­tion of the table and the fire­place, and cer­tain oth­er de­tails all sur­prised him … And then came the re­mem­brance of his act, the pain which he felt at his throat. …

			He said to the prince:

			“I have had a dream, have I not?”

			“No.”

			“How do you mean, no?” And, sud­denly re­col­lect­ing, “Oh, that’s true, I re­mem­ber. … I meant to kill my­self … and I even …” Bend­ing for­ward anxiously, “But the rest, the vis­ion …”

			“What vis­ion?”

			“The man … the rope … was that a dream? …”

			“No,” said Sernine. “That also was real.”

			“What are you say­ing? What are you say­ing? … Oh, no, no! … I en­treat you! … Wake me, if I am asleep … or else let me die! … But I am dead, am I not? And this is the night­mare of a corpse! … Oh, I feel my brain go­ing! … I en­treat you. …”

			Sernine placed his hand gently on the young man’s head and, bend­ing over him:

			“Listen to me … listen to me care­fully and un­der­stand what I say. You are alive. Your mat­ter and your mind are as they were and live. But Gérard Baupré is dead. You un­der­stand me, do you not? That mem­ber of so­ci­ety who was known as Gérard Baupré has ceased to ex­ist. You have done away with that one. To­mor­row, the re­gis­trar will write in his books, op­pos­ite the name you bore, the word ‘Dead,’ with the date of your de­cease.”

			“It’s a lie!” stammered the ter­ri­fied lad. “It’s a lie! Con­sid­er­ing that I, Gérard Baupré, am here!”

			“You are not Gérard Baupré,” de­clared Sernine. And, point­ing to the open door, “Gérard Baupré is there, in the next room. Do you wish to see him? He is hanging from the nail to which you hooked him. On the table is a let­ter in which you cer­ti­fy his death with your sig­na­ture. It is all quite reg­u­lar, it is all fi­nal. There is no get­ting away from the ir­re­voc­able, bru­tal fact: Gérard Baupré has ceased to ex­ist!”

			The young man listened in des­pair. Grow­ing calmer, now that facts were as­sum­ing a less tra­gic sig­ni­fic­ance, he began to un­der­stand:

			“And then …” he muttered.

			“And then … let us talk.”

			“Yes, yes … let us talk. …”

			“A ci­gar­ette?” asked the prince. “Will you have one? Ah, I see that you are be­com­ing re­con­ciled to life! So much the bet­ter: we shall un­der­stand each oth­er; and that quickly.”

			He lit the young man’s ci­gar­ette and his own and, at once, in a few words uttered in a hard voice, ex­plained him­self:

			“You, the late Gérard Baupré, were weary of life, ill, pen­ni­less, hope­less. … Would you like to be well, rich, and power­ful?”

			“I don’t fol­low you.”

			“It is quite simple. Ac­ci­dent has placed you on my path. You are young, good-look­ing, a poet; you are in­tel­li­gent and—your act of des­pair shows it—you have a fine sense of con­duct. These are qual­it­ies which are rarely found united in one per­son. I value them … and I take them for my ac­count.”

			“They are not for sale.”

			“Idi­ot! Who talks of buy­ing or selling? Keep your con­science. It is too pre­cious a jew­el for me to re­lieve you of it.”

			“Then what do you ask of me?”

			“Your life!” And, point­ing to the bruises on the young man’s throat, “Your life, which you have not known how to em­ploy! Your life, which you have bungled, wasted, des­troyed and which, I pro­pose to build up again, in ac­cord­ance with an ideal of beauty, great­ness and dig­nity that would make you giddy, my lad, if you saw the abyss in­to which my secret thought plunges. …” He had taken Gérard’s head between his hands and he con­tin­ued, eagerly: “You are free! No shackles! You have no longer the weight of your name to bear! You have got rid of that num­ber with which so­ci­ety had stamped you as though brand­ing you on the shoulder. You are free! In this world of slaves where each man bears his la­bel you can either come and go un­known, in­vis­ible, as if you owned Gyges’ ring … or else you can choose your own la­bel, the one you like best! Do you un­der­stand the mag­ni­fi­cent treas­ure which you rep­res­ent to an artist … to your­self, if you like? A vir­gin life, a brand-new life! Your life is the wax which you have the right to fash­ion as you please, ac­cord­ing to the whims of your ima­gin­a­tion and the coun­sels of your reas­on.”

			The young man made a ges­ture ex­press­ive of wear­i­ness:

			“Ah, what would you have me do with that treas­ure? What have I done with it so far? Noth­ing!”

			“Give it to me.”

			“What can you do with it?”

			“Everything. If you are not an artist, I am; and an en­thu­si­ast­ic artist, in­ex­haust­ible, in­dom­it­able, ex­uber­ant. If you have not the Pro­methean fire, I have! Where you failed, I shall suc­ceed. Give me your life.”

			“Words, prom­ises!” cried the young man, whose fea­tures began to glow with an­im­a­tion. “Empty dreams! I know my own worth­less­ness! I know my cow­ardice, my des­pond­ency, my ef­forts that come to noth­ing, all my wretched­ness. To be­gin life anew, I should need a will which I do not pos­sess. …”

			“I pos­sess mine.”

			“Friends. …”

			“You shall have them.”

			“Means. …”

			“I am provid­ing you with means … and such means! You will only have to dip, as one would dip in­to a ma­gic cof­fer.”

			“But who are you?” cried the young man, wildly.

			“To oth­ers, Prince Sernine. … To you … what does it mat­ter? I am more than a prince, more than a king, more than an em­per­or. …”

			“Who are you? … Who are you?” stammered Baupré.

			“The Mas­ter … he who will and who can … he who acts. … There are no bounds to my will, there is none to my power. I am rich­er than the richest man alive, for his for­tune is mine. … I am more power­ful than the migh­ti­est, for their might is at my ser­vice!”

			He took the oth­er’s head in his hands again and, look­ing deep in­to his eyes:

			“Be rich, too … be mighty. … I of­fer you hap­pi­ness … and the joy of liv­ing … and peace for your poet’s brain … and fame and glory also. … Do you ac­cept?”

			“Yes … yes …” whispered Gérard, dazzled and over­mastered. “What am I to do?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“But …”

			“Noth­ing, I say. The whole scaf­fold­ing of my plans rests on you, but you do not count. You have no act­ive part to play. You are, for the mo­ment, but a si­lent act­or, or not even that, but just a pawn which I move along the board.”

			“What shall I do?”

			“Noth­ing. Write po­etry. You shall live as you please. You shall have money. You shall en­joy life. I will not even both­er my head about you. I re­peat, you play no part in my ven­ture.”

			“And who shall I be?”

			Sernine stretched out his arm and poin­ted to the next room:

			“You shall take that man’s place. You are that man!”

			Gérard shuddered with re­volt and dis­gust:

			“Oh, no, he is dead! … And then … it is a crime! … No, I want a new life, made for me, thought out for me … an un­known name. …”

			“That man, I tell you!” cried Sernine, ir­res­ist­ible in his en­ergy and au­thor­ity. “You shall be that man and none oth­er! That man, be­cause his des­tiny is mag­ni­fi­cent, be­cause his name is il­lus­tri­ous, and be­cause he hands down to you a thrice-ven­er­able her­it­age of an­ces­tral dig­nity and pride.”

			“It is a crime!” moaned Baupré, fal­ter­ing.

			“You shall be that man!” spoke Sernine, with un­par­alleled vehe­mence. “You shall be that man! If not, you be­come Baupré again; and over Baupré I own rights of life and death. Choose.”

			He drew his re­volver, cocked it and took aim at the young man:

			“Choose,” he re­peated.

			The ex­pres­sion of his face was im­plac­able. Gérard was frightened and sank down on his bed sob­bing:

			“I wish to live!”

			“You wish it firmly, ir­re­voc­ably?”

			“Yes, a thou­sand times yes! After the ter­rible thing which I at­temp­ted, death ap­pals me. … Any­thing … any­thing rather than death! … Any­thing! … Pain … hun­ger … ill­ness … every tor­ture, every shame … crime it­self, if need be … but not death!”

			He shivered with fever and agony, as though the great en­emy were still prowl­ing round him and as though he felt him­self power­less to es­cape from its clutches. The prince re­doubled his ef­forts and, in a fer­vent voice, hold­ing him un­der him like a prey:

			“I will ask noth­ing im­possible of you, noth­ing wrong. … If there is any­thing, I am re­spons­ible. … No, no crime … a little pain at most. … A little of your blood must flow. But what is that, com­pared with the dread of dy­ing?”

			“Pain is in­dif­fer­ent to me.”

			“Then here and now!” shouted Sernine. “Here and now! Ten seconds of pain and that is all. … Ten seconds and the oth­er’s life is yours. …”

			He had seized him round the body and forced him down on a chair; and he now held the young man’s left hand flat on the table, with his five fin­gers spread out. He swiftly took a knife from his pock­et, pressed the blade against the little fin­ger, between the first and second joints, and com­manded:

			“Strike! Strike your own blow. One blow of the fist and that is all!”

			He had taken Gérard’s right hand and was try­ing to bring it down upon the oth­er like a ham­mer.

			Gérard writhed and twis­ted, con­vulsed with hor­ror. He un­der­stood:

			“Nev­er!” he stuttered. “Nev­er!”

			“Strike! One blow and it’s done! One blow and you will be like that man: no one will re­cog­nize you.”

			“Tell me his name. …”

			“Strike first!”

			“Nev­er! Oh, what tor­ture! … I be­seech you … presently. …”

			“Now. … I in­sist … you must …”

			“No … no … I can’t do it. …”

			“Strike, you fool! It means for­tune, fame, love. …”

			Gérard raised his fist with a sud­den move­ment.

			“Love,” he said, “yes … for that, yes. …”

			“You will love and be loved,” said Sernine. “Your be­trothed awaits you. I have chosen her my­self. She is the purest of the pure, the fairest of the fair. But you must win her. Strike!”

			The lad’s arm stiffened for the fatal blow; but the in­stinct of self-pre­ser­va­tion was too strong for him. His body was wrung with a su­per­hu­man ef­fort. He sud­denly re­leased him­self from Sernine’s hold and fled.

			He rushed like a mad­man to the oth­er room. A yell of ter­ror es­caped him, at the sight of the ab­om­in­able vis­ion, and he came back and fell on his knees be­fore Sernine, be­side the table.

			“Strike!” said the prince, again spread­ing out the lad’s fin­gers and fix­ing the blade of the knife.

			What fol­lowed was done mech­an­ic­ally. With an auto­mat­ic move­ment, with hag­gard eyes and a liv­id face, the young man raised his fist and struck:

			“Ah!” he cried, with a moan of pain.

			A small piece of flesh was sep­ar­ated from the little fin­ger. Blood flowed. For the third time, Gérard fain­ted.

			Sernine looked at him for a second or two and said, gently:

			“Poor little chap! … There, I’ll re­ward you for what you’ve done; and a hun­dred times over. I al­ways pay gen­er­ously.”

			He went down­stairs and found the doc­tor wait­ing be­low:

			“It’s done. Go up­stairs, you, and make a little cut in his right cheek, sim­il­ar to Pierre Le­duc’s. The two scars must be ex­actly alike. I shall come back for you in an hour.”

			“Where are you go­ing?”

			“To take the air. My heart feels any­how.”

			Out­side he drew a long breath and lit an­oth­er ci­gar­ette:

			“A good day’s work,” he muttered. “A little over­crowded, a little tir­ing, but fruit­ful, really fruit­ful. I am Dolores Kes­sel­bach’s friend. I am Geneviève’s friend. I have man­u­fac­tured a new Pierre Le­duc, a very present­able one and en­tirely at my dis­pos­al. Lastly, I have found Geneviève a hus­band of the sort that you don’t find by the dozen. Now my task is done. I have only to gath­er the fruit of my ef­forts. It’s your turn to work, M. Len­or­mand. I, for my part, am ready.” And he ad­ded, think­ing of the poor mu­til­ated lad whom he had dazzled with his prom­ises, “Only—for there is an ‘only’—I have not the slight­est no­tion who this Pierre Le­duc was, whose place I have mag­nan­im­ously awar­ded to that good young man. And that’s very an­noy­ing. … For when all is said, there’s noth­ing to prove to me that Pierre Le­duc was not the son of a pork-butcher! …”

		
	
		
			
				V

				M. Len­or­mand at Work

			
			On the morn­ing of the 31st of May, all the news­pa­pers re­minded their read­ers that Lupin, in a let­ter ad­dressed to M. Len­or­mand, had an­nounced the es­cape of the mes­sen­ger Jérôme for that date. And one of them summed up the situ­ation, as it then stood, in very able terms:

			
				“The hor­rible carnage at the Palace Hotel took place as far back as the 17th of April. What has been dis­covered since? Noth­ing.

				“There were three clues: the ci­gar­ette-case, the ini­tials L and M and the par­cel of clothes left be­hind in the of­fice of the hotel. What ad­vant­age has been taken of these clues? None.

				“It ap­pears that the po­lice sus­pect one of the vis­it­ors who was stay­ing on the first floor and who dis­ap­peared in a doubt­ful man­ner. Have they found him? Have they es­tab­lished his iden­tity? No.

				“The tragedy, there­fore, re­mains as mys­ter­i­ous as at the be­gin­ning, the gloom is im­pen­et­rable.

				“To com­plete the pic­ture, we are told that dis­sen­sion pre­vails between the pre­fect of po­lice and his sub­or­din­ate, M. Len­or­mand, and that the lat­ter, find­ing him­self less vig­or­ously sup­por­ted by the prime min­is­ter, vir­tu­ally sent in his resig­na­tion sev­er­al days ago. Ac­cord­ing to our in­form­a­tion, the con­duct of the Kes­sel­bach case is now in the hands of the deputy-chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice, M. Weber, a per­son­al en­emy of M. Len­or­mand’s.

				“In short, dis­order and con­fu­sion reign; and this in the face of Lupin, who stands for meth­od, en­ergy and stead­fast­ness of mind.

				“What con­clu­sion do we draw from these facts? Briefly, this: Lupin will re­lease his ac­com­plice today, the 31st of May, as he fore­told.”

			

			This con­clu­sion, which was echoed in all the oth­er news­pa­pers, was also the con­clu­sion at which the gen­er­al pub­lic had ar­rived. And we must take it that the threat was not con­sidered devoid of im­port­ance in high places, for the pre­fect of po­lice and, in the ab­sence of M. Len­or­mand, who was said to be un­well, the deputy-chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice, M. Weber, had ad­op­ted the most strin­gent meas­ures, both at the Pal­ais de Justice and at the Santé Pris­on, where the pris­on­er was con­fined.

			They did not dare, for sheer reas­ons of shame, to sus­pend on that par­tic­u­lar day the ex­am­in­a­tions con­duc­ted daily by M. Former­ie; but, from the pris­on to the Boulevard du Pal­ais, a reg­u­lar mo­bil­iz­a­tion of po­lice-forces guarded the streets along the line.

			To the in­tense as­ton­ish­ment of one and all, the 31st of May passed and the threatened es­cape did not take place.

			One thing did hap­pen, an at­tempt to ex­ecute the plan, as was be­trayed by a block of tram­way-cars, om­ni­buses and drays along the road taken by the pris­on-van and the un­ac­count­able break­ing of one of the wheels of the van it­self. But the at­tempt as­sumed no more def­in­ite form.

			Lupin, there­fore, had met with a check. The pub­lic felt al­most dis­ap­poin­ted and the po­lice tri­umphed loudly.

			On the next day, Sat­urday, an in­cred­ible ru­mour spread through the Pal­ais and the news­pa­per-of­fices: Jérôme the mes­sen­ger had dis­ap­peared.

			Was it pos­sible? Al­though the spe­cial edi­tions con­firmed the news, people re­fused to be­lieve it. But, at six o’clock, a note pub­lished by the Dépêche du Soir made it of­fi­cial:

			
				“We have re­ceived the fol­low­ing com­mu­nic­a­tion signed by Arsène Lupin. The spe­cial stamp af­fixed to it, in ac­cord­ance with the cir­cu­lar which Lupin re­cently sent to the press, guar­an­tees the genu­ine­ness of the doc­u­ment:

				
					
						“ ‘To the Ed­it­or of the Dépêche du Soir.

					
					“Sir,

					“ ‘Pray make my apo­lo­gies to the pub­lic for not keep­ing my word yes­ter­day. I re­membered, at the last mo­ment, that the 31st of May fell on a Fri­day! Could I set my friend at liberty on a Fri­day? I did not think it right to as­sume that re­spons­ib­il­ity.

					“ ‘I must also apo­lo­gize for not on this oc­ca­sion ex­plain­ing, with my cus­tom­ary frank­ness, how this little event was man­aged. My pro­cess is so in­geni­ous and so simple that I fear lest, if I re­vealed it, every crim­in­al should be in­spired by it. How sur­prised people will be on the day when I am free to speak! “Is that all?” I shall be asked. That is all; but it had to be thought of.

					
						
							“ ‘Per­mit me to be, Sir,

							“ ‘Your obed­i­ent ser­vant,

						

						“ ‘Arsène Lupin.’ ”

					
				

			

			An hour later, M. Len­or­mand was rung up on the tele­phone and in­formed that Valenglay, the prime min­is­ter, wished to see him at the Min­istry of the In­teri­or.

			

			“How well you’re look­ing, my dear Len­or­mand! And I who thought that you were ill and dared not leave your room!”

			“I am not ill, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent.”

			“So you were sulk­ing in your tent! … But you were al­ways a bad-tempered fel­low.”

			“I con­fess to the bad tem­per, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent, but not to the sulk­ing.”

			“But you stay at home! And Lupin takes ad­vant­age of it to re­lease his friends. …”

			“How could I stop him?”

			“How? Why, Lupin’s trick was of the plain­est. In ac­cord­ance with his usu­al meth­od, he an­nounced the date of the es­cape be­fore­hand; every­body be­lieved in it; an ap­par­ent at­tempt was planned; the es­cape was not made; and, on the next day, when nobody is think­ing about it—whoosh!—the bird takes flight.”

			“Mon­sieur le Présid­ent,” said the chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice, sol­emnly, “Lupin dis­poses of such means that we are not in a po­s­i­tion to pre­vent what he has de­cided on. The es­cape was math­em­at­ic­ally cer­tain. I pre­ferred to pass the hand … and leave the laughter for oth­ers to face.”

			Valenglay chuckled:

			“It’s a fact that Mon­sieur le Préfet de Po­lice and M. Weber can­not be en­joy­ing them­selves at the present mo­ment. … But, when all is said, can you ex­plain to me, M. Len­or­mand …”

			“All that we know, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent, is that the es­cape took place from the Pal­ais de Justice. The pris­on­er was brought in a pris­on-van and taken to M. Former­ie’s room. He left M. Former­ie’s room, but he did not leave the Pal­ais de Justice. And yet nobody knows what be­came of him.”

			“It’s most be­wil­der­ing.”

			“Most be­wil­der­ing.”

			“And has noth­ing else been dis­covered?”

			“Yes. The in­ner cor­ridor lead­ing to the ex­amin­ing ma­gis­trates’ rooms was blocked by an ab­so­lutely un­pre­ced­en­ted crowd of pris­on­ers, ward­ers, coun­sel and door­keep­ers; and it was dis­covered that all those people had re­ceived forged no­tices to ap­pear at the same hour. On the oth­er hand, not one of the ex­amin­ing-ma­gis­trates who were sup­posed to have summoned them sat in his room that day; and this be­cause of forged no­tices from the pub­lic pro­sec­utor’s of­fice, send­ing them to every part of Par­is … and of the out­skirts.”

			“Is that all?”

			“No. Two mu­ni­cip­al guards and a pris­on­er were seen to cross the court­yards. A cab was wait­ing for them out­side and all three stepped in.”

			“And your sup­pos­i­tion, Len­or­mand, your opin­ion. …”

			“My sup­pos­i­tion, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent, is that the two mu­ni­cip­al guards were ac­com­plices who, profit­ing by the dis­order in the cor­ridor, took the place of the three ward­ers. And my opin­ion is that this es­cape suc­ceeded only through such spe­cial cir­cum­stances and so strange a com­bin­a­tion of facts that we must look upon the most un­likely cases of com­pli­city as ab­so­lutely cer­tain. Lupin, for that mat­ter, has con­nec­tions at the Pal­ais that balk all our cal­cu­la­tions. He has agents in your min­istry. He has agents at the Pre­fec­ture of Po­lice. He has agents around me. It is a for­mid­able or­gan­iz­a­tion, a de­tect­ive-ser­vice a thou­sand times more clev­er, more dar­ing, more var­ied and more supple than that un­der my own or­ders.”

			“And you stand this, Len­or­mand?”

			“No, I do not.”

			“Then why this slack­ness on your part since the be­gin­ning of the case? What have you done against Lupin?”

			“I have pre­pared for the struggle.”

			“Ah, cap­it­al! And, while you were pre­par­ing, he was act­ing.”

			“So was I.”

			“And do you know any­thing?”

			“I know a great deal.”

			“What? Speak!”

			Lean­ing on his stick, M. Len­or­mand took a little con­tem­plat­ive walk across the spa­cious room. Then he sat down op­pos­ite Valenglay, brushed the fa­cings of his olive-green coat with his fin­ger­tips, settled his spec­tacles on his nose and said, plainly:

			“M. le Présid­ent, I hold three trump-cards in my hand. First, I know the name un­der which Arsène Lupin is hid­ing at this mo­ment, the name un­der which he lived on the Boulevard Hauss­mann, re­ceiv­ing his as­sist­ants daily, re­con­struct­ing and dir­ect­ing his gang.”

			“But then why, in heav­en’s name, don’t you ar­rest him?”

			“I did not re­ceive these par­tic­u­lars un­til later. The prince—let us call him Prince Dash—has dis­ap­peared. He is abroad, on oth­er busi­ness.”

			“And, if he does not re­turn …”

			“The po­s­i­tion which he oc­cu­pies, the man­ner in which he has flung him­self in­to the Kes­sel­bach case, ne­ces­sit­ate his re­turn and un­der the same name.”

			“Nev­er­the­less …”

			“Mon­sieur le Présid­ent, I come to my second trump. I have at last dis­covered Pierre Le­duc.”

			“Non­sense!”

			“Or rather Lupin dis­covered him, and be­fore dis­ap­pear­ing, settled him in a little villa in the neigh­bor­hood of Par­is.”

			“By Jove! But how did you know …”

			“Oh, eas­ily! Lupin has placed two of his ac­com­plices with Pierre Le­duc, to watch him and de­fend him. Now these ac­com­plices are two of my own de­tect­ives, two broth­ers whom I em­ploy in the greatest secrecy and who will hand him over to me at the first op­por­tun­ity!”

			“Well done you! So that …”

			“So that, as Pierre Le­duc, we may say, is the cent­ral point of the ef­forts of all those who are try­ing to solve the fam­ous Kes­sel­bach secret, I shall, soon­er or later, through Pierre Le­duc, catch, first, the au­thor of the treble murder, be­cause that miscre­ant sub­sti­tuted him­self for Mr. Kes­sel­bach in the ac­com­plish­ment of an im­mense scheme and be­cause Mr. Kes­sel­bach had to find Pierre Le­duc in or­der to be able to ac­com­plish that scheme; and, secondly, Arsène Lupin, be­cause Arsène Lupin is pur­su­ing the same ob­ject.”

			“Splen­did! Pierre Le­duc is the bait which you are throw­ing to the en­emy.”

			“And the fish is bit­ing, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent. I have just had word that a sus­pi­cious per­son was seen, a short time ago, prowl­ing round the little villa where Pierre Le­duc is liv­ing un­der the pro­tec­tion of my of­ficers. I shall be on the spot in four hours.”

			“And the third trump, Len­or­mand?”

			“Mon­sieur le Présid­ent, a let­ter ar­rived yes­ter­day, ad­dressed to Mr. Rudolf Kes­sel­bach, which I in­ter­cep­ted. …”

			“In­ter­cep­ted, eh? You’re get­ting on!”

			“Yes, I in­ter­cep­ted it, opened it and kept it for my­self. Here it is. It is dated two months back. It bears the Ca­petown post­mark and con­tains these words: ‘My dear Rudolf, I shall be in Par­is on the 1st of June and in just as wretched a plight as when you came to my as­sist­ance. But I have great hopes of this Pierre Le­duc af­fair of which I told you. What a strange story it is! Have you found the man I mean? Where do we stand? I am most anxious to know.’ The let­ter is signed, ‘Stein­weg.’ The first of June,” con­tin­ued M. Len­or­mand, “is today. I have ordered one of my in­spect­ors to hunt me out this Stein­weg. I have no doubt that he will suc­ceed.”

			“Nor I, no doubt at all,” cried Valenglay, rising from his chair, “and I make you every apo­logy, my dear Len­or­mand, and my humble con­fes­sion: I was on the point of let­ting you slide … for good and all! To­mor­row I was ex­pect­ing the pre­fect of po­lice and M. Weber.”

			“I knew that, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent.”

			“Im­possible!”

			“But for that, should I have put my­self out? You now see my plan of cam­paign. On the one side, I am set­ting traps in which the mur­der­er will be caught soon­er or later. Pierre Le­duc or Stein­weg will de­liv­er him in­to my hands. On the oth­er side, I am on Arsène Lupin’s heels. Two of his agents are in my pay and he be­lieves them to be his most de­voted help­ers. In ad­di­tion to this, he is work­ing for me, be­cause he is pur­su­ing the per­pet­rat­or of the threefold crime as I am. Only, he ima­gines that he is dish­ing me, where­as it is I who am dish­ing him. So I shall suc­ceed, but on one con­di­tion. …”

			“What is that?”

			“That I am giv­en free scope and al­lowed to act ac­cord­ing to the needs of the mo­ment, without troub­ling about the pub­lic, who are grow­ing im­pa­tient, or my su­per­i­ors, who are in­triguing against me.”

			“I agree.”

			“In that case, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent, in a few days from this I shall be the vic­tor … or I shall be dead.”

			

			At Saint-Cloud. A little villa situ­ated on one of the highest points of the up­land, in an un­fre­quen­ted road.

			It was el­ev­en o’clock at night. M. Len­or­mand left his car at Saint-Cloud and walked cau­tiously along the road. A shad­ow ap­peared.

			“Is that you, Gourel?”

			“Yes, chief.”

			“Did you tell the broth­ers Doudeville that I was com­ing?”

			“Yes, your room is ready, you can go to bed and sleep … un­less they try to carry off Pierre Le­duc to­night, which would not sur­prise me, con­sid­er­ing the be­ha­vi­or of the fel­low whom the Doudevilles saw.”

			They walked across the garden, softly entered the house and went up to the first floor. The two broth­ers, Jean and Jacques Doudeville, were there.

			“No news of Prince Sernine?” asked Len­or­mand.

			“No, chief.”

			“What about Pierre Le­duc?”

			“He spends the whole day ly­ing flat on his back in his room on the ground-floor, or else in the garden. He nev­er comes up to see us.”

			“Is he bet­ter?”

			“Much bet­ter. The rest has made a great change in his ap­pear­ance.”

			“Is he wholly de­voted to Lupin?”

			“To Prince Sernine, rather, for he does not sus­pect that the two are one and the same man. At least, I sup­pose so. One nev­er knows, with him. He does not speak at all. Oh, he’s a queer fish! There’s only one per­son who has the gift of cheer­ing him up, of mak­ing him talk and even laugh. That’s a young girl from Garches, to whom Prince Sernine in­tro­duced him. Geneviève Ernemont her name is. She has been here three times already … she was here today.” He ad­ded, jest­ingly, “I be­lieve there’s a little flirt­ing go­ing on. … It’s like his high­ness Prince Sernine and Mrs. Kes­sel­bach. … It seems he’s mak­ing eyes at her! … That dev­il of a Lupin!”

			M. Len­or­mand did not reply. But it was ob­vi­ous that all these de­tails, to which he seemed to at­tach no im­port­ance, were noted in the re­cesses of his memory, to be used whenev­er he might need to draw the lo­gic­al in­fer­ences from them. He lit a ci­gar, chewed it without smoking it, lit it again and dropped it.

			He asked two or three more ques­tions and then, dressed as he was, threw him­self on his bed:

			“If the least thing hap­pens, let me be awakened. … If not, I shall sleep through the night. … Go to your posts, all of you.”

			The oth­ers left the room.

			An hour passed, two hours.

			Sud­denly, M. Len­or­mand felt someone touch him and Gourel said to him:

			“Get up, chief; they have opened the gate.”

			“One man or two?”

			“I only saw one … the moon ap­peared just then … he crouched down against a hedge.”

			“And the broth­ers Doudeville?”

			“I sent them out by the back. They will cut off his re­treat when the time comes.”

			Gourel took M. Len­or­mand’s hand, led him down­stairs and then in­to a little dark room:

			“Don’t stir, chief; we are in Pierre Le­duc’s dress­ing-room. I am open­ing the door of the re­cess in which his bed stands. … Don’t be afraid … he has taken his ver­on­al as he does every even­ing … noth­ing can wake him. Come this way. … It’s a good hid­ing-place, isn’t it? … These are the cur­tains of his bed. … From here you can see the win­dow and the whole side of the room between the win­dow and the bed.”

			The case­ment stood open and ad­mit­ted a vague light, which be­came very pre­cise at times, when the moon burst through her veil of clouds. The two men did not take their eyes from the empty win­dow-frame, feel­ing cer­tain that the event which they were await­ing would come from that side.

			A slight, creak­ing noise …

			“He is climb­ing the trel­lis,” whispered Gourel.

			“Is it high?”

			“Six feet or so.”

			The creak­ing be­came more dis­tinct.

			“Go, Gourel,” muttered M. Len­or­mand, “find the Doudevilles, bring them back to the foot of the wall and bar the road to any­one who tries to get down this way.”

			Gourel went. At the same mo­ment, a head ap­peared at the level of the win­dow. Then a leg was flung over the bal­cony. M. Len­or­mand dis­tin­guished a slen­derly-built man, be­low the middle height, dressed in dark col­ours and without a hat.

			The man turned and, lean­ing over the bal­cony, looked for a few seconds in­to space, as though to make sure that no danger threatened him. Then he stooped down and lay at full length on the floor. He ap­peared mo­tion­less. But soon M. Len­or­mand real­ized that the still black­er shad­ow which he formed against the sur­round­ing dark­ness was com­ing for­ward, near­er.

			It reached the bed.

			M. Len­or­mand had an im­pres­sion that he could hear the man’s breath­ing and, at the same time, that he could just see his eyes, keen, glit­ter­ing eyes, which pierced the dark­ness like shafts of fire and which them­selves could see through that same dark­ness.

			Pierre Le­duc gave a deep sigh and turned over.

			A fresh si­lence. …

			The man had glided along the bed with im­per­cept­ible move­ments and his dark out­line now stood out against the white­ness of the sheets that hung down to the floor.

			M. Len­or­mand could have touched him by put­ting out his arm. This time, he clearly dis­tin­guished the breath­ing, which al­tern­ated with that of the sleep­er, and he had the il­lu­sion that he also heard the sound of a heart beat­ing.

			Sud­denly, a flash of light. … The man had pressed the spring of an elec­tric lan­tern; and Pierre Le­duc was lit full in the face, but the man re­mained in the shade, so that M. Len­or­mand was un­able to see his fea­tures.

			All that he saw was some­thing that shone in the bright space; and he shuddered. It was the blade of a knife; and that thin, taper­ing knife, more like a stiletto than a dag­ger, seemed to him identic­al with the weapon which he had picked up by the body of Chap­man, Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s sec­ret­ary.

			He put forth all his will­power to re­strain him­self from spring­ing upon the man. He wanted first to know what the man had come to do.

			The hand was raised. Was he go­ing to strike? M. Len­or­mand cal­cu­lated the dis­tance in or­der to stop the blow. … But no, it was not a mur­der­ous ges­ture, but one of cau­tion. The hand would only fall if Pierre Le­duc stirred or tried to call out. And the man bent over the sleep­er, as though he were ex­amin­ing some­thing.

			“The right cheek,” thought M. Len­or­mand, “the scar on the right cheek. … He wants to make sure that it is really Pierre Le­duc.”

			The man had turned a little to one side, so that only his shoulders were vis­ible. But his clothes, his over­coat, were so near that they brushed against the cur­tains be­hind which M. Len­or­mand was hid­ing.

			“One move­ment on his part,” thought the chief de­tect­ive, “a thrill of alarm; and I shall col­lar him.”

			But the man, en­tirely ab­sorbed in his ex­am­in­a­tion, did not stir. At last, after shift­ing the dag­ger to the hand that held the lan­tern, he raised the sheet, at first hardly at all, then a little more, then more still, un­til the sleep­er’s left arm was un­covered and the hand laid bare. The flash of the lan­tern shone upon the hand. The fin­gers lay out­spread. The little fin­ger was cut on the second joint.

			Again Pierre Le­duc made a move­ment. The light was im­me­di­ately put out; and, for an in­stant, the man re­mained be­side the bed, mo­tion­less, stand­ing straight up. Would he make up his mind to strike? M. Len­or­mand un­der­went the agony of the crime which he could so eas­ily pre­vent, but which he did not want to fore­stall be­fore the very last second.

			A long, a very long si­lence. Sud­denly, he saw or rather fan­cied that he saw an arm up­lif­ted. In­stinct­ively he moved, stretch­ing his hand above the sleep­er. In mak­ing this ges­ture, he hit against the man.

			A dull cry. The fel­low struck out at space, de­fen­ded him­self at ran­dom and fled to­ward the win­dow. But M. Len­or­mand had leapt upon him and had his two arms around the man’s shoulders.

			He at once felt him yield­ing and, as the weak­er of the two, power­less in Len­or­mand’s hands, try­ing to avoid the struggle and to slip from between his arms. Len­or­mand, ex­ert­ing all his strength, held him flat against his chest, bent him in two and stretched him on his back on the floor.

			“Ah, I’ve got him, I’ve got him!” he muttered tri­umphantly.

			And he felt a sin­gu­lar ela­tion at im­pris­on­ing that ter­ri­fy­ing crim­in­al, that un­speak­able mon­ster, in his ir­res­ist­ible grip. He felt him liv­ing and quiv­er­ing, en­raged and des­per­ate, their two lives mingled, their breaths blen­ded:

			“Who are you?” he asked. “Who are you? … You’ll have to speak. …”

			And he clasped the en­emy’s body with still great­er force, for he had an im­pres­sion that that body was di­min­ish­ing between his arms, that it was van­ish­ing. He gripped harder … and harder. …

			And sud­denly he shuddered from head to foot. He had felt, he still felt a tiny prick in the throat. … In his ex­as­per­a­tion, he gripped harder yet: the pain in­creased! And he ob­served that the man had suc­ceeded in twist­ing one arm round, slip­ping his hand to his chest and hold­ing the dag­ger on end. The arm, it was true, was in­cap­able of mo­tion; but the closer M. Len­or­mand tightened his grip, the deep­er did the point of the dag­ger enter the proffered flesh.

			He flung back his head a little to es­cape the point: the point fol­lowed the move­ment and the wound widened.

			Then he moved no more, re­mem­ber­ing the three crimes and all the alarm­ing, at­ro­cious and proph­et­ic things rep­res­en­ted by that same little steel needle which was pier­cing his skin and which, in its turn, was im­plac­ably pen­et­rat­ing. …

			Sud­denly, he let go and gave a leap back­wards. Then, at once, he tried to re­sume the of­fens­ive. It was too late. The man flung his legs across the win­dowsill and jumped.

			“Look out, Gourel!” he cried, know­ing that Gourel was there, ready to catch the fu­git­ive.

			He leant out. A crunch­ing of pebbles … a shad­ow between two trees, the slam of the gate. … And no oth­er sound … no in­ter­fer­ence. …

			Without giv­ing a thought to Pierre Le­duc, he called:

			“Gourel! … Doudeville!”

			No an­swer. The great si­lence of the coun­tryside at night. …

			In spite of him­self, he con­tin­ued to think of the treble murder, the steel dag­ger. But no, it was im­possible, the man had not had time, had not even had the need to strike, as he had found the road clear.

			M. Len­or­mand jumped out in his turn and, switch­ing on his lan­tern, re­cog­nized Gourel ly­ing on the ground:

			“Damn it!” he swore. “If they’ve killed him, they’ll have to pay dearly for it.”

			But Gourel was not dead, only stunned; and, a few minutes later, he came to him­self and growled:

			“Only a blow of the fist, chief … just a blow of the fist which caught me full in the chest. But what a fel­low!”

			“There were two of them then?”

			“Yes, a little one, who went up, and an­oth­er, who took me un­awares while I was watch­ing.”

			“And the Doudevilles?”

			“Haven’t seen them.”

			One of them, Jacques, was found near the gate, bleed­ing from a punch in the jaw; the oth­er a little farther, gasp­ing for breath from a blow full on the chest.

			“What is it? What happened?” asked M. Len­or­mand.

			Jacques said that his broth­er and he had knocked up against an in­di­vidu­al who had crippled them be­fore they had time to de­fend them­selves.

			“Was he alone?”

			“No; when he passed near us, he had a pal with him, short­er than him­self.”

			“Did you re­cog­nize the man who struck you?”

			“Judging by the breadth of his shoulders, I thought he might be the Eng­lish­man of the Palace Hotel, the one who left the hotel and whose traces we lost.”

			“The ma­jor?”

			“Yes, Ma­jor Par­bury.”

			After a mo­ment’s re­flec­tion, M. Len­or­mand said:

			“There is no doubt pos­sible. There were two of them in the Kes­sel­bach case: the man with the dag­ger, who com­mit­ted the murders, and his ac­com­plice, the ma­jor.”

			“That is what Prince Sernine thinks,” muttered Jacques Doudeville.

			“And to­night,” con­tin­ued the chief de­tect­ive, “it is they again: the same two.” And he ad­ded, “So much the bet­ter. The chance of catch­ing two crim­in­als is a hun­dred times great­er than the chance of catch­ing one.”

			M. Len­or­mand at­ten­ded to his men, had them put to bed and looked to see if the as­sail­ants had dropped any­thing or left any traces. He found noth­ing and went back to bed again him­self.

			In the morn­ing, as Gourel and the Doudevilles felt none the worse for their in­jur­ies, he told the two broth­ers to scour the neigh­bor­hood and him­self set out with Gourel for Par­is, in or­der to hurry mat­ters on and give his or­ders.

			

			He lunched in his of­fice. At two o’clock, he heard good news. One of his best de­tect­ives, Dieuzy, had picked up Stein­weg, Rudolf Kes­sel­bach’s cor­res­pond­ent, as the Ger­man was step­ping out of a train from Mar­seilles.

			“Is Dieuzy there?”

			“Yes, chief,” said Gourel. “He’s here with the Ger­man.”

			“Have them brought in to me.”

			At that mo­ment, the tele­phone-bell rang. It was Jean Doudeville, speak­ing from the post-of­fice at Garches. The con­ver­sa­tion did not take long:

			“Is that you, Jean? Any news?”

			“Yes, chief, Ma­jor Par­bury. …”

			“Well?”

			“We have found him. He has be­come a Span­iard and has darkened his skin. We have just seen him. He was en­ter­ing the Garches free-school. He was re­ceived by that young lady … you know, the girl who knows Prince Sernine, Geneviève Ernemont.”

			“Thun­der!”

			M. Len­or­mand let go the re­ceiv­er, made a grab at his hat, flew in­to the pas­sage, met Dieuzy and the Ger­man, shouted to them to meet him in his of­fice at six o’clock, rushed down the stairs, fol­lowed by Gourel and two in­spect­ors whom he picked up on the way, and dived in­to a tax­icab:

			“Quick as you can to Garches … ten francs for your­self!”

			He stopped the car a little be­fore the Parc de Vil­len­euve, at the turn of the lane that led to the school. Jean Doudeville was wait­ing for him and at once ex­claimed:

			“He slipped away, ten minutes ago, by the oth­er end of the lane.”

			“Alone?”

			“No, with the girl.”

			M. Len­or­mand took Doudeville by the col­lar:

			“Wretch! You let him go! But you ought to have … you ought to have …”

			“My broth­er is on his track.”

			“A lot of good that will do us! He’ll stick your broth­er. You’re no match for him, either of you!”

			He him­self took the steer­ing-wheel of the taxi, and res­ol­utely drove in­to the lane, re­gard­less of the cart-ruts and of the bushes on each side. They soon emerged on a par­ish-road, which took them to a cross­way where five roads met. M. Len­or­mand, without hes­it­a­tion chose the one on the left, the Saint-Cucufa Road. As a mat­ter of fact, at the top of the slope that runs down to the lake, they met the oth­er Doudeville broth­er, who shouted:

			“They are in a car­riage … half a mile away.”

			The chief did not stop. He sent the car fly­ing down the in­cline, rushed along the bends, drove round the lake and sud­denly uttered an ex­clam­a­tion of tri­umph. Right at the top of a little hill that stood in front of them, he had seen the hood of a car­riage.

			Un­for­tu­nately, he had taken the wrong road and had to back the ma­chine. When he reached the place where the roads branched, the car­riage was still there, sta­tion­ary. And, sud­denly, while he was turn­ing, he saw a girl spring from the car­riage. A man ap­peared on the step. The girl stretched out her arm. Two re­ports rang out.

			She had taken bad aim, without a doubt, for a head looked round the oth­er side of the hood and the man, catch­ing sight of the mo­tor-cab, gave his horse a great lash with the whip and it star­ted off at a gal­lop. The next mo­ment, a turn of the road hid the car­riage from sight.

			M. Len­or­mand fin­ished his tack­ing in a few seconds, dar­ted straight up the in­cline, passed the girl without stop­ping and turned round boldly. He found him­self on a steep, pebbly forest road, which ran down between dense woods and which could only be fol­lowed very slowly and with the greatest cau­tion. But what did he care! Twenty yards in front of him, the car­riage, a sort of two-wheeled cab­ri­olet, was dan­cing over the stones, drawn, or rather held back, by a horse which knew enough only to go very care­fully, feel­ing its way and tak­ing no risks. There was noth­ing to fear; es­cape was im­possible.

			And the two con­vey­ances went shak­ing and jolt­ing down­hill. At one mo­ment, they were so close to­geth­er that M. Len­or­mand thought of alight­ing and run­ning with his men. But he felt the danger of put­ting on the brake on so steep a slope; and he went on, press­ing the en­emy closely, like a prey which one keeps with­in sight, with­in touch. …

			“We’ve got him, chief, we’ve got him!” muttered the in­spect­ors, ex­cited by the un­ex­pec­ted nature of the chase.

			At the bot­tom, the way flattened out in­to a road that ran to­wards the Seine, to­wards Bou­giv­al. The horse, on reach­ing level ground, set off at a jog-trot, without hur­ry­ing it­self and keep­ing to the middle of the road.

			A vi­ol­ent ef­fort shook the taxi. It ap­peared, in­stead of rolling, to pro­ceed by bounds, like a dart­ing fawn, and, slip­ping by the road­side slope, ready to smash any obstacle, it caught up the car­riage, came level with it, passed it. …

			An oath from M. Len­or­mand … shouts of fury. … The car­riage was empty!

			The car­riage was empty. The horse was go­ing along peace­fully, with the reins on its back, no doubt re­turn­ing to the stable of some inn in the neigh­bor­hood, where it had been hired for the day. …

			Sup­press­ing his in­ward rage, the chief de­tect­ive merely said:

			“The ma­jor must have jumped out dur­ing the few seconds when we lost sight of the car­riage, at the top of the des­cent.”

			“We have only to beat the woods, chief, and we are sure …”

			“To re­turn empty-handed. The beg­gar is far away by this time. He’s not one of those who are caught twice in one day. Oh, hang it all, hang it all!”

			They went back to the young girl, whom they found in the com­pany of Jacques Doudeville and ap­par­ently none the worse for her ad­ven­ture. M. Len­or­mand in­tro­duced him­self, offered to take her back home and at once ques­tioned her about the Eng­lish ma­jor, Par­bury.

			She ex­pressed as­ton­ish­ment:

			“He is neither Eng­lish nor a ma­jor; and his name is not Par­bury.”

			“Then what is his name?”

			“Juan Ribeira. He is a Span­iard sent by his gov­ern­ment to study the work­ing of the French schools.”

			“As you please. His name and his na­tion­al­ity are of no im­port­ance. He is the man we are look­ing for. Have you known him long?”

			“A fort­night or so. He had heard about a school which I have foun­ded at Garches and he in­ter­ested him­self in my ex­per­i­ment to the ex­tent of pro­pos­ing to make me an an­nu­al grant, on the one con­di­tion that he might come from time to time to ob­serve the pro­gress of my pu­pils. I had not the right to re­fuse. …”

			“No, of course not; but you should have con­sul­ted your ac­quaint­ances. Is not Prince Sernine a friend of yours? He is a man of good coun­sel.”

			“Oh, I have the greatest con­fid­ence in him; but he is abroad at present.”

			“Did you not know his ad­dress?”

			“No. And, be­sides, what could I have said to him? That gen­tle­man be­haved very well. It was not un­til today … But I don’t know if …”

			“I beg you, ma­demois­elle, speak frankly. You can have con­fid­ence in me also.”

			“Well, M. Ribeira came just now. He told me that he had been sent by a French lady who was pay­ing a short vis­it to Bou­giv­al, that this lady had a little girl whose edu­ca­tion she would like to en­trust to me and that she wished me to come and see her without delay. The thing seemed quite nat­ur­al. And, as this is a hol­i­day and as M. Ribeira had hired a car­riage which was wait­ing for him at the end of the road, I made no dif­fi­culty about ac­cept­ing a seat in it.”

			“But what was his ob­ject, after all?”

			She blushed and said:

			“To carry me off, quite simply. He con­fessed it to me after half an hour. …”

			“Do you know noth­ing about him?”

			“No.”

			“Does he live in Par­is?”

			“I sup­pose so.”

			“Has he ever writ­ten to you? Do you hap­pen to have a few lines in his hand­writ­ing, any­thing which he left be­hind, that may serve us as a clue?”

			“No clue at all. … Oh, wait a minute … but I don’t think that has any im­port­ance. …”

			“Speak, speak … please. …”

			“Well, two days ago, the gen­tle­man asked per­mis­sion to use my type­writ­ing ma­chine; and he typed out—with dif­fi­culty, for he evid­ently had no prac­tice—a let­ter of which I saw the ad­dress by ac­ci­dent.”

			“What was the ad­dress?”

			“He was writ­ing to the Journ­al and he put about twenty stamps in­to the en­vel­ope.”

			“Yes … the agony-column, no doubt,” said M. Len­or­mand.

			“I have today’s num­ber with me, chief,” said Gourel.

			M. Len­or­mand un­fol­ded the sheet and looked at the eighth page. Presently, he gave a start. He had read the fol­low­ing sen­tence, prin­ted with the usu­al ab­bre­vi­ation:4

			
				“To any per­son know­ing Mr. Stein­weg. Ad­vert­iser wishes to know if he is in Par­is and his ad­dress. Reply through this column.”

			

			“Stein­weg!” ex­claimed Gourel. “But that’s the very man whom Dieuzy is bring­ing to you!”

			“Yes, yes,” said M. Len­or­mand, to him­self, “it’s the man whose let­ter to Mr. Kes­sel­bach I in­ter­cep­ted, the man who put Kes­sel­bach on the track of Pierre Le­duc. … So they, too, want par­tic­u­lars about Pierre Le­duc and his past? … They, too, are grop­ing in the dark? …”

			He rubbed his hands: Stein­weg was at his dis­pos­al. In less than an hour, Stein­weg would have spoken. In less than an hour, the murky veil which op­pressed him and which made the Kes­sel­bach case the most ag­on­iz­ing and the most im­pen­et­rable that he had ever had in hand: that veil would be torn asun­der.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				M. Len­or­mand Suc­cumbs

			
			M. Len­or­mand was back in his room at the Pre­fec­ture of Po­lice at six o’clock in the even­ing. He at once sent for Dieuzy:

			“Is your man here?”

			“Yes, chief.”

			“How far have you got with him?”

			“Not very. He won’t speak a word. I told him that, by a new reg­u­la­tion, for­eign­ers were ’bliged to make a de­clar­a­tion at the Pre­fec­ture as to the ob­ject and the prob­able length of their stay in Par­is; and I brought him here, to your sec­ret­ary’s of­fice.”

			“I will ques­tion him.”

			But, at that mo­ment, an of­fice-mes­sen­ger ap­peared:

			“There’s a lady ask­ing to see you at once, chief.”

			“Have you her card?”

			“Here, chief.”

			“Mrs. Kes­sel­bach! Show her in.”

			He walked across the room to re­ceive the young wid­ow at the door and begged her to take a seat. She still wore the same dis­con­sol­ate look, the same ap­pear­ance of ill­ness and that air of ex­treme las­sit­ude which re­vealed the dis­tress of her life.

			She held out a copy of the Journ­al and poin­ted to the line in the agony-column which men­tioned Stein­weg:

			“Old Stein­weg was a friend of my hus­band’s,” she said, “and I have no doubt that he knows a good many things.”

			“Dieuzy,” said M. Len­or­mand, “bring the per­son who is wait­ing. … Your vis­it, ma­dame, will not have been use­less. I will only ask you, when this per­son enters, not to say a word.”

			The door opened. A man ap­peared, an old man with white whiskers meet­ing un­der his chin and a face fur­rowed with deep wrinkles, poorly clad and wear­ing the hunted look of those wretches who roam about the world in search of their daily pit­tance.

			He stood on the threshold, blink­ing his eye­lids, stared at M. Len­or­mand, seemed con­fused by the si­lence that greeted him on his en­trance and turned his hat in his hands with em­bar­rass­ment.

			But, sud­denly, he ap­peared stu­pefied, his eyes opened wide and he stammered:

			“Mrs. … Mrs. Kes­sel­bach!”

			He had seen the young wid­ow. And, re­cov­er­ing his serenity, smil­ing, los­ing his shy­ness, he went up to her and in a strong Ger­man ac­cent:

			“Oh, I am glad! … At last! … I thought I should nev­er … I was so sur­prised to re­ceive no news down there … no tele­grams. … And how is our dear Rudolf Kes­sel­bach?”

			The lady staggered back, as though she had been struck in the face, and at once fell in­to a chair and began to sob.

			“What’s the mat­ter? … Why, what’s the mat­ter?” asked Stein­weg.

			M. Len­or­mand in­ter­posed:

			“I see, sir, that you know noth­ing about cer­tain events that have taken place re­cently. Have you been long trav­el­ling?”

			“Yes, three months. … I had been up to the Rand. Then I went back to Ca­petown and wrote to Rudolf from there. But, on my way home by the East Coast route, I ac­cep­ted some work at Port Said. Rudolf has had my let­ter, I sup­pose?”

			“He is away. I will ex­plain the reas­on of his ab­sence. But, first, there is a point on which we should be glad of some in­form­a­tion. It has to do with a per­son whom you knew and to whom you used to refer, in your in­ter­course with Mr. Kes­sel­bach, by the name of Pierre Le­duc.”

			“Pierre Le­duc! What! Who told you?”

			The old man was ut­terly taken aback.

			He spluttered out again:

			“Who told you? Who dis­closed to you … ?”

			“Mr. Kes­sel­bach.”

			“Nev­er! It was a secret which I con­fided to him and Rudolf keeps his secrets … es­pe­cially this one …”

			“Nev­er­the­less, it is ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary that you should reply to our ques­tions. We are at this mo­ment en­gaged on an in­quiry about Pierre Le­duc which must come to a head without delay; and you alone can en­light­en us, as Mr. Kes­sel­bach is no longer here.”

			“Well, then,” cried Stein­weg, ap­par­ently mak­ing up his mind, “what do you want?”

			“Do you know Pierre Le­duc?”

			“I have nev­er seen him, but I have long been the pos­sessor of a secret which con­cerns him. Through a num­ber of in­cid­ents which I need not re­late and thanks to a series of chances, I ended by ac­quir­ing the cer­tainty that the man in whose dis­cov­ery I was in­ter­ested was lead­ing a dis­sol­ute life in Par­is and that he was call­ing him­self Pierre Le­duc, which is not his real name.”

			“But does he know his real name him­self?”

			“I pre­sume so.”

			“And you?”

			“Yes, I know it.”

			“Well, tell it to us.”

			He hes­it­ated; then, vehe­mently:

			“I can’t,” he said. “No, I can’t.”

			“But why not?”

			“I have no right to. The whole secret lies there. When I re­vealed the secret to Rudolf, he at­tached so much im­port­ance to it that he gave me a large sum of money to pur­chase my si­lence and he prom­ised me a for­tune, a real for­tune, on the day when he should suc­ceed, first, in find­ing Pierre Le­duc and, next, in turn­ing the secret to ac­count.” He smiled bit­terly. “The large sum of money is already lost. I came to see how my for­tune was get­ting on.”

			“Mr. Kes­sel­bach is dead,” said the chief de­tect­ive.

			Stein­weg gave a bound:

			“Dead! Is it pos­sible? No, it’s a trap. Mrs. Kes­sel­bach, is it true?”

			She bowed her head.

			He seemed crushed by this un­ex­pec­ted rev­el­a­tion; and, at the same time, it must have been in­fin­itely pain­ful to him, for he began to cry:

			“My poor Rudolf, I knew him when he was a little boy. … He used to come and play at my house at Augs­burg. … I was very fond of him.” And, call­ing Mrs. Kes­sel­bach to wit­ness, “And he of me, was he not, Mrs. Kes­sel­bach? He must have told you. … His old Daddy Stein­weg, he used to call me.”

			M. Len­or­mand went up to him and, in his clearest voice:

			“Listen to me,” he said. “Mr. Kes­sel­bach died murdered. … Come, be calm … ex­clam­a­tions are of no use. … He died murdered, I say, and all the cir­cum­stances of the crime prove that the cul­prit knew about the scheme in ques­tion. Was there any­thing in the nature of that scheme that would en­able you to guess … ?”

			Stein­weg stood dumb­foun­ded. He stammered:

			“It was my fault. … If I had not sug­ges­ted the thing to him …”

			Mrs. Kes­sel­bach went up to him, en­treat­ing him:

			“Do you think … have you any idea? … Oh, Stein­weg, I im­plore you! …”

			“I have no idea. … I have not re­flec­ted,” he muttered. “I must have time to re­flect. …”

			“Cast about in Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s sur­round­ings,” said M. Len­or­mand. “Did nobody take part in your in­ter­views at that time? Was there nobody in whom he him­self could have con­fided?”

			“No.”

			“Think well.”

			Both the oth­ers, Dolores and M. Len­or­mand, leant to­ward him, anxiously await­ing his an­swer.

			“No,” he said, “I don’t see. …”

			“Think well,” re­peated the chief de­tect­ive. “The mur­der­er’s Chris­ti­an name and sur­name be­gin with an L and an M.”

			“An L,” he echoed. “I don’t see … an L … an M. …”

			“Yes, the ini­tials are in gold on the corner of a ci­gar­ette-case be­long­ing to the mur­der­er.”

			“A ci­gar­ette-case?” asked Stein­weg, mak­ing an ef­fort of memory.

			“A gun­met­al case … and one of the com­part­ments is di­vided in­to two spaces, the smal­ler for ci­gar­ette-pa­pers, the oth­er for to­bacco. …”

			“Two spaces, two spaces,” re­peated Stein­weg, whose thoughts seemed stim­u­lated by that de­tail. “Couldn’t you show it to me?”

			“Here it is, or rather this is an ex­act re­pro­duc­tion,” said M. Len­or­mand, giv­ing him a ci­gar­ette-case.

			“Eh! What!” said Stein­weg, tak­ing the case in his hands.

			He looked at it with stu­pid eyes, ex­amined it, turned it over in every dir­ec­tion and, sud­denly, gave a cry, the cry of a man struck with a hor­rible idea. And he stood like that, liv­id, with trem­bling hands and wild, star­ing eyes.

			“Speak, come, speak!” said M. Len­or­mand.

			“Oh,” he said, as though blinded with light, “now all is ex­plained! …”

			“Speak, speak!”

			He walked across to the win­dows with a tot­ter­ing step, then re­turned and, rush­ing up to the chief de­tect­ive:

			“Sir, sir … Rudolf’s mur­der­er … I’ll tell you. … Well …”

			He stopped short.

			“Well?”

			There was a mo­ment’s pause. … Was the name of the odi­ous crim­in­al about to echo through the great si­lence of the of­fice, between those walls which had heard so many ac­cus­a­tions, so many con­fes­sions? M. Len­or­mand felt as if he were on the brink of the un­fathom­able abyss and as if a voice were mount­ing, mount­ing up to him. … A few seconds more and he would know. …

			“No,” muttered Stein­weg, “no, I can’t. …”

			“What’s that you say?” cried the chief de­tect­ive, furi­ously.

			“I say that I can’t.”

			“But you have no right to be si­lent. The law re­quires you to speak.”

			“To­mor­row. … I will speak to­mor­row … I must have time to re­flect. … To­mor­row, I will tell you all that I know about Pierre Le­duc … all that I sup­pose about that ci­gar­ette-case. … To­mor­row, I prom­ise you. …”

			It was ob­vi­ous that he pos­sessed that sort of ob­stin­acy against which the most en­er­get­ic ef­forts are of no avail. M. Len­or­mand yiel­ded:

			“Very well. I give you un­til to­mor­row, but I warn you that, if you do not speak to­mor­row, I shall be ob­liged to go to the ex­amin­ing-ma­gis­trate.”

			He rang and, tak­ing In­spect­or Dieuzy aside, said:

			“Go with him to his hotel … and stay there. … I’ll send you two men. … And mind you keep your eyes about you. Some­body may try to get hold of him.”

			The in­spect­or went off with Stein­weg; and M. Len­or­mand, re­turn­ing to Mrs. Kes­sel­bach, who had been vi­ol­ently af­fected by this scene, made his ex­cuses.

			“Pray ac­cept all my re­grets, ma­dame. … I can un­der­stand how up­set you must feel. …”

			He ques­tioned her as to the peri­od at which Mr. Kes­sel­bach re­newed his re­la­tions with old Stein­weg and as to the length of time for which those re­la­tions las­ted. But she was so much worn-out that he did not in­sist.

			“Am I to come back to­mor­row?” she asked.

			“No, it’s not ne­ces­sary. I will let you know all that Stein­weg says. May I see you down to your car­riage? These three flights are rather steep. …”

			He opened the door and stood back to let her pass. At that mo­ment shouts were heard in the pas­sage and people came run­ning up, in­spect­ors on duty, of­fice-mes­sen­gers, clerks:

			“Chief! Chief!”

			“What’s the mat­ter?”

			“Dieuzy! …”

			“But he’s just left here. …”

			“He’s been found on the stair­case. …”

			“Not dead? …”

			“No, stunned, faint­ing. …”

			“But the man … the man who was with him … old Stein­weg?”

			“He’s dis­ap­peared. …”

			“Damn it!”

			He rushed along the pas­sage and down the stairs, where he found Dieuzy ly­ing on the first-floor land­ing, sur­roun­ded by people who were at­tend­ing to him.

			He saw Gourel com­ing up again:

			“Oh, Gourel, have you been down­stairs? Did you come across any­body?”

			“No, chief. …”

			But Dieuzy was re­cov­er­ing con­scious­ness and, al­most be­fore he had opened his eyes, mumbled:

			“Here, on the land­ing, the little door. …”

			“Oh, hang it, the door of Court 7!”5 shouted the chief de­tect­ive. “Didn’t I say that it was to be kept locked? … It was cer­tain that, soon­er or later …” He seized the door-handle. “Oh, of course! The door is bolted on the oth­er side now!”

			The door was partly glazed. He smashed a pane with the butt-end of his re­volver, drew the bolt and said to Gourel:

			“Run through this way to the exit on the Place Dauphine. …”

			He went back to Dieuzy:

			“Come, Dieuzy, tell me about it. How did you come to let your­self be put in­to this state?”

			“A blow in the pit of the stom­ach, chief. …”

			“A blow? From that old chap? … Why, he can hardly stand on his legs! …”

			“Not the old man, chief, but an­oth­er, who was walk­ing up and down the pas­sage while Stein­weg was with you and who fol­lowed us as though he were go­ing out, too. … When we got as far as this, he asked me for a light. … I looked for my matches … Then he caught me a punch in the stom­ach. … I fell down, and, as I fell, I thought I saw him open that door and drag the old man with him. …”

			“Would you know him again?”

			“Oh yes, chief … a power­ful fel­low, very dark-skinned … a south­ern­er of sorts, that’s cer­tain. …”

			“Ribeira,” snarled M. Len­or­mand. “Al­ways Ribeira! … Ribeira, ali­as Par­bury. … Oh, the im­pudence of the scoun­drel! He was afraid of what old Stein­weg might say … and came to fetch him away un­der my very nose!” And, stamp­ing his foot with an­ger, “But, dash it, how did he know that Stein­weg was here, the black­guard! It’s only four hours since I was chas­ing him in the Saint-Cucufa woods … and now he’s here! … How did he know? … One would think he lived in­side my skin! …”

			He was seized with one of those fits of dream­ing in which he seemed to hear noth­ing and see noth­ing. Mrs. Kes­sel­bach, who passed at that mo­ment, bowed without his reply­ing.

			But a sound of foot­steps in the cor­ridor roused him from his leth­argy.

			“At last, is that you, Gourel?”

			“I’ve found out how it was, chief,” said Gourel, pant­ing for breath. “There were two of them. They went this way and out of the Place Dauphine. There was a mo­tor­car wait­ing for them. There were two people in­side: one was a man dressed in black, with a soft hat pulled over his eyes …”

			“That’s he,” muttered M. Len­or­mand, “that’s the mur­der­er, the ac­com­plice of Ribeira—Par­bury. And who was the oth­er?”

			“A wo­man, a wo­man without a hat, a ser­vant-girl, it might be. … And good-look­ing, I’m told, with red hair.”

			“Eh, what! You say she had red hair?”

			“Yes.”

			M. Len­or­mand turned round with a bound, ran down the stairs four steps at a time, hur­ried across the court­yard and came out on the Quai des Or­fèvres:

			“Stop!” he shouted.

			A vic­tor­ia and pair was driv­ing off. It was Mrs. Kes­sel­bach’s car­riage. The coach­man heard and pulled up his horses. M. Len­or­mand sprang on the step:

			“I beg a thou­sand par­dons, ma­dame, but I can­not do without your as­sist­ance. I will ask you to let me go with you. … But we must act swiftly. … Gourel, where’s my taxi?”

			“I’ve sent it away, chief.”

			“Well then, get an­oth­er, quick!” …

			The men all ran in dif­fer­ent dir­ec­tions. But ten minutes elapsed be­fore one of them re­turned with a mo­tor-cab. M. Len­or­mand was boil­ing with im­pa­tience. Mrs. Kes­sel­bach, stand­ing on the pave­ment, swayed from side to side, with her smelling-salts in her hand.

			At last they were seated.

			“Gourel, get up be­side the driver and go straight to Garches.”

			“To my house?” asked Dolores, astoun­ded.

			He did not reply. He leant out of the win­dow, waved his pass, ex­plained who he was to the po­lice­man reg­u­lat­ing the traffic in the streets. At last, when they reached the Cours-la-Reine, he sat down again and said:

			“I be­seech you, ma­dame, to give me plain an­swers to my ques­tions. Did you see Mlle. Geneviève Ernemont just now, at about four o’clock?”

			“Geneviève? … Yes. … I was dress­ing to go out.”

			“Did she tell you of the ad­vert­ise­ment about Stein­weg in the Journ­al?”

			“She did.”

			“And it was that which made you come to see me?”

			“Yes.”

			“Were you alone dur­ing Mlle. Ernemont’s vis­it?”

			“Upon my word, I can’t say. … Why?”

			“Re­col­lect. Was one of your ser­vants present?”

			“Prob­ably … as I was dress­ing. …”

			“What are their names?”

			“Su­z­anne and Ger­trude.”

			“One of them has red hair, has she not?”

			“Yes, Ger­trude.”

			“Have you known her long?”

			“Her sis­ter has al­ways been with me … and so has Ger­trude, for years. … She is de­vo­tion and hon­esty per­son­i­fied. …”

			“In short, you will an­swer for her?”

			“Oh, ab­so­lutely!”

			“Very well … very well.”

			It was half-past sev­en and the day­light was be­gin­ning to wane when the tax­icab reached the House of Re­treat. Without troub­ling about his com­pan­ion, the chief de­tect­ive rushed in­to the port­er’s lodge:

			“Mrs. Kes­sel­bach’s maid has just come in, has she not?”

			“Whom do you mean, the maid?”

			“Why, Ger­trude, one of the two sis­ters.”

			“But Ger­trude can’t have been out, sir. We haven’t seen her go out.”

			“Still someone has just come in.”

			“No, sir, we haven’t opened the door to any­body since—let me see—six o’clock this even­ing.”

			“Is there no oth­er way out than this gate?”

			“No. The walls sur­round the es­tate on every side and they are very high. …”

			“Mrs. Kes­sel­bach, we will go to your house, please.”

			They all three went. Mrs. Kes­sel­bach, who had no key, rang. The door was answered by Su­z­anne, the oth­er sis­ter.

			“Is Ger­trude in?” asked Mrs. Kes­sel­bach.

			“Yes, ma’am, in her room.”

			“Send her down, please,” said the chief de­tect­ive.

			After a mo­ment, Ger­trude came down­stairs, look­ing very at­tract­ive and en­ga­ging in her white em­broidered ap­ron.

			She had, in point of fact, a rather pretty face, crowned with red hair.

			M. Len­or­mand looked at her for a long time without speak­ing, as though he were try­ing to read what lay be­hind those in­no­cent eyes.

			He asked her no ques­tions. After a minute, he simply said:

			“That will do, thank you. Come, Gourel.”

			He went out with the ser­geant and, at once, as they fol­lowed the dark­ling paths of the garden, said:

			“That’s the one!”

			“Do you think so, chief? She looked so pla­cid!”

			“Much too pla­cid. An­oth­er would have been as­ton­ished, would have wanted to know why I sent for her. Not this one! Noth­ing but the con­cen­trated ef­fort of a face that is de­term­ined to smile at all costs. Only, I saw a drop of per­spir­a­tion trickle from her temple along her ear.”

			“So that … ?”

			“So that everything be­comes plain. Ger­trude is in league with the two ruf­fi­ans who are con­spir­ing round the Kes­sel­bach case, in or­der either to dis­cov­er and carry out the fam­ous scheme, or to cap­ture the wid­ow’s mil­lions. No doubt, the oth­er sis­ter is in the plot as well. At four o’clock, Ger­trude, learn­ing that I know of the ad­vert­ise­ment in the Journ­al, takes ad­vant­age of her mis­tress’s ab­sence, hastens to Par­is, finds Ribeira and the man in the soft hat and drags them off to the Pal­ais, where Ribeira an­nexes Mas­ter Stein­weg for his own pur­poses.”

			He re­flec­ted and con­cluded:

			“All this proves, first, the im­port­ance which they at­tach to Stein­weg and their fear of what he may re­veal; secondly, that a reg­u­lar plot is be­ing hatched around Mrs. Kes­sel­bach; thirdly, that I have no time to lose, for the plot is ripe.”

			“Very well,” said Gourel, “but one thing re­mains un­ex­plained. How was Ger­trude able to leave the garden in which we now are and to enter it again, un­known to the port­er and his wife?”

			“Through a secret pas­sage which the rogues must have con­trived to make quite re­cently.”

			“And which would end, no doubt,” said Gourel, “in Mrs. Kes­sel­bach’s house.”

			“Yes, per­haps,” said M. Len­or­mand, “per­haps … But I have an­oth­er idea.”

			They fol­lowed the cir­cuit of the wall. It was a bright night; and, though their two forms were hardly dis­tin­guish­able, they them­selves could see enough to ex­am­ine the stones of the walls and to con­vince them­selves that no breach, how­ever skil­ful, had been ef­fected.

			“A lad­der, very likely?” sug­ges­ted Gourel.

			“No, be­cause Ger­trude is able to get out in broad day­light. A com­mu­nic­a­tion of the kind I mean can evid­ently not end out of doors. The en­trance must be con­cealed by some build­ing already in ex­ist­ence.”

			“There are only the four garden-houses,” ob­jec­ted Gourel, “and they are all in­hab­ited.”

			“I beg your par­don: the third, the Pa­vil­lon Hortense, is not in­hab­ited.”

			“Who told you so?”

			“The port­er. Mrs. Kes­sel­bach hired this house, which is near her own, for fear of the noise. Who knows but that, in so do­ing, she ac­ted un­der Ger­trude’s in­flu­ence?”

			He walked round the house in ques­tion. The shut­ters were closed. He lif­ted the latch of the door, on the off-chance; the door opened.

			“Ah, Gourel, I think we’ve struck it! Let’s go in. Light your lan­tern. … Oh, the hall … the draw­ing-room … the din­ing-room … that’s no use. There must be a base­ment, as the kit­chen is not on this floor.”

			“This way, chief … the kit­chen-stairs are here.”

			They went down in­to a rather large kit­chen, crammed full of wick­er­work garden-chairs and flower-stands. Be­side it was a wash­house, which also served as a cel­lar, and which presen­ted the same un­tidy sight of ob­jects piled one on the top of the oth­er.

			“What is that shiny thing down there, chief?”

			Gourel stooped and picked up a brass pin with a head made of an im­it­a­tion pearl.

			“The pearl is quite bright still,” said M. Len­or­mand, “which it would not be if it had been ly­ing in this cel­lar long. Ger­trude passed this way, Gourel.”

			Gourel began to de­mol­ish a great stack of empty wine-casks, writ­ing desks and old rick­ety tables.

			“You are wast­ing your time,” said M. Len­or­mand. “If that is the way out, how would she have time first to move all those things and then to re­place them be­hind her? Look, here is a shut­ter out of use, which has no val­id reas­on for be­ing fastened to the wall by that nail. Draw it back.”

			Gourel did so. Be­hind the shut­ter, the wall was hol­lowed out. By the light of the lan­tern they saw an un­der­ground pas­sage run­ning down­wards.

			“I was right,” said M. Len­or­mand. “The com­mu­nic­a­tion is of re­cent date. You see, it’s a piece of work hur­riedly done, and not in­ten­ded to last for any length of time. … No ma­sonry. … Two planks placed cross­wise at in­ter­vals, with a joist to serve as a roof; and that is all. It will hold up as best it may: well enough, in any case, for the ob­ject in view, that is to say …”

			“That is to say what, chief?”

			“Well, first to al­low of the go­ing back­wards and for­wards between Ger­trude and her ac­com­plices … and then, one day, one day soon, of the kid­nap­ping, or rather the total, mi­ra­cu­lous, in­com­pre­hens­ible dis­ap­pear­ance of Mrs. Kes­sel­bach.”

			They pro­ceeded cau­tiously, so as not to knock against cer­tain beams which did not look over-safe. It at once be­came evid­ent that the tun­nel was much longer than the fifty yards at most that sep­ar­ated the house from the bound­ary of the garden. It must, there­fore, end at a fair dis­tance from the walls and bey­ond the road that skir­ted the prop­erty.

			“We are not go­ing in the dir­ec­tion of Vil­len­euve and the lake are we?” asked Gourel.

			“Not at all, the oth­er way about,” de­clared M. Len­or­mand.

			The tun­nel des­cen­ded with a gentle slope. There was a step, then an­oth­er; and they veered to­ward the right. They at once knocked up against a door which was fit­ted in­to a rubble frame, care­fully ce­men­ted. M. Len­or­mand pushed it and it opened.

			“One second, Gourel,” he said, stop­ping. “Let us think. … It might per­haps be wiser to turn back.”

			“Why?”

			“We must re­flect that Ribeira will have fore­seen the danger and pre­sume that he has taken his pre­cau­tions, in case the un­der­ground pas­sage should be dis­covered. Now he knows that we are on his track. He knows that we are search­ing the garden. He no doubt saw us enter the house. How do I know that he is not at this mo­ment lay­ing a trap for us?”

			“There are two of us, chief. …”

			“And sup­pose there were twenty of them?”

			He looked in front of him. The tun­nel sloped up­ward again, closed by an­oth­er door, which was at five or six yards’ dis­tance.

			“Let us go so far,” he said. “Then we shall see.”

			He passed through, fol­lowed by Gourel, whom he told to leave the first door open, and walked to the oth­er door, resolv­ing with­in him­self to go no farther. But this second door was shut; and though the lock seemed to work, he could not suc­ceed in open­ing it.

			“The door is bolted,” he said. “Let us make no noise and go back. The more so as, out­side, by re­mem­ber­ing the po­s­i­tion of the tun­nel, we can fix the line along which to look for the oth­er out­let.”

			They there­fore re­traced their steps to the first door, when Gourel, who was walk­ing ahead, gave an ex­clam­a­tion of sur­prise:

			“Why, it’s closed! …”

			“How is that? When I told you to leave it open!”

			“I did leave it open, chief, but the door must have fallen back of its own weight.”

			“Im­possible! We should have heard the sound.”

			“Then? …”

			“Then … then … I don’t know …” He went up to the door. “Let’s see, … there’s a key … does it turn? … Yes, it turns. But there seems to be a bolt on the oth­er side.”

			“Who can have fastened it?”

			“They, of course! Be­hind our backs! … Per­haps they have an­oth­er tun­nel that runs above this one, along­side of it … or else they were wait­ing in that empty house. … In any case, we’re caught in a trap. …”

			He grew angry with the lock, thrust his knife in­to the chink of the door, tried every means and then, in a mo­ment of wear­i­ness, said:

			“There’s noth­ing to be done!”

			“What, chief, noth­ing to be done? In that case, we’re diddled!”

			“I dare say!” said M. Len­or­mand. …

			They re­turned to the oth­er door and came back again to the first. Both were sol­id, made of hard wood, strengthened with cross­beams … in short, in­des­truct­ible.

			“We should want a hatchet,” said the chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice, “or at the very least, a ser­i­ous im­ple­ment … a knife even, with which we might try to cut away the place where the bolt is most likely to be … and we have noth­ing. …”

			He was seized with a sud­den fit of rage and flung him­self upon the obstacle, as though he hoped to do away with it. Then, power­less, beaten, he said to Gourel:

			“Listen, we’ll look in­to this in an hour or two. … I am tired out. … I am go­ing to sleep. … Keep watch so long … and if they come and at­tack us …”

			“Ah, if they come, we shall be saved, chief!” cried Gourel, who would have been re­lieved by a fight, how­ever great the odds.

			M. Len­or­mand lay down on the ground. In a minute, he was asleep.

			

			When he woke up, he re­mained for some seconds un­de­cided, not un­der­stand­ing; and he also asked him­self what sort of pain it was that was tor­ment­ing him:

			“Gourel!” he called. “Come! Gourel!”

			Ob­tain­ing no reply, he pressed the spring of his lan­tern and saw Gourel ly­ing be­side him, sound asleep.

			“What on earth can this pain be?” he thought. “Reg­u­lar twitch­ings. … Oh, why, of course, I am hungry, that’s all. … I’m starving! What can the time be?”

			His watch marked twenty minutes past sev­en, but he re­membered that he had not wound it up. Gourel’s watch was not go­ing either.

			Gourel had awoke un­der the ac­tion of the same in­ward pangs, which made them think that the break­fast-hour must be long past and that they had already slept for a part of the day.

			“My legs are quite numbed,” said Gourel, “and my feet feel as if they were on ice. What a funny sen­sa­tion!” He bent down to rub them and went on: “Why, it’s not on ice that my feet were, but in wa­ter. … Look, chief … there’s a reg­u­lar pool near the first door. …”

			“Soaked through,” M. Len­or­mand replied. “We’ll go back to the second door; you can dry your­self …”

			“But what are you do­ing, chief?”

			“Do you think I am go­ing to al­low my­self to be bur­ied alive in this vault? … Not if I know it; I haven’t reached the age! … As the two doors are closed, let us try to pass through the walls.”

			One by one he loosened the stones that stood out at the height of his hand, in the hope of con­triv­ing an­oth­er gal­lery that would slope up­wards to the level of the soil. But the work was long and pain­ful, for in this part of the tun­nel, as he per­ceived the stones were ce­men­ted.

			“Chief … chief,” stammered Gourel, in a stifled voice. …

			“Well?”

			“You are stand­ing with your feet in the wa­ter.”

			“Non­sense! … Why, so I am! … Well, it can’t be helped. … I’ll dry them in the sun. …”

			“But don’t you see?”

			“What?”

			“Why, it’s rising, chief, it’s rising! …”

			“What’s rising?”

			“The wa­ter! …”

			M. Len­or­mand felt a shud­der pass over his skin. He sud­denly un­der­stood. It was not a cas­u­al trick­ling through, as he had thought, but a care­fully-pre­pared flood, mech­an­ic­ally, ir­res­ist­ibly pro­duced by some in­fernal sys­tem.

			“Oh, the scoun­drel!” he snarled. “If ever I lay hands on him … !”

			“Yes, yes, chief, but we must first get out of this. … And, as far as I can see …”

			Gourel seemed com­pletely pros­trated, in­cap­able of hav­ing an idea, of pro­pos­ing a plan.

			M. Len­or­mand knelt down on the ground and meas­ured the rate at which the wa­ter was rising. A quarter, or there­abouts, of the first door was covered; and the wa­ter was halfway to­ward the second door.

			“The pro­gress is slow, but un­in­ter­rup­ted,” he said. “In a few hours it will be over our heads.”

			“But this is ter­rible, chief, it’s hor­rible!” moaned Gourel.

			“Oh, look here, don’t come bor­ing me with your lam­ent­a­tions, do you un­der­stand? Cry, if it amuses you, but don’t let me hear you!”

			“It’s the hun­ger that weak­ens me, chief; my brain’s go­ing round.”

			“Bite your fist!”

			As Gourel said, the po­s­i­tion was ter­rible; and, if M. Len­or­mand had had less en­ergy, he would have aban­doned the vain struggle. What was to be done? It was no use hop­ing that Ribeira would have the char­ity to let them out. It was no use either hop­ing that the broth­ers Doudeville would res­cue them, for the in­spect­ors did not know of the ex­ist­ence of the tun­nel. So no hope re­mained … no hope but that of an im­possible mir­acle. …

			“Come, come,” said M. Len­or­mand, “this is too silly. We’re not go­ing to kick the buck­et here! Hang it all, there must be some­thing! … Show me a light, Gourel.”

			Flat­ten­ing him­self against the second door, he ex­amined it from top to bot­tom, in every corner. There was an enorm­ous bolt on that side, just as there prob­ably was on the oth­er. He un­fastened the screws with the blade of his knife; and the bolt came off in his hand.

			“And what next?” asked Gourel.

			“What next?” he echoed. “Well, this bolt is made of iron, pretty long and very nearly poin­ted. Cer­tainly, it’s not as good as a pick­axe, but it’s bet­ter than noth­ing and …”

			Without fin­ish­ing his sen­tence, he drove the im­ple­ment in­to the side­wall of the tun­nel, a little in front of the pil­lar of ma­sonry that sup­por­ted the hinges of the door. As he ex­pec­ted, once he had passed the first lay­er of ce­ment and stones, he found soft earth:

			“To work!” he cried.

			“Cer­tainly, chief, but would you ex­plain … ?”

			“It’s quite simple. I want to dig round this pil­lar a pas­sage, three or four yards long, which will join the tun­nel on the oth­er side of the door and al­low us to es­cape.”

			“But it will take us hours; and mean­while, the wa­ter is rising.”

			“Show me a light, Gourel.”

			“In twenty minutes, or half an hour at most, it will have reached our feet.”

			“Show me a light, Gourel.”

			M. Len­or­mand’s idea was cor­rect and, with some little ex­er­tion, by pulling the earth, which he first loosened with his im­ple­ment, to­wards him and mak­ing it fall in­to the tun­nel, he was not long in dig­ging a hole large enough to slip in­to.

			“It’s my turn, chief!” said Gourel.

			“Aha, you’re re­turn­ing to life, I see! Well, fire away! … You have only to fol­low the shape of the pil­lar.”

			At that mo­ment, the wa­ter was up to their ankles. Would they have time to com­plete the work be­gun?

			It be­came more dif­fi­cult as they went on, for the earth which they dis­turbed was in their way; and, ly­ing flat on their stom­achs in the pas­sage, they were ob­liged at every in­stant to re­move the rub­bish that ob­struc­ted them.

			After two hours, the work was per­haps three-quar­ters through, but the wa­ter now covered their legs. An­oth­er hour and it would reach the open­ing of the hole which they were dig­ging. And that would mean the end!

			Gourel, who was ex­hausted by the want of food and who was too stout to move with any free­dom in that ever-nar­row­er pas­sage, had had to give up. He no longer stirred, trem­bling with an­guish at feel­ing that icy wa­ter which was gradu­ally swal­low­ing him up.

			As for M. Len­or­mand, he worked on with in­defatig­able ar­dor. It was a ter­rible job, this ants’ work per­formed in the stifling dark­ness. His hands were bleed­ing. He was faint­ing with hun­ger. The in­suf­fi­ciency of the air hampered his breath­ing; and, from time to time, Gourel’s sighs re­minded him of the aw­ful danger that threatened him at the bot­tom of his hole.

			But noth­ing could dis­cour­age him, for now he again found op­pos­ite him those ce­men­ted stones which formed the side­wall of the gal­lery. It was the most dif­fi­cult part, but the end was at hand.

			“It’s rising,” cried Gourel, in a chok­ing voice, “it’s rising!”

			M. Len­or­mand re­doubled his ef­forts. Sud­denly the stem of the bolt which he was us­ing leapt out in­to space. The pas­sage was dug. He had now only to widen it, which be­came much easi­er once he was able to shoot the ma­ter­i­als in front of him.

			Gourel, mad with ter­ror, was howl­ing like a dy­ing beast. M. Len­or­mand paid no at­ten­tion to him. Safety was at hand.

			Nev­er­the­less, he had a few seconds of anxi­ety when he per­ceived, by the sound of the ma­ter­i­als fall­ing, that this part of the tun­nel was also un­der wa­ter, which was nat­ur­al, as the door did not form a suf­fi­ciently tight-fit­ting bar­ri­er. But what did it mat­ter! The out­let was free. One last ef­fort … he passed through.

			“Come, Gourel,” he cried, re­turn­ing to fetch his com­pan­ion.

			He dragged him, half dead, by the wrists:

			“Come along, booby, pull your­self to­geth­er! We are saved.”

			“Do you really think so, chief? … The wa­ter’s up to our chests. …”

			“Nev­er mind, as long as it’s not over our mouths. … Where’s your lan­tern?”

			“It’s not work­ing.”

			“No mat­ter.” He gave an ex­clam­a­tion of de­light. “One step … two steps! … A stair­case. … At last!”

			They emerged from the wa­ter, that ac­cursed wa­ter which had al­most swal­lowed them up; and it was a de­li­cious sen­sa­tion, a re­lease that sent up their spir­its.

			“Stop!” said M. Len­or­mand.

			His head had knocked against some­thing. With arms out­stretched, he pushed against the obstacle, which yiel­ded at once. It was the flap of a trap-door; and, when this trap-door was opened, he found him­self in a cel­lar in­to which the light of a fine night filtered through an air-hole.

			He threw back the flap and climbed the last treads.

			Then a veil fell over his eyes. Arms seized upon him. He felt him­self as it were wrapped in a sheet, in a sort of sack, and then fastened with cords.

			“Now for the oth­er one!” said a voice.

			The same op­er­a­tion must have been per­formed on Gourel; and the same voice said:

			“If they call out, kill them at once. Have you your dag­ger?”

			“Yes.”

			“Come along. You two, take this one … you two, that one. … No light … and no noise either. … It would be a ser­i­ous mat­ter. They’ve been search­ing the garden next door since this morn­ing … there are ten or fif­teen of them knock­ing about. … Go back to the house, Ger­trude, and, if the least thing hap­pens, tele­phone to me in Par­is.”

			M. Len­or­mand felt that he was be­ing lif­ted up and car­ried and, a mo­ment after, that he was in the open air.

			“Bring the cart near­er,” said a voice.

			M. Len­or­mand heard the sound of a horse and cart.

			He was laid out on some boards. Gourel was hois­ted up be­side him. The horse star­ted at a trot.

			The drive las­ted about half an hour.

			“Halt!” com­manded the voice. “Lift them out. Here, driver, turn the cart so that the tail touches the para­pet of the bridge. … Good. … No boats on the river? Sure? Then let’s waste no time. … Oh, have you fastened some stones to them?”

			“Yes, pav­ing-stones.”

			“Right away, then! Com­mend your soul to God, M. Len­or­mand, and pray for me, Par­bury-Ribeira, bet­ter known by the name of Bar­on Al­ten­heim. Are you ready? All right? Well, here’s wish­ing you a pleas­ant jour­ney, M. Len­or­mand!”

			M. Len­or­mand was placed on the para­pet. Someone gave him a push. He felt him­self fall­ing in­to space and he still heard the voice chuck­ling:

			“A pleas­ant jour­ney!”

			

			Ten seconds later it was Ser­geant Gourel’s turn.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Par­bury-Ribeira-Al­ten­heim

			
			The girls were play­ing in the garden, un­der the su­per­vi­sion of Mlle. Char­lotte, Geneviève’s new as­sist­ant. Mme. Ernemont came out, dis­trib­uted some cakes among them and then went back to the room which served as a draw­ing-room and par­lor in one, sat down be­fore a writ­ing-desk and began to ar­range her pa­pers and ac­count-books.

			Sud­denly, she felt the pres­ence of a stranger in the room. She turned round in alarm:

			“You!” she cried. “Where have you come from? How did you get in?”

			“Hush!” said Prince Sernine. “Listen to me and do not let us waste a minute: Geneviève?”

			“Call­ing on Mrs. Kes­sel­bach.”

			“When will she be here?”

			“Not be­fore an hour.”

			“Then I will let the broth­ers Doudeville come. I have an ap­point­ment with them. How is Geneviève?”

			“Very well.”

			“How of­ten has she seen Pierre Le­duc since I went away, ten days ago?”

			“Three times; and she is to meet him today at Mrs. Kes­sel­bach’s, to whom she in­tro­duced him, as you said she must. Only, I may as well tell you that I don’t think much of this Pierre Le­duc of yours. Geneviève would do bet­ter to find some good fel­low in her own class of life. For in­stance, there’s the school­mas­ter.”

			“You’re mad! Geneviève marry a school­mas­ter!”

			“Oh, if you con­sidered Geneviève’s hap­pi­ness first. …”

			“Shut up, Vic­toire. You’re bor­ing me with your cackle. I have no time to waste on sen­ti­ment. I’m play­ing a game of chess; and I move my men without troub­ling about what they think. When I have won the game, I will go in­to the ques­tion wheth­er the knight, Pierre Le­duc, and the queen, Geneviève, have a heart or not.”

			She in­ter­rup­ted him:

			“Did you hear? A whistle. …”

			“It’s the two Doudevilles. Go and bring them in; and then leave us.”

			As soon as the two broth­ers were in the room, he ques­tioned them with his usu­al pre­ci­sion:

			“I know what the news­pa­pers have said about the dis­ap­pear­ance of Len­or­mand and Gourel. Do you know any more?”

			“No. The deputy-chief, M. Weber, has taken the case in hand. We have been search­ing the garden of the House of Re­treat for the past week; and nobody is able to ex­plain how they can have dis­ap­peared. The whole force is in a flut­ter. … No one has ever seen the like … a chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice dis­ap­pear­ing, without leav­ing a trace be­hind him!”

			“The two maids?”

			“Ger­trude has gone. She is be­ing looked for.”

			“Her sis­ter Su­z­anne?”

			“M. Weber and M. Former­ie have ques­tioned her. There is noth­ing against her.”

			“Is that all you have to tell me?”

			“Oh, no, there are oth­er things, all the things which we did not tell the pa­pers.”

			They then de­scribed the in­cid­ents that had marked M. Len­or­mand’s last two days: the night vis­it of the two ruf­fi­ans to Pierre Le­duc’s villa; next day, Ribeira’s at­tempt to kid­nap Geneviève and the chase through the Saint-Cucufa woods; old Stein­weg’s ar­rival, his ex­am­in­a­tion at the de­tect­ive-of­fice in Mrs. Kes­sel­bach’s pres­ence, his es­cape from the Pal­ais. …

			“And no one knows these de­tails ex­cept yourselves?”

			“Dieuzy knows about the Stein­weg in­cid­ent: he told us of it.”

			“And they still trust you at the Pre­fec­ture of Po­lice?”

			“So much so that they em­ploy us openly. M. Weber swears by us.”

			“Come,” said the prince, “all is not lost. If M. Len­or­mand has com­mit­ted an im­prudence that has cost him his life, as I sup­pose he did, at any rate he per­formed some good work first; and we have only to con­tin­ue it. The en­emy has the start of us, but we will catch him up.”

			“It won’t be an easy job, gov­ernor.”

			“Why not? It is only a mat­ter of find­ing old Stein­weg again, for the an­swer to the riddle is in his hands.”

			“Yes, but where has Ribeira got old Stein­weg tucked away?”

			“At his own place, of course.”

			“Then we should have to know where Ribeira hangs out.”

			“Well, of course!”

			He dis­missed them and went to the House of Re­treat. Mo­tor­cars were await­ing out­side the door and two men were walk­ing up and down, as though mount­ing guard.

			In the garden, near Mrs. Kes­sel­bach’s house, he saw Geneviève sit­ting on a bench with Pierre Le­duc and a thick­set gen­tle­man wear­ing a single eye­glass. The three were talk­ing and none of them saw him. But sev­er­al people came out of the house: M. Former­ie, M. Weber, a ma­gis­trate’s clerk, and two in­spect­ors. Geneviève went in­doors and the gen­tle­man with the eye­glass went up and spoke to the ex­amin­ing-ma­gis­trate and the deputy-chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice and walked away with them slowly.

			Sernine came be­side the bench where Pierre Le­duc was sit­ting and whispered:

			“Don’t move, Pierre Le­duc; it’s I.”

			“You! … you! …”

			It was the third time that the young man saw Sernine since the aw­ful night at Ver­sailles; and each time it up­set him.

			“Tell me … who is the fel­low with the eye­glass?”

			Pierre Le­duc turned pale and jab­bered. Sernine pinched his arm:

			“An­swer me, con­found it! Who is he?”

			“Bar­on Al­ten­heim.”

			“Where does he come from?”

			“He was a friend of Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s. He ar­rived from Aus­tria, six days ago, and placed him­self at Mrs. Kes­sel­bach’s dis­pos­al.”

			The po­lice au­thor­it­ies had, mean­while, gone out of the garden; Bar­on Al­ten­heim also.

			The prince rose and, turn­ing to­wards the Pa­vil­lon de l’Im­pératrice, con­tin­ued:

			“Has the bar­on asked you many ques­tions?”

			“Yes, a great many. He is in­ter­ested in my case. He wants to help me find my fam­ily. He ap­pealed to my child­hood memor­ies.”

			“And what did you say?”

			“Noth­ing, be­cause I know noth­ing. What memor­ies have I? You put me in an­oth­er’s place and I don’t even know who that oth­er is.”

			“No more do I!” chuckled the prince. “And that’s just what makes your case so quaint.”

			“Oh, it’s all very well for you to laugh … you’re al­ways laugh­ing! … But I’m be­gin­ning to have enough of it. … I’m mixed up in a heap of nasty mat­ters … to say noth­ing of the danger which I run in pre­tend­ing to be some­body that I am not.”

			“What do you mean … that you are not? You’re quite as much a duke as I am a prince … per­haps even more so. … Be­sides, if you’re not a duke, hurry up and be­come one, hang it all! Geneviève can’t marry any­one but a duke! Look at her: isn’t she worth selling your soul for?”

			He did not even look at Le­duc, not caring what he thought. They had reached the house by this time; and Geneviève ap­peared at the foot of the steps, comely and smil­ing:

			“So you have re­turned?” she said to the prince. “Ah, that’s a good thing! I am so glad. … Do you want to see Dolores?”

			After a mo­ment, she showed him in­to Mrs. Kes­sel­bach’s room. The prince was taken aback. Dolores was paler still and thin­ner than on the day when he saw her last. Ly­ing on a sofa, wrapped up in white stuffs, she looked like one of those sick people who have ceased to struggle against death. As for her, she had ceased to struggle against life, against the fate that was over­whelm­ing her with its blows.

			Sernine gazed at her with deep pity and with an emo­tion which he did not strive to con­ceal. She thanked him for the sym­pathy which he showed her. She also spoke of Bar­on Al­ten­heim, in friendly terms.

			“Did you know him be­fore?” he asked.

			“Yes, by name, and through his in­tim­acy with my hus­band.”

			“I have met an Al­ten­heim who lives in the Rue de Rivoli. Do you think it’s the same?”

			“Oh, no, this one lives in … As a mat­ter of fact, I don’t quite know; he gave me his ad­dress, but I can’t say that I re­mem­ber it. …”

			After a few minutes’ con­ver­sa­tion, Sernine took his leave. Geneviève was wait­ing for him in the hall:

			“I want to speak to you,” she said eagerly, “on a ser­i­ous mat­ter. … Did you see him?”

			“Whom?”

			“Bar­on Al­ten­heim. … But that’s not his name … or, at least, he has an­oth­er. … I re­cog­nized him … he does not know it.”

			She dragged him out of doors and walked on in great ex­cite­ment.

			“Calm your­self, Geneviève. …”

			“He’s the man who tried to carry me off. … But for that poor M. Len­or­mand, I should have been done for. … Come, you must know, for you know everything. …”

			“Then his real name is …”

			“Ribeira.”

			“Are you sure?”

			“It was no use his chan­ging his ap­pear­ance, his ac­cent, his man­ner: I knew him at once, by the hor­ror with which he in­spires me. But I said noth­ing … un­til you re­turned.”

			“You said noth­ing to Mrs. Kes­sel­bach either?”

			“No. She seemed so happy at meet­ing a friend of her hus­band’s. But you will speak to her about it, will you not? You will pro­tect her. … I don’t know what he is pre­par­ing against her, against my­self. … Now that M. Len­or­mand is no longer there, he has noth­ing to fear, he does as he pleases. Who can un­mask him?”

			“I can. I will be re­spons­ible for everything. But not a word to any­body.”

			They had reached the port­er’s lodge. The gate was opened. The prince said:

			“Good­bye, Geneviève, and be quite easy in your mind. I am there.”

			He shut the gate, turned round and gave a slight start. Op­pos­ite him stood the man with the eye­glass, Bar­on Al­ten­heim, with his head held well up, his broad shoulders, his power­ful frame.

			They looked at each oth­er for two or three seconds, in si­lence. The bar­on smiled.

			Then the bar­on said:

			“I was wait­ing for you, Lupin.”

			For all his self-mas­tery, Sernine felt a thrill pass over him. He had come to un­mask his ad­versary; and his ad­versary had un­masked him at the first on­set. And, at the same time, the ad­versary was ac­cept­ing the con­test boldly, brazenly, as though he felt sure of vic­tory. It was a swag­ger­ing thing to do and gave evid­ence of no small amount of pluck.

			The two men, vi­ol­ently hos­tile one to the oth­er, took each oth­er’s meas­ure with their eyes.

			“And what then?” asked Sernine.

			“What then? Don’t you think we have oc­ca­sion for a meet­ing?”

			“Why?”

			“I want to talk to you.”

			“What day will suit you?”

			“To­mor­row. Let us lunch to­geth­er at a res­taur­ant.”

			“Why not at your place?”

			“You don’t know my ad­dress.”

			“Yes, I do.”

			With a swift move­ment, the prince pulled out a news­pa­per pro­trud­ing from Al­ten­heim’s pock­et, a pa­per still in its ad­dressed wrap­per, and said:

			“No. 29, Villa Dupont.”

			“Well played!” said the oth­er. “Then we’ll say, to­mor­row, at my place.”

			“To­mor­row, at your place. At what time?”

			“One o’clock.”

			“I shall be there. Good­bye.”

			They were about to walk away. Al­ten­heim stopped:

			“Oh, one word more, prince. Bring a weapon with you.”

			“Why?”

			“I keep four menser­vants and you will be alone.”

			“I have my fists,” said Sernine. “We shall be on even terms.”

			He turned his back on him and then, call­ing him back:

			“Oh, one word more, bar­on. En­gage four more ser­vants.”

			“Why?”

			“I have thought it over. I shall bring my whip.”

			

			At one o’clock the next day, pre­cisely, a horse­man rode through the gate of the so-called Villa Dupont, a peace­ful, coun­tri­fied private road, the only en­trance to which is in the Rue Per­golèse, close to the Av­en­ue du Bois.

			It is lined with gar­dens and hand­some private houses; and, right at the end, it is closed by a sort of little park con­tain­ing a large old house, be­hind which runs the Par­is cir­cu­lar rail­way. It was here, at No. 29, that Bar­on Al­ten­heim lived.

			Sernine flung the reins of his horse to a groom whom he had sent on ahead and said:

			“Bring him back at half-past two.”

			He rang the bell. The garden-gate opened and he walked to the front-door steps, where he was awaited by two tall men in liv­ery who ushered him in­to an im­mense, cold, stone hall, devoid of any or­na­ment. The door closed be­hind him with a heavy thud; and, great and in­dom­it­able as his cour­age was, he nev­er­the­less un­der­went an un­pleas­ant sen­sa­tion at feel­ing him­self alone, sur­roun­ded by en­emies, in that isol­ated pris­on.

			“Say Prince Sernine.”

			The draw­ing-room was near and he was shown straight in.

			“Ah, there you are, my dear prince!” said the bar­on, com­ing to­ward him. “Well, will you be­lieve—Domi­n­ique, lunch in twenty minutes. Un­til then, don’t let us be in­ter­rup­ted—will you be­lieve, my dear prince, that I hardly ex­pec­ted to see you?”

			“Oh, really? Why?”

			“Well, your de­clar­a­tion of war, this morn­ing, is so plain that an in­ter­view be­comes su­per­flu­ous.”

			“My de­clar­a­tion of war?”

			The bar­on un­fol­ded a copy of the Grand Journ­al and poin­ted to a para­graph which ran as fol­lows:

			
				“We are au­thor­it­at­ively in­formed that M. Len­or­mand’s dis­ap­pear­ance has roused Arsène Lupin in­to tak­ing ac­tion. After a brief en­quiry and fol­low­ing on his pro­pos­al to clear up the Kes­sel­bach case, Arsène Lupin has de­cided that he will find M. Len­or­mand, alive or dead, and that he will de­liv­er the au­thor or au­thors of that hein­ous series of crimes to justice.”

			

			“This au­thor­it­at­ive pro­nounce­ment comes from you, my dear prince, of course?”

			“Yes, it comes from me.”

			“There­fore, I was right: it means war.”

			“Yes.”

			Al­ten­heim gave Sernine a chair, sat down him­self and said, in a con­cili­at­ory tone:

			“Well, no, I can­not al­low that. It is im­possible that two men like ourselves should fight and in­jure each oth­er. We have only to come to an ex­plan­a­tion, to seek the means: you and I were made to un­der­stand each oth­er.”

			“I think, on the con­trary, that two men like ourselves are not made to un­der­stand each oth­er.”

			The bar­on sup­pressed a move­ment of im­pa­tience and con­tin­ued:

			“Listen to me, Lupin. … By the way, do you mind my call­ing you Lupin?”

			“What shall I call you? Al­ten­heim, Ribeira, or Par­bury?”

			“Oho! I see that you are even bet­ter pos­ted than I thought! … Hang it all, but you’re jolly smart! … All the more reas­on why we should agree.” And, bend­ing to­ward him, “Listen, Lupin, and pon­der my words well; I have weighed them care­fully, every one. Look here. … We two are evenly matched. … Does that make you smile? You are wrong: it may be that you pos­sess re­sources which I do not; but I have oth­ers of which you know noth­ing. Moreover, as you are aware, I have few scruples, some skill and a ca­pa­city for chan­ging my per­son­al­ity which an ex­pert like your­self ought to ap­pre­ci­ate. In short, the two ad­versar­ies are each as good as the oth­er. But one ques­tion re­mains un­answered: why are we ad­versar­ies? We are pur­su­ing the same ob­ject, you will say? And what then? Do you know what will come of our rivalry? Each of us will para­lyze the ef­forts and des­troy the work of the oth­er; and we shall both miss our aim! And for whose be­ne­fit? Some Len­or­mand or oth­er, a third rogue! … It’s really too silly.”

			“It’s really too silly, as you say,” Sernine ad­mit­ted. “But there is a rem­edy.”

			“What is that?”

			“For you to with­draw.”

			“Don’t chaff. I am ser­i­ous. The pro­pos­al which I am go­ing to make is not one to be re­jec­ted without ex­am­in­a­tion. Here it is, in two words: let’s be part­ners!”

			“I say!”

			“Of course, each of us will con­tin­ue free where his own af­fairs are con­cerned. But, for the busi­ness in ques­tion, let us com­bine our ef­forts. Does that suit you? Hand in hand and share alike.”

			“What do you bring?”

			“I?”

			“Yes, you know what I’m worth; I’ve de­livered my proofs. In the al­li­ance which you are pro­pos­ing, you know the fig­ure, so to speak of my mar­riage-por­tion. What’s yours?”

			“Stein­weg.”

			“That’s not much.”

			“It’s im­mense. Through Stein­weg, we learn the truth about Pierre Le­duc. Through Stein­weg, we get to know what the fam­ous Kes­sel­bach plan is all about.”

			Sernine burst out laugh­ing:

			“And you need me for that?”

			“I don’t un­der­stand.”

			“Come, old chap, your of­fer is child­ish. You have Stein­weg in your hands. If you wish for my col­lab­or­a­tion, it is be­cause you have not suc­ceeded in mak­ing him speak. But for that fact, you would do without my ser­vices.”

			“Well, what of it?”

			“I re­fuse.”

			The two men stood up to each oth­er once more, vi­ol­ent and im­plac­able.

			“I re­fuse,” said Sernine. “Lupin re­quires nobody, in or­der to act. I am one of those who walk alone. If you were my equal, as you pre­tend, the idea of a part­ner­ship would nev­er have entered your head. The man who has the stature of a lead­er com­mands. Uni­on im­plies obed­i­ence. I do not obey.”

			“You re­fuse? You re­fuse?” re­peated Al­ten­heim, turn­ing pale un­der the in­sult.

			“All that I can do for you, old chap, is to of­fer you a place in my band. You’ll be a private sol­dier, to be­gin with. Un­der my or­ders, you shall see how a gen­er­al wins a battle … and how he pock­ets the booty, by him­self and for him­self. Does that suit you … Tommy?”

			Al­ten­heim was be­side him­self with fury. He gnashed his teeth:

			“You are mak­ing a mis­take, Lupin,” he mumbled, “you are mak­ing a mis­take. … I don’t want any­body either; and this busi­ness gives me no more dif­fi­culty than plenty of oth­ers which I have pulled off. … What I said was said in or­der to ef­fect our ob­ject more quickly and without in­con­veni­en­cing each oth­er.”

			“You’re not in­con­veni­en­cing me,” said Lupin, scorn­fully.

			“Look here! If we don’t com­bine, only one of us will suc­ceed.”

			“That’s good enough for me.”

			“And he will only suc­ceed by passing over the oth­er’s body. Are you pre­pared for that sort of duel, Lupin? A duel to the death, do you un­der­stand? … The knife is a meth­od which you des­pise; but sup­pose you re­ceived one, Lupin, right in the throat?”

			“Aha! So, when all is said, that’s what you pro­pose?”

			“No, I am not very fond of shed­ding blood. … Look at my fists: I strike … and my man falls. … I have spe­cial blows of my own. … But the oth­er one kills … re­mem­ber … the little wound in the throat. … Ah, Lupin, be­ware of him, be­ware of that one! … He is ter­rible, he is im­plac­able. … Noth­ing stops him.”

			He spoke these words in a low voice and with such ex­cite­ment that Sernine shuddered at the hideous thought of the un­known mur­der­er:

			“Bar­on,” he sneered, “one would think you were afraid of your ac­com­plice!”

			“I am afraid for the oth­ers, for those who bar our road, for you, Lupin. Ac­cept, or you are lost. I shall act my­self, if ne­ces­sary. The goal is too near … I have my hand on it. … Get out of my way, Lupin!”

			He was all en­ergy and ex­as­per­ated will. He spoke for­cibly and so bru­tally that he seemed ready to strike his en­emy then and there.

			Sernine shrugged his shoulders:

			“Lord, how hungry I am!” he said, yawn­ing. “What a time to lunch at!”

			The door opened.

			“Lunch is served, sir,” said the but­ler.

			“Ah, that’s good hear­ing!”

			In the door­way, Al­ten­heim caught Sernine by the arm and, dis­reg­ard­ing the ser­vant’s pres­ence:

			“If you take my ad­vice … ac­cept. This is a ser­i­ous mo­ment in your life … and you will do bet­ter, I swear to you, you will do bet­ter … to ac­cept. …”

			“Cavi­ar!” cried Sernine. “Now, that’s too sweet of you. … You re­membered that you were en­ter­tain­ing a Rus­si­an prince!”

			They sat down fa­cing each oth­er, with the bar­on’s grey­hound, a large an­im­al with long, sil­ver hair, between them.

			“Let me in­tro­duce Siri­us, my most faith­ful friend.”

			“A fel­low-coun­try­man,” said Sernine. “I shall nev­er for­get the one which the Tsar was good enough to give me when I had the hon­or to save his life.”

			“Ah, you had that hon­or … a ter­ror­ist con­spir­acy, no doubt?”

			“Yes, a con­spir­acy got up by my­self. You must know, this dog—its name, by the way, was Se­bastopol. …”

			The lunch con­tin­ued mer­rily. Al­ten­heim had re­covered his good hu­mor and the two men vied with each oth­er in wit and po­lite­ness. Sernine told an­ec­dotes which the bar­on capped with oth­ers; and it was a suc­ces­sion of stor­ies of hunt­ing, sport and travel, in which the old­est names in Europe were con­stantly crop­ping up: Span­ish grandees, Eng­lish lords, Hun­gari­an mag­yars, Aus­tri­an arch­dukes.

			“Ah,” said Sernine, “what a fine pro­fes­sion is ours! It brings us in­to touch with all the best people. Here, Siri­us, a bit of this truffled chick­en!”

			The dog did not take his eyes off him, and snapped at everything that Sernine gave it.

			“A glass of Cham­b­ertin, prince?”

			“With pleas­ure, bar­on.”

			“I can re­com­mend it. It comes from King Leo­pold’s cel­lar.”

			“A present?”

			“Yes, a present I made my­self.”

			“It’s de­li­cious. … What a bou­quet! … With this pâté de foie gras, it’s simply won­der­ful! … I must con­grat­u­late you, bar­on; you have a first-rate chef.”

			“My chef is a wo­man-cook, prince. I bribed her with un­told gold to leave Lev­raud, the so­cial­ist deputy. I say, try this hot chocol­ate-ice; and let me call your spe­cial at­ten­tion to the little dry cakes that go with it. They’re an in­ven­tion of geni­us, those cakes.”

			“The shape is charm­ing, in any case,” said Sernine, help­ing him­self. “If they taste as good as they look. … Here, Siri­us, you’re sure to like this. Lo­custa her­self could not have done bet­ter.”

			He took one of the cakes and gave it to the dog. Siri­us swal­lowed it at a gulp, stood mo­tion­less for two or three seconds, as though dazed, then turned in a circle and fell to the floor dead.

			Sernine star­ted back from his chair, lest one of the foot­men should fall upon him un­awares. Then he burst out laugh­ing:

			“Look here, bar­on, next time you want to pois­on one of your friends, try to steady your voice and to keep your hands from shak­ing. … Oth­er­wise, people sus­pect you. … But I thought you dis­liked murder?”

			“With the knife, yes,” said Al­ten­heim, quite un­per­turbed. “But I have al­ways had a wish to pois­on someone. I wanted to see what it was like.”

			“By Jove, old chap, you choose your sub­jects well! A Rus­si­an prince!”

			He walked up to Al­ten­heim and, in a con­fid­en­tial tone, said:

			“Do you know what would have happened if you had suc­ceeded, that is to say, if my friends had not seen me re­turn at three o’clock at the latest? Well, at half-past three the pre­fect of po­lice would have known ex­actly all that there was to know about the so-called Bar­on Al­ten­heim; and the said bar­on would have been copped be­fore the day was out and clapped in­to jail.”

			“Pooh!” said Al­ten­heim. “Pris­on one es­capes from … where­as one does not come back from the king­dom where I was send­ing you.”

			“True, but you would have to send me there first; and that’s not so easy.”

			“I only wanted a mouth­ful of one of those cakes.”

			“Are you quite sure?”

			“Try.”

			“One thing’s cer­tain, my lad: you haven’t the stuff yet which great ad­ven­tur­ers are made of; and I doubt if you’ll ever have it, con­sid­er­ing the sort of traps you lay for me. A man who thinks him­self worthy of lead­ing the life which you and I have the hon­or to lead must also be fit to lead it, and, for that, must be pre­pared for every even­tu­al­ity: he must even be pre­pared not to die if some ragamuffin or oth­er tries to pois­on him. … An un­daun­ted soul in an un­as­sail­able body: that is the ideal which he must set be­fore him­self … and at­tain. Try away, old chap. As for me, I am un­daun­ted and un­as­sail­able. Re­mem­ber King Mith­rid­ates!”

			He went back to his chair:

			“Let’s fin­ish our lunch. But as I like prov­ing the vir­tues to which I lay claim, and as, on the oth­er hand, I don’t want to hurt your cook’s feel­ings, just pass me that plate of cakes.”

			He took one of them, broke it in two and held out one half to the bar­on:

			“Eat that!”

			The oth­er gave a move­ment of re­coil.

			“Funk!” said Sernine.

			And, be­fore the won­der­ing eyes of the bar­on and his satel­lites, he began to eat the first and then the second half of the cake, quietly, con­scien­tiously, as a man eats a dainty of which he would hate to miss the smal­lest morsel.

			

			They met again.

			That same even­ing, Prince Sernine in­vited Bar­on Al­ten­heim to din­ner at the Cab­aret Va­tel, with a party con­sist­ing of a poet, a mu­si­cian, a fin­an­ci­er and two pretty act­resses, mem­bers of the Théâtre Français.

			The next day, they lunched to­geth­er in the Bois and, at night, they met at the Opéra.

			They saw each oth­er every day for a week. One would have thought that they could not do without each oth­er and that they were united by a great friend­ship, built up of mu­tu­al con­fid­ence, sym­pathy and es­teem.

			They had a cap­it­al time, drink­ing good wine, smoking ex­cel­lent ci­gars, and laugh­ing like two mad­men.

			In real­ity, they were watch­ing each oth­er fiercely. Mor­tal en­emies, sep­ar­ated by a mer­ci­less hatred, each feel­ing sure of win­ning and long­ing for vic­tory with an un­bridled will, they waited for the pro­pi­tious mo­ment: Al­ten­heim to do away with Sernine; and Sernine to hurl Al­ten­heim in­to the pit which he was dig­ging for him.

			Each knew that the cata­strophe could not be long delayed. One or oth­er of them must meet with his doom; and it was a ques­tion of hours, or, at most, of days.

			It was an ex­cit­ing tragedy, and one of which a man like Sernine was bound to rel­ish the strange and power­ful zest. To know your ad­versary and to live by his side; to feel that death is wait­ing for you at the least false step, at the least act of thought­less­ness: what a joy, what a de­light!

			One even­ing, they were alone to­geth­er in the garden of the Rue Cam­bon Club, to which Al­ten­heim also be­longed. It was the hour be­fore dusk, in the month of June, at which men be­gin to dine be­fore the mem­bers come in for the even­ing’s card-play. They were strolling round a little lawn, along which ran a wall lined with shrubs. Bey­ond the shrubs was a small door. Sud­denly, while Al­ten­heim was speak­ing, Sernine re­ceived the im­pres­sion that his voice be­came less steady, that it was al­most trem­bling. He watched him out of the corner of his eye. Al­ten­heim had his hand in the pock­et of his jack­et; and Sernine saw that hand, through the cloth, clutch the handle of a dag­ger, hes­it­at­ing, waver­ing, res­ol­ute and weak by turns.

			O ex­quis­ite mo­ment! Was he go­ing to strike? Which would gain the day: the tim­id in­stinct that dare not, or the con­scious will, in­tense upon the act of killing?

			His chest flung out, his arms be­hind his back, Sernine waited, with al­tern­ate thrills of pleas­ure and of pain. The bar­on had ceased talk­ing; and they now walked on in si­lence, side by side.

			“Well, why don’t you strike?” cried the prince, im­pa­tiently. He had stopped and, turn­ing to his com­pan­ion: “Strike!” he said. “This is the time or nev­er. There is no one to see you. You can slip out through that little door; the key hap­pens to be hanging on the wall; and good­bye, bar­on … un­seen and un­known! … But, of course, all this was ar­ranged … you brought me here. … And you’re hes­it­at­ing! Why on earth don’t you strike?”

			He looked him straight in the eyes. The oth­er was liv­id, quiv­er­ing with im­pot­ent strength.

			“You milk­sop!” Sernine sneered. “I shall nev­er make any­thing of you. Shall I tell you the truth? Well, you’re afraid of me. Yes, old chap, you nev­er feel quite sure what may hap­pen to you when you’re face to face with me. You want to act, where­as it’s my acts, my pos­sible acts that gov­ern the situ­ation. No, it’s quite clear that you’re not the man yet to put out my star!”

			He had not fin­ished speak­ing when he felt him­self seized round the throat and dragged back­ward. Someone hid­ing in the shrub­bery, near the little door, had caught him by the head. He saw a hand raised, armed with a knife with a gleam­ing blade. The hand fell; the point of the knife caught him right in the throat.

			At the same mo­ment Al­ten­heim sprang upon him to fin­ish him off; and they rolled over in­to the flower-bor­ders. It was a mat­ter of twenty or thirty seconds at most. Power­ful and ex­per­i­enced wrest­ler as he was, Al­ten­heim yiel­ded al­most im­me­di­ately, ut­ter­ing a cry of pain. Sernine rose and ran to the little door, which had just closed upon a dark form. It was too late. He heard the key turn in the lock. He was un­able to open it.

			“Ah, you scoun­drel!” he said. “The day on which I catch you will be the day on which I shed my first blood! That I swear to God! …”

			He went back, stooped and picked up the pieces of the knife, which had broken as it struck him.

			Al­ten­heim was be­gin­ning to move. Sernine asked:

			“Well, bar­on, feel­ing bet­ter? You didn’t know that blow, eh? It’s what I call the dir­ect blow in the sol­ar plex­us; that is to say, it snuffs out your vi­tal sun like a candle. It’s clean, quick, pain­less … and in­fal­lible. Where­as a blow with a dag­ger … ? Pooh! A man has only to wear a little steel-wove gor­get, as I do, and he can set the whole world at de­fi­ance, es­pe­cially your little pal in black, see­ing that he al­ways strikes at the throat, the silly mon­ster! … Here, look at his fa­vor­ite plaything … smashed to atoms!”

			He offered him his hand:

			“Come, get up, bar­on. You shall dine with me. And do please re­mem­ber the secret of my su­peri­or­ity: an un­daun­ted soul in an un­as­sail­able body.”

			He went back to the club rooms, re­served a table for two, sat down on a sofa, and while wait­ing for din­ner, so­li­lo­quized, un­der his breath:

			“It’s cer­tainly an amus­ing game, but it’s be­com­ing dan­ger­ous. I must get it over … oth­er­wise those beg­gars will send me to Para­dise earli­er than I want to go. The nuis­ance is that I can’t do any­thing be­fore I find old Stein­weg, for, when all is said, old Stein­weg is the only in­ter­est­ing factor in the whole busi­ness; and my one reas­on for stick­ing to the bar­on is that I keep on hop­ing to pick up some clue or oth­er. What the dev­il have they done with him? Al­ten­heim is in daily com­mu­nic­a­tion with him: that is bey­ond a doubt; it is equally bey­ond a doubt that he is do­ing his ut­most to drag out of him what he knows about the Kes­sel­bach scheme. But where does he see him? Where has he got him shut up? With friends? In his own house, at 29, Villa Dupont?”

			He re­flec­ted for some time, then lit a ci­gar­ette, took three puffs at it and threw it away. This was evid­ently a sig­nal, for two young men came and sat down be­side him. He did not seem to know them, but he con­versed with them by stealth. It was the broth­ers Doudeville, got up that day like men of fash­ion.

			“What is it, gov­ernor?”

			“Take six of our men, go to 29, Villa Dupont and make your way in.”

			“The dev­il! How?”

			“In the name of the law. Are you not de­tect­ive-in­spect­ors? A search. …”

			“But we haven’t the right. …”

			“Take it.”

			“And the ser­vants? If they res­ist?”

			“There are only four of them.”

			“If they call out?”

			“They won’t call out.”

			“If Al­ten­heim re­turns?”

			“He won’t re­turn be­fore ten o’clock. I’ll see to it. That gives you two hours and a half, which is more than you re­quire to ex­plore the house from top to bot­tom. If you find old Stein­weg, come and tell me.”

			Bar­on Al­ten­heim came up. Sernine went to meet him:

			“Let’s have some din­ner, shall we? That little in­cid­ent in the garden has made me feel hungry. By the way, my dear bar­on, I have a few bits of ad­vice to give you. …”

			They sat down to table.

			After din­ner, Sernine sug­ges­ted a game of bil­liards. Al­ten­heim ac­cep­ted. When the game was over, they went to the bac­car­at-room. The croupi­er was just shout­ing:

			“There are fifty louis in the bank. Any bids?”

			“A hun­dred louis,” said Al­ten­heim.

			Sernine looked at his watch. Ten o’clock. The Doudevilles had not re­turned. The search, there­fore, had been fruit­less.

			“Banco,” he said.

			Al­ten­heim sat down and dealt the cards:

			“I give.”

			“No.”

			“Sev­en.”

			“Six. I lose,” said Sernine. “Shall I double the stakes?”

			“Very well,” said the bar­on.

			He dealt out the cards.

			“Eight,” said Sernine.

			“Nine,” said the bar­on, lay­ing his cards down.

			Sernine turned on his heels, mut­ter­ing:

			“That costs me three hun­dred louis, but I don’t mind; it fixes him here.”

			Ten minutes later his mo­tor set him down in front of 29, Villa Dupont; and he found the Doudevilles and their men col­lec­ted in the hall:

			“Have you hunted out the old boy?”

			“No.”

			“Dash it! But he must be some­where or oth­er. Where are the four ser­vants?”

			“Over there, in the pantry, tied up, with the cook as well.”

			“Good. I would as soon they did not see me. Go all you oth­ers. Jean, stay out­side and keep watch: Jacques, show me over the house.”

			He quickly ran through the cel­lar, the ground floor, the first and second floors and the at­tic. He prac­tic­ally stopped nowhere, know­ing that he would not dis­cov­er in a few minutes what his men had not been able to dis­cov­er in three hours. But he care­fully noted the shape and the ar­range­ment of the rooms, and looked for some little de­tail which would put him on the scent.

			When he had fin­ished, he re­turned to a bed­room which Doudeville had told him was Al­ten­heim’s, and ex­amined it at­tent­ively:

			“This will do,” he said, rais­ing a cur­tain that con­cealed a dark closet, full of clothes. “From here I can see the whole of the room.”

			“But if the bar­on searches the house?”

			“Why should he?”

			“He will know that we have been here, through his ser­vants.”

			“Yes, but he will nev­er dream that one of us is put­ting up here for the night. He will think that the at­tempt failed, that is all, so I shall stay.”

			“And how will you get out?”

			“Oh, that’s ask­ing me more than I can tell you! The great thing was to get in. Here I am, and here I stay. Go, Doudeville, and shut the doors as you go.”

			He sat down on a little box at the back of the cup­board. Four rows of hanging clothes pro­tec­ted him. Ex­cept in the case of a close in­vest­ig­a­tion, he was evid­ently quite safe.

			Two hours passed. He heard the dull sound of a horse’s hoofs and the tink­ling of a col­lar-bell. A car­riage stopped, the front door slammed and al­most im­me­di­ately he heard voices, ex­clam­a­tions, a reg­u­lar out­cry that in­creased, prob­ably, as each of the pris­on­ers was re­leased from his gag.

			“They are ex­plain­ing the thing to him,” he thought. “The bar­on must be in a tear­ing rage. He now un­der­stands the reas­on for my con­duct at the club to­night and sees that I have dished him nicely. … Dished? That de­pends. … After all, I haven’t got Stein­weg yet. … That is the first thing that he will want to know: did they get Stein­weg? To find this out, he will go straight to the hid­ing-place. If he goes up, it means that the hid­ing-place is up­stairs. If he goes down, then it is in the base­ment.”

			He listened. The sound of voices con­tin­ued in the rooms on the ground floor, but it did not seem as if any­one were mov­ing. Al­ten­heim must be cross-ex­amin­ing his con­fed­er­ates. It was half an hour be­fore Sernine heard steps mount­ing the stair­case.

			“Then it must be up­stairs,” he said to him­self. “But why did they wait so long?”

			“Go to bed, all of you,” said Al­ten­heim’s voice.

			The bar­on entered his room with one of his men and shut the door:

			“And I am go­ing to bed, too, Domi­n­ique. We should be no fur­ther if we sat ar­guing all night.”

			“My opin­ion is,” said the oth­er, “that he came to fetch Stein­weg.”

			“That is my opin­ion, too; and that’s why I’m really en­joy­ing my­self, see­ing that Stein­weg isn’t here.”

			“But where is he, after all? What have you done with him?”

			“That’s my secret; and you know I keep my secrets to my­self. All that I can tell you is that he is in safe keep­ing, and that he won’t get out be­fore he has spoken.”

			“So the prince is sold?”

			“Sold is the word. And he has had to fork out to at­tain this fine res­ult! Oh, I’ve had a good time to­night! … Poor prince!”

			“For all that,” said the oth­er, “we shall have to get rid of him.”

			“Make your mind easy, old man; that won’t take long. Be­fore a week’s out you shall have a present of a pock­et­book made out of Lupin-skin. But let me go to bed now. I’m drop­ping with sleep.”

			There was a sound of the door clos­ing. Then Sernine heard the bar­on push the bolt, empty his pock­ets, wind up his watch and un­dress. He seemed in a gay mood, whist­ling and singing, and even talk­ing aloud:

			“Yes, a Lupin-skin pock­et­book … in less than a week … in less than four days! … Oth­er­wise he’ll eat us up, the bully! … No mat­ter, he missed his shot to­night. … His cal­cu­la­tion was right enough, though … Stein­weg was bound to be here. … Only, there you are! …”

			He got in­to bed and at once switched off the light.

			Sernine had come for­ward as far as the di­vid­ing cur­tain, which he now lif­ted slightly, and he saw the vague light of the night fil­ter­ing through the win­dows, leav­ing the bed in pro­found dark­ness.

			He hes­it­ated. Should he leap out upon the bar­on, take him by the throat and ob­tain from him by force and threats what he had not been able to ob­tain by craft? Ab­surd? Al­ten­heim would nev­er al­low him­self to be in­tim­id­ated.

			“I say, he’s snor­ing now,” muttered Sernine. “Well, I’m off. At the worst, I shall have wasted a night.”

			He did not go. He felt that it would be im­possible for him to go, that he must wait, that chance might yet serve his turn.

			With in­fin­ite pre­cau­tions, he took four or five coats and great­coats from their hooks, laid them on the floor, made him­self com­fort­able and, with his back to the wall, went peace­fully to sleep.

			The bar­on was not an early riser. A clock out­side was strik­ing nine when he got out of bed and rang for his ser­vant.

			He read the let­ters which his man brought him, splashed about in his tub, dressed without say­ing a word and sat down to his table to write, while Domi­n­ique was care­fully hanging up the clothes of the pre­vi­ous day in the cup­board and Sernine ask­ing him­self, with his fists ready to strike:

			“I won­der if I shall have to stave in this fel­low’s sol­ar plex­us?”

			At ten o’clock the bar­on was ready:

			“Leave me,” said he to the ser­vant.

			“There’s just this waist­coat. …”

			“Leave me, I say. Come back when I ring … not be­fore.”

			He shut the door him­self, like a man who does not trust oth­ers, went to a table on which a tele­phone was stand­ing and took down the re­ceiv­er:

			“Hullo! … Put me on to Garches, please, ma­demois­elle. … Very well, I’ll wait till you ring me up. …”

			He sat down to the in­stru­ment.

			The tele­phone-bell rang.

			“Hullo!” said Al­ten­heim. “Is that Garches? … Yes, that’s right. … Give me num­ber 38, please, ma­demois­elle. …”

			A few seconds later, in a lower voice, as low and as dis­tinct as he could make it, he began:

			“Are you 38? … It’s I speak­ing; no use­less words. … Yes­ter­day? … Yes, you missed him in the garden. … An­oth­er time, of course; but the thing’s be­com­ing ur­gent. … He had the house searched last night. … I’ll tell you about it. … Found noth­ing, of course. … What? … Hullo! … No, old Stein­weg re­fuses to speak. … Threats, prom­ises, noth­ing’s any good. … Hullo! … Yes, of course, he sees that we can do noth­ing. … We know just a part of the Kes­sel­bach scheme and of the story of Pierre Le­duc. … He’s the only one who has the an­swer to the riddle. … Oh, he’ll speak all right; that I’ll an­swer for … this very night, too … If not … What? … Well, what can we do? Any­thing rather than let him es­cape! Do you want the prince to bag him from us? As for the prince, we shall have to cook his goose in three days from now. … You have an idea? … Yes, that’s a good idea. … Oh, oh, ex­cel­lent! I’ll see to it. … When shall we meet? Will Tues­day do? Right you are. I’ll come on Tues­day … at two o’clock. … Good­bye.”

			He re­placed the re­ceiv­er and went out.

			A few hours later, while the ser­vants were at lunch, Prince Sernine strolled quietly out of the Villa Dupont, feel­ing rather faint in the head and weak in the knees, and, while mak­ing for the nearest res­taur­ant, he thus summed up the situ­ation:

			“So, on Tues­day next, Al­ten­heim and the Palace Hotel mur­der­er have an ap­point­ment at Garches, in a house with the tele­phone num­ber 38. On Tues­day, there­fore, I shall hand over the two crim­in­als to the po­lice and set M. Len­or­mand at liberty. In the even­ing, it will be old Stein­weg’s turn; and I shall learn, at last, wheth­er Pierre Le­duc is the son of a pork-butcher or not and wheth­er he will make a suit­able hus­band for Geneviève. So be it!”

			

			At el­ev­en o’clock on Tues­day morn­ing Valenglay, the prime min­is­ter, sent for the pre­fect of po­lice and M. Weber, the deputy-chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice, and showed them an ex­press let­ter which he had just re­ceived:

			
				“Mon­sieur le Présid­ent du Con­seil,

				“Know­ing the in­terest which you take in M. Len­or­mand, I am writ­ing to in­form you of cer­tain facts which chance has re­vealed to me.

				“M. Len­or­mand is locked up in the cel­lars of the Villa des Gly­cines at Garches, near the House of Re­treat.

				“The ruf­fi­ans of the Palace Hotel have re­solved to murder him at two o’clock today.

				“If the po­lice re­quire my as­sist­ance, they will find me at half-past one in the garden of the House of Re­treat, or at the garden-house oc­cu­pied by Mrs. Kes­sel­bach, whose friend I have the hon­or to be.

				
					
						“I am, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent du Con­seil,

						“Your obed­i­ent ser­vant,

					

					“Prince Sernine.”

				
			

			“This is an ex­ceed­ingly grave mat­ter, my dear M. Weber,” said Valenglay. “I may add that we can have every con­fid­ence in the ac­cur­acy of Prince Sernine’s state­ments. I have of­ten met him at din­ner. He is a ser­i­ous, in­tel­li­gent man. …”

			“Will you al­low me, Mon­sieur le Présid­ent,” asked the deputy-chief de­tect­ive, “to show you an­oth­er let­ter which I also re­ceived this morn­ing?”

			“About the same case?”

			“Yes.”

			“Let me see it.”

			He took the let­ter and read:

			
				“Sir,

				“This is to in­form you that Prince Paul Sernine, who calls him­self Mrs. Kes­sel­bach’s friend, is really Arsène Lupin.

				“One proof will be suf­fi­cient: Paul Sernine is the ana­gram of Arsène Lupin. Not a let­ter more, not a let­ter less.

				
					“L. M.”

				
			

			And M. Weber ad­ded, while Valenglay stood amazed:

			“This time, our friend Lupin has found an ad­versary who is a match for him. While he de­nounces the oth­er, the oth­er be­trays him to us. And the fox is caught in the trap.”

			“What do you pro­pose to do?”

			“Mon­sieur le Présid­ent, I shall take two hun­dred men with me!”

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Olive-Green Frock-Coat

			
			A quarter past twelve, in a res­taur­ant near the Madeleine. The prince is at lunch. Two young men sit down at the next table. He bows to them and be­gins to speak to them, as to friends whom he has met by chance.

			“Are you go­ing on the ex­ped­i­tion, eh?”

			“Yes.”

			“How many men al­to­geth­er?”

			“Six, I think. Each goes down by him­self. We’re to meet M. Weber at a quarter to two, near the House of Re­treat.”

			“Very well, I shall be there.”

			“What?”

			“Am I not lead­ing the ex­ped­i­tion? And isn’t it my busi­ness to find M. Len­or­mand, see­ing that I’ve an­nounced it pub­licly?”

			“Then you be­lieve that M. Len­or­mand is not dead, gov­ernor?”

			“I’m sure of it.”

			“Do you know any­thing?”

			“Yes, since yes­ter­day I know for cer­tain that Al­ten­heim and his gang took M. Len­or­mand and Gourel to the bridge at Bou­giv­al and heaved them over­board. Gourel sank, but M. Len­or­mand man­aged to save him­self. I shall fur­nish all the ne­ces­sary proofs when the time comes.”

			“But, then, if he’s alive, why doesn’t he show him­self?”

			“Be­cause he’s not free.”

			“Is what you said true, then? Is he in the cel­lars of the Villa des Gly­cines?”

			“I have every reas­on to think so.”

			“But how do you know? … What clue? …”

			“That’s my secret. I can tell you one thing: the rev­el­a­tion will be—what shall I say—sen­sa­tion­al. Have you fin­ished?”

			“Yes.”

			“My car is be­hind the Madeleine. Join me there.”

			At Garches, Sernine sent the mo­tor away, and they walked to the path that led to Geneviève’s school. There he stopped:

			“Listen to me, lads. This is of the highest im­port­ance. You will ring at the House of Re­treat. As in­spect­ors, you have your right of entry, have you not? You will then go to the Pa­vil­lon Hortense, the empty one. There you will run down to the base­ment and you will find an old shut­ter, which you have only to lift to see the open­ing of a tun­nel which I dis­covered lately and which forms a dir­ect com­mu­nic­a­tion with the Villa des Gly­cines. It was by means of this that Ger­trude and Bar­on Al­ten­heim used to meet. And it was this way that M. Len­or­mand passed, only to end by fall­ing in­to the hands of his en­emies.”

			“You think so, gov­ernor?”

			“Yes, I think so. And now the point is this: you must go and make sure that the tun­nel is ex­actly in the con­di­tion in which I left it last night; that the two doors which bar it are open; and that there is still, in a hole near the second door, a par­cel wrapped in a piece of black cloth which I put there my­self.”

			“Are we to undo the par­cel?”

			“No, that’s not ne­ces­sary. It’s a change of clothes. Go; and don’t let yourselves be seen more than you can help. I will wait for you.”

			Ten minutes later, they were back:

			“The two doors are open,” said one of the Doudevilles.

			“And the black cloth par­cel?”

			“In its place near the second door.”

			“Cap­it­al! It is twenty-five past one. Weber will be ar­riv­ing with his cham­pi­ons. They are to watch the villa. They will sur­round it as soon as Al­ten­heim is in­side. I have ar­ranged with Weber that I shall ring the bell; the door will be opened; and I shall have my foot in­side the cit­adel. Once there, I have my plan. Come, I’ve an idea that we shall see some fun.”

			And Sernine, after dis­miss­ing them, walked down the path to the school, so­li­lo­quiz­ing as he went:

			“All bodes well. The battle will be fought on the ground chosen by my­self. I am bound to win. I shall get rid of my two ad­versar­ies and I shall find my­self alone en­gaged in the Kes­sel­bach case … alone, with two whack­ing trump-cards: Pierre Le­duc and Stein­weg. … Be­sides the king … that is to say, Bibi. Only, there’s one thing: what is Al­ten­heim up to? Ob­vi­ously, he has a plan of at­tack of his own. On which side does he mean to at­tack me? And how does it come that he has not at­tacked me yet? It’s rather start­ling. Can he have de­nounced me to the po­lice?”

			He went along the little play­ground of the school. The pu­pils were at their les­sons. He knocked at the door.

			“Ah, is that you?” said Mme. Ernemont, open­ing the door. “So you have left Geneviève in Par­is?”

			“For me to do that, Geneviève would have to be in Par­is,” he replied.

			“So she has been, see­ing that you sent for her.”

			“What’s that?” he ex­claimed catch­ing hold of her arm.

			“Why, you know bet­ter than I!”

			“I know noth­ing. … I know noth­ing. … Speak! …”

			“Didn’t you write to Geneviève to meet you at the Gare Saint-Laz­are?”

			“And did she go?”

			“Why, of course. … You were to lunch to­geth­er at the Hôtel Ritz.”

			“The let­ter. … Show me the let­ter.”

			She went to fetch it and gave it to him.

			“But, wretched wo­man, couldn’t you see that it was a for­gery? The hand­writ­ing is a good im­it­a­tion … but it’s a for­gery. … Any­one can see that.” He pressed his clenched hands to his temples with rage. “That’s the move I was won­der­ing about. Oh, the dirty scoun­drel! He’s at­tack­ing me through her. … But how does he know? No, he does not know. … He’s tried it on twice now … and it’s be­cause of Geneviève, be­cause he’s taken a fancy to her. … Oh, not that! Nev­er! Listen, Vic­toire, are you sure that she doesn’t love him? … Oh, I’m los­ing my head! … Wait … wait! … I must think … this isn’t the mo­ment. …”

			He looked at his watch:

			“Twenty-five minutes to two. … I have time. … Idi­ot that I am! Time to do what? How do I know where she is?”

			He walked up and down like a mad­man; and his old nurse seemed astoun­ded at see­ing him so ex­cited, with so little con­trol of him­self:

			“After all,” she said, “there is noth­ing to prove that she did not sus­pect the trap at the last mo­ment. …”

			“Where could she be?”

			“I don’t know … per­haps at Mrs. Kes­sel­bach’s.”

			“That’s true … that’s true. … You’re right,” he cried, filled with sud­den hope.

			And he set out at a run for the House of Re­treat.

			On the way, near the gate, he met the broth­ers Doudeville, who were en­ter­ing the port­er’s lodge. The lodge looked out on the road; and this en­abled them to watch the ap­proaches to the Villa des Gly­cines. Without stop­ping, he went straight to the Pa­vil­lon de l’Im­pératrice, called Su­z­anne and told her to take him to Mrs. Kes­sel­bach.

			“Geneviève?” he asked.

			“Geneviève?”

			“Yes; hasn’t she been here?”

			“No, not for sev­er­al days. …”

			“But she is to come, is she not?”

			“Do you think so?”

			“Why, I’m cer­tain of it. Where do you think she is? Can you re­mem­ber? …”

			“It’s no use my try­ing. I as­sure you that Geneviève and I had made no ar­range­ment to see each oth­er.” And, sud­denly alarmed: “But you’re not anxious, are you? Has any­thing happened to Geneviève?”

			“No, noth­ing.”

			He had already left the room. An idea had oc­curred to him. Sup­pose Al­ten­heim were not at the Villa des Gly­cines? Sup­pose the hour of the meet­ing had been changed!

			“I must see him,” he said to him­self. “I must, at all costs.”

			And he ran along with a dis­ordered air, in­dif­fer­ent to everything. But, in front of the lodge, he at once re­covered his com­pos­ure: he had caught sight of the deputy-chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice talk­ing to the broth­ers Doudeville in the garden.

			Had he com­manded his usu­al acute dis­cern­ment, he would have per­ceived the little start which M. Weber gave as he ap­proached; but he saw noth­ing:

			“M. Weber, I be­lieve?” he asked.

			“Yes. … To whom have I the hon­or … ?”

			“Prince Sernine.”

			“Ah, very good! Mon­sieur le Préfet de Po­lice has told me of the great ser­vice which you are do­ing us, mon­sieur.”

			“That ser­vice will not be com­plete un­til I have handed the ruf­fi­ans over to you.”

			“That won’t take long. I be­lieve that one of those ruf­fi­ans has just gone in; a power­ful-look­ing man, with a swarthy com­plex­ion. …”

			“Yes, that’s Bar­on Al­ten­heim. Are your men here, M. Weber?”

			“Yes, con­cealed along the road, at two hun­dred yards from this.”

			“Well, M. Weber, it seems to me that you might col­lect them and bring them to this lodge. From here we will go to the villa. As Bar­on Al­ten­heim knows me, I pre­sume they will open the door to me and I will go in … with you.”

			“It is an ex­cel­lent plan,” said M. Weber. “I shall come back at once.”

			He left the garden and walked down the road, in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion to the Villa des Gly­cines.

			Sernine quickly took one of the broth­ers Doudeville by the arm:

			“Run after him, Jacques … keep him en­gaged … long enough for me to get in­side the Gly­cines. … And then delay the at­tack as long as you can. … In­vent pre­texts. … I shall want ten minutes. … Let the villa be sur­roun­ded … but not entered. And you, Jean, go and post your­self in the Pa­vil­lon Hortense, at the en­trance to the un­der­ground pas­sage. If the bar­on tries to go out that way, break his head.”

			The Doudevilles moved away, as ordered. The prince slipped out and ran to a tall gate, barred with iron, which was the en­trance to the Gly­cines.

			Should he ring? …

			There was no one in sight. With one bound, he leapt upon the gate, pla­cing his foot on the lock; and, hanging on to the bars, get­ting a pur­chase with his knees and hoist­ing him­self up with his wrists, he man­aged, at the risk of fall­ing on the sharp points of the bars, to climb over the gate and jump down.

			He found a paved court­yard, which he crossed briskly, and moun­ted the steps of a pillared peri­style, on which the win­dows looked out. These were all closed to the very top, with full shut­ters. As he stood think­ing how he should make his way in­to the house, the door was half opened, with a noise of iron that re­minded him of the door in the Villa Dupont, and Al­ten­heim ap­peared:

			“I say, prince, is that the way you tres­pass on private prop­erty? I shall be forced to call in the gen­darmes, my dear fel­low!”

			Sernine caught him by the throat and, throw­ing him down on a bench:

			“Geneviève? … Where is Geneviève? If you don’t tell me what you’ve done with her, you vil­lain. …”

			“Please ob­serve,” stammered the bar­on, “that you are mak­ing it im­possible for me to speak.”

			Sernine re­leased his hold of him:

			“To the point! … And look sharp! … An­swer. … Geneviève?”

			“There is one thing,” replied the bar­on, “which is much more ur­gent, es­pe­cially where fel­lows like you and me are con­cerned, and that is to feel one’s self at home. …”

			And he care­fully closed the front door, which he bar­ri­caded with bolts. Then, lead­ing Sernine to the ad­join­ing draw­ing-room, a room without fur­niture or cur­tains, he said:

			“Now I’m your man. What can I do for you, prince?”

			“Geneviève?”

			“She is in per­fect health.”

			“Ah, so you con­fess … ?”

			“Of course! I may even tell you that your im­prudence in this re­spect sur­prised me. Why didn’t you take a few pre­cau­tions? It was in­ev­it­able. …”

			“Enough! Where is she?”

			“You are not very po­lite.”

			“Where is she?”

			“Between four walls, free. …”

			“Free?”

			“Yes, free to go from one wall to an­oth­er.”

			“Where? Where?”

			“Come, prince, do you think I should be fool enough to tell you the secret by which I hold you? You love the little girl …”

			“Hold your tongue!” shouted Sernine, be­side him­self. “I for­bid you. …”

			“What next? Is there any­thing to be ashamed of? I love her my­self and I have risked …”

			He did not com­plete his sen­tence, frightened by the ter­rif­ic an­ger of Sernine, a re­strained, dumb an­ger that dis­tor­ted the prince’s fea­tures.

			They looked at each oth­er for a long time, each of them seek­ing for the ad­versary’s weak point. At last, Sernine stepped for­ward and, speak­ing very dis­tinctly, like a man who is threat­en­ing rather than pro­pos­ing a com­pact:

			“Listen to me,” he said. “You re­mem­ber the of­fer of part­ner­ship which you made me? The Kes­sel­bach busi­ness for the two of us … we were to act to­geth­er … we were to share the profits. … I re­fused. … Today, I ac­cept. …”

			“Too late.”

			“Wait! I ac­cept more than that: I give the whole busi­ness up. … I shall take no fur­ther part in it. … You shall have it all. … If ne­ces­sary, I’ll help you.”

			“What is the con­di­tion?”

			“Tell me where Geneviève is.”

			The bar­on shrugged his shoulders:

			“You’re driv­el­ing, Lupin. I’m sorry for you … at your age. …”

			There was a fresh si­lence between the two en­emies, a ter­rible si­lence. Then the bar­on sneered:

			“All the same, it’s a holy joy to see you like that, sniv­el­ing and beg­ging. I say, it seems to me that the private sol­dier is giv­ing his gen­er­al a sound beat­ing!”

			“You ass!” muttered Sernine.

			“Prince, I shall send you my seconds this even­ing … if you are still in this world.”

			“You ass!” re­peated Sernine, with in­fin­ite con­tempt.

			“You would rather settle the mat­ter here and now? As you please, prince: your last hour has struck. You can com­mend your soul to God. You smile! That’s a mis­take. I have one im­mense ad­vant­age over you! I kill … when it’s ne­ces­sary. …”

			“You ass!” said Sernine once more. He took out his watch. “It is two o’clock, bar­on. You have only a few minutes left. At five past two, ten past at the very latest, M. Weber and half-a-dozen sturdy men, without a scruple amongst them, will lay hands on you. … Don’t you smile, either. The out­let on which you’re reck­on­ing is dis­covered; I know it: it is guarded. So you are thor­oughly caught. It means the scaf­fold, old chap.”

			Al­ten­heim turned liv­id. He stammered:

			“You did this? … You have had the in­famy …”

			“The house is sur­roun­ded. The as­sault is at hand. Speak … and I will save you.”

			“How?”

			“The men watch­ing the out­let in the Pa­vil­lon Hortense be­long to me. I have only to give you a word for them and you are saved. Speak!”

			Al­ten­heim re­flec­ted for a few seconds and seemed to hes­it­ate; but, sud­denly, res­ol­utely, de­clared:

			“This is all bluff. You would nev­er have been simple enough to rush in­to the li­on’s mouth.”

			“You’re for­get­ting Geneviève. But for her, do you think I should be here? Speak!”

			“No.”

			“Very well. Let us wait,” said Sernine. “A ci­gar­ette?”

			“Thank you.”

			A few seconds passed.

			“Do you hear?” asked Sernine.

			“Yes … yes …” said Al­ten­heim, rising.

			Blows rang against the gate. Sernine ob­served:

			“Not even the usu­al sum­mons … no pre­lim­in­ar­ies. … Your mind is still made up?”

			“More so than ever.”

			“You know that, with the tools they carry, they won’t take long?”

			“If they were in­side this room I should still re­fuse.”

			The gate yiel­ded. They heard it creak on its hinges.

			“To al­low one’s self to get nabbed,” said Sernine, “is ad­miss­ible. But to hold out one’s own hands to the hand­cuffs is too silly. Come, don’t be ob­stin­ate. Speak … and bolt!”

			“And you?”

			“I shall re­main. What have I to be afraid of?”

			“Look!”

			The bar­on poin­ted to a chink between the shut­ters. Sernine put his eye to it and jumped back with a start:

			“Oh, you scoun­drel, so you have de­nounced me, too! It’s not ten men that Weber’s bring­ing, but fifty men, a hun­dred, two hun­dred. …”

			The bar­on laughed open-heartedly:

			“And, if there are so many of them, it’s be­cause they’re after Lupin; that’s ob­vi­ous! Half-a-dozen would have been enough for me.”

			“You in­formed the po­lice?”

			“Yes.”

			“What proof did you give?”

			“Your name: Paul Sernine, that is to say, Arsène Lupin.”

			“And you found that out all by your­self, did you? … A thing which nobody else thought of? … Non­sense! It was the oth­er one. Ad­mit it!”

			He looked out through the chink. Swarms of po­lice­men were spread­ing round the villa; and the blows were now sound­ing on the door. He must, how­ever, think of one of two things: either his es­cape, or else the ex­e­cu­tion of the plan which he had con­trived. But to go away, even for a mo­ment, meant leav­ing Al­ten­heim; and who could guar­an­tee that the bar­on had not an­oth­er out­let at his dis­pos­al to es­cape by? This thought para­lyzed Sernine. The bar­on free! The bar­on at liberty to go back to Geneviève and tor­ture her and make her sub­ser­vi­ent to his odi­ous love!

			Thwarted in his designs, ob­liged to im­pro­vise a new plan on the very second, while sub­or­din­at­ing everything to the danger which Geneviève was run­ning, Sernine passed through a mo­ment of cruel in­de­cision. With his eyes fixed on the bar­on’s eyes, he would have liked to tear his secret from him and to go away; and he no longer even tried to con­vince him, so use­less did all words seem to him. And, while pur­su­ing his own thoughts, he asked him­self what the bar­on’s thoughts could be, what his weapons, what his hope of safety?

			The hall-door, though strongly bolted, though sheeted with iron, was be­gin­ning to give way.

			The two men stood be­hind that door, mo­tion­less. The sound of voices, the sense of words reached them.

			“You seem very sure of your­self,” said Sernine.

			“I should think so!” cried the oth­er, sud­denly trip­ping him to the floor and run­ning away.

			Sernine sprang up at once, dived through a little door un­der the stair­case, through which Al­ten­heim had dis­ap­peared, and ran down the stone steps to the base­ment. …

			A pas­sage led to a large, low, al­most pitch-dark room, where he found the bar­on on his knees, lift­ing the flap of a trap-door.

			“Idi­ot!” shouted Sernine, fling­ing him­self upon him. “You know that you will find my men at the end of this tun­nel and that they have or­ders to kill you like a dog. … Un­less … un­less you have an out­let that joins on to this. … Ah, there, of course, I’ve guessed it! … And you ima­gine …”

			The fight was a des­per­ate one. Al­ten­heim, a real co­los­sus, en­dowed with ex­cep­tion­al mus­cu­lar force, had caught his ad­versary round the arms and body and was press­ing him against his own chest, numb­ing his arms and try­ing to smoth­er him.

			“Of course … of course,” Sernine panted, with dif­fi­culty, “of course … that’s well thought out. … As long as I can’t use my arms to break some part of you, you will have the ad­vant­age … Only … can you … ?”

			He gave a shud­der. The trap-door, which had closed again and on the flap of which they were bear­ing down with all their weight, the trap-door seemed to move be­neath them. He felt the ef­forts that were be­ing made to raise it; and the bar­on must have felt them too, for he des­per­ately tried to shift the ground of the con­test so that the trap-door might open.

			“It’s ‘the oth­er one’!” thought Sernine, with the sort of un­reas­on­ing ter­ror which that mys­ter­i­ous be­ing caused him. “It’s the oth­er one. … If he gets through, I’m done for.”

			By dint of im­per­cept­ible move­ments, Al­ten­heim had suc­ceeded in shift­ing his own po­s­i­tion; and he tried to drag his ad­versary after him. But Sernine clung with his legs to the bar­on’s legs and, at the same time, very gradu­ally, tried to re­lease one of his hands.

			Above their heads great blows re­soun­ded, like the blows of a bat­ter­ing-ram. …

			“I have five minutes,” thought Sernine. “In one minute this fel­low will have to …” Then, speak­ing aloud, “Look out, old chap. Stand tight!”

			He brought his two knees to­geth­er with in­cred­ible force. The bar­on yelled, with a twis­ted thigh. Then Sernine, tak­ing ad­vant­age of his ad­versary’s pain, made an ef­fort, freed his right arm and seized him by the throat:

			“That’s cap­it­al! … We shall be more com­fort­able like this. … No, it’s not worth while get­ting out your knife. … If you do, I’ll wring your neck like a chick­en’s. You see, I’m po­lite and con­sid­er­ate. … I’m not press­ing too hard … just enough to keep you from even want­ing to kick about.”

			While speak­ing he took from his pock­et a very thin cord and, with one hand, with ex­treme skill, fastened his wrists. For that mat­ter, the bar­on, now at his last gasp, offered not the least res­ist­ance. With a few ac­cur­ate move­ments, Sernine tied him up firmly:

			“How well you’re be­hav­ing! What a good thing! I should hardly know you. Here, in case you were think­ing of es­cap­ing, I have a roll of wire that will fin­ish off my little work. … The wrists first. … Now the ankles. … That’s it! … By Jove, how nice you look!”

			The bar­on had gradu­ally come to him­self again. He spluttered:

			“If you give me up, Geneviève will die.”

			“Really? … And how? … Ex­plain your­self.”

			“She is locked up. No one knows where she is. If I’m put away, she will die of star­va­tion.”

			Sernine shuddered. He re­tor­ted:

			“Yes, but you will speak.”

			“Nev­er!”

			“Yes, you will speak. Not now; it’s too late. But to­night.” He bent down over him and, whis­per­ing in his ear, said, “Listen, Al­ten­heim, and un­der­stand what I say. You’ll be caught presently. To­night, you’ll sleep at the Dépôt. That is fatal, ir­re­voc­able. I my­self can do noth­ing to pre­vent it now. And, to­mor­row, they will take you to the Santé; and later, you know where. … Well, I’m giv­ing you one more chance of safety. To­night, you un­der­stand, I shall come to your cell, at the Dépôt, and you shall tell me where Geneviève is. Two hours later, if you have told the truth, you shall be free. If not … it means that you don’t at­tach much value to your head.”

			The oth­er made no reply. Sernine stood up and listened. There was a great crash over­head. The en­trance-door yiel­ded. Foot­steps beat the flags of the hall and the floor of the draw­ing room. M. Weber and his men were search­ing.

			“Good­bye, bar­on. Think it over un­til this even­ing. The pris­on-cell is a good coun­sel­lor.”

			He pushed his pris­on­er aside, so as to un­cov­er the trap-door, and lif­ted it. As he ex­pec­ted, there was no longer any­one be­low on the steps of the stair­case.

			He went down, tak­ing care to leave the trap-door open be­hind him, as though he meant to come back.

			There were twenty steps, at the bot­tom of which began the pas­sage through which M. Len­or­mand and Gourel had come in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion. He entered it and gave an ex­clam­a­tion. He thought he felt some­body’s pres­ence there.

			He lit his pock­et-lan­tern. The pas­sage was empty.

			Then he cocked his re­volver and said aloud:

			“All right. … I’m go­ing to fire.”

			No reply. Not a sound.

			“It’s an il­lu­sion, no doubt,” he thought. “That creature is be­com­ing an ob­ses­sion. … Come, if I want to pull off my stroke and win the game, I must hurry. … The hole in which I hid the par­cel of clothes is not far off. I shall take the par­cel … and the trick is done. … And what a trick! One of Lupin’s best! …”

			He came to a door that stood open and at once stopped. To the right was an ex­cav­a­tion, the one which M. Len­or­mand had made to es­cape from the rising wa­ter. He stooped and threw his light in­to the open­ing:

			“Oh!” he said, with a start. “No, it’s not pos­sible … Doudeville must have pushed the par­cel farther along.”

			But, search and pry in­to the dark­ness as he might, the par­cel was gone; and he had no doubt but that it was once more the mys­ter­i­ous be­ing who had taken it.

			“What a pity! The thing was so neatly ar­ranged! The ad­ven­ture would have re­sumed its nat­ur­al course, and I should have achieved my aim with great­er cer­tainty. … As it is, I must push along as fast as I can. … Doudeville is at the Pa­vil­lon Hortense. … My re­treat is in­sured. … No more non­sense. … I must hurry and set things straight again, if I can. … And we’ll at­tend to ‘him’ af­ter­ward. … Oh, he’d bet­ter keep clear of my claws, that one!”

			But an ex­clam­a­tion of stupor es­caped his lips; he had come to the oth­er door; and this door, the last be­fore the garden-house, was shut. He flung him­self upon it. What was the good? What could he do?

			“This time,” he muttered, “I’m badly done!”

			And, seized with a sort of las­sit­ude, he sat down. He had a sense of his weak­ness in the face of the mys­ter­i­ous be­ing. Al­ten­heim hardly coun­ted. But the oth­er, that per­son of dark­ness and si­lence, the oth­er loomed up be­fore him, up­set all his plans and ex­hausted him with his cun­ning and in­fernal at­tacks.

			He was beaten.

			Weber would find him there, like an an­im­al run to earth, at the bot­tom of his cave.

			“Ah, no!” he cried, spring­ing up with a bound. “No! If there were only my­self, well and good! … But there is Geneviève, Geneviève, who must be saved to­night. … After all, the game is not yet lost. … If the oth­er one van­ished just now, it proves that there is a second out­let some­where near. … Come, come, Weber and his merry men haven’t got me yet. …”

			He had already be­gun to ex­plore the tun­nel and, lan­tern in hand, was ex­amin­ing the bricks of which the hor­rible walls were formed, when a yell reached his ears, a dread­ful yell that made his flesh creep with an­guish.

			It came from the dir­ec­tion of the trap-door. And he sud­denly re­membered that he had left the trap-door open, at the time when he in­ten­ded to re­turn to the Villa des Gly­cines.

			He hur­ried back and passed through the first door. His lan­tern went out on the road; and he felt some­thing, or rather some­body, brush past his knees, some­body crawl along the wall. And, at that same mo­ment, he had a feel­ing that this be­ing was dis­ap­pear­ing, van­ish­ing, he knew not which way.

			Just then his foot knocked against a step.

			“This is the out­let,” he thought, “the second out­let through which ‘he’ passes.”

			Over­head, the cry soun­ded again, less loud, fol­lowed by moans, by a hoarse gurg­ling. …

			He ran up the stairs, came out in the base­ment room, and rushed to the bar­on.

			Al­ten­heim lay dy­ing, with the blood stream­ing from his throat! His bonds were cut, but the wire that fastened his wrists and ankles was in­tact. His ac­com­plice, be­ing un­able to re­lease him, had cut his throat.

			Sernine gazed upon the sight with hor­ror. An icy per­spir­a­tion covered his whole body. He thought of Geneviève, im­prisoned, help­less, aban­doned to the most aw­ful of deaths, be­cause the bar­on alone knew where she was hid­den.

			He dis­tinctly heard the po­lice­men open the little back door in the hall. He dis­tinctly heard them come down the kit­chen stairs.

			There was noth­ing between him and them save one door, that of the base­ment room in which he was. He bolted the door at the very mo­ment when the ag­gressors were lay­ing hold of the handle.

			The trap-door was open be­side him; it meant pos­sible safety, be­cause there re­mained the second out­let.

			“No,” he said to him­self, “Geneviève first. Af­ter­ward, if I have time, I will think of my­self.”

			He knelt down and put his hand on the bar­on’s breast. The heart was still beat­ing.

			He stooped lower still:

			“You can hear me, can’t you?”

			The eye­lids flickered feebly.

			The dy­ing man was just breath­ing. Was there any­thing to be ob­tained from this faint semb­lance of life?

			The po­lice­men were at­tack­ing the door, the last ram­part.

			Sernine whispered.

			“I will save you. … I have in­fal­lible rem­ed­ies. … One word only … Geneviève? …”

			It was as though this word of hope re­vived the man’s strength. Al­ten­heim tried to ut­ter ar­tic­u­late sounds.

			“An­swer,” said Sernine, per­sist­ing. “An­swer, and I will save you. … An­swer. … It means your life today … your liberty to­mor­row. … An­swer! …”

			The door shook un­der the blows that rained upon it.

			The bar­on gasped out un­in­tel­li­gible syl­lables. Lean­ing over him, af­frighted, strain­ing all his en­ergy, all his will to the ut­most, Sernine panted with an­guish. He no longer gave a thought to the po­lice­men, his in­ev­it­able cap­ture, pris­on. … But Geneviève. … Geneviève dy­ing of hun­ger, whom one word from that vil­lain could set free! …

			“An­swer! … You must! …”

			He ordered and en­treated by turns. Al­ten­heim stammered, as though hyp­not­ized and de­feated by that in­dom­it­able im­per­i­ous­ness:

			“Ri … Rivoli. …”

			“Rue de Rivoli, is that it? You have locked her up in a house in that street … eh? Which num­ber?”

			A loud din … fol­lowed by shouts of tri­umph. … The door was down.

			“Jump on him, lads!” cried M. Weber. “Seize him … seize both of them!”

			And Sernine, on his knees:

			“The num­ber … an­swer. … If you love her, an­swer. … Why keep si­lence now?”

			“Twenty … twenty-sev­en,” whispered the bar­on.

			Hands were laid on Sernine. Ten re­volvers were poin­ted at him.

			He rose and faced the po­lice­men, who fell back with in­stinct­ive dread.

			“If you stir, Lupin,” cried M. Weber, with his re­volver leveled at him, “I’ll blow out your brains.”

			“Don’t shoot,” said Sernine, sol­emnly. “It’s not ne­ces­sary. I sur­render.”

			“Hum­bug! This is an­oth­er of your tricks!”

			“No,” replied Sernine, “the battle is lost. You have no right to shoot. I am not de­fend­ing my­self.”

			He took out two re­volvers and threw them on the floor.

			“Hum­bug!” M. Weber re­peated, im­plac­ably. “Aim straight at his heart, lads! At the least move­ment, fire! At the least word, fire!”

			There were ten men there. He placed five more in po­s­i­tion. He poin­ted their fif­teen right arms at the mark. And, ra­ging, shak­ing with joy and fear, he snarled:

			“At his heart! At his head! And no pity! If he stirs, if he speaks … shoot him where he stands!”

			Sernine smiled, im­pass­ively, with his hands in his pock­ets. Death was there, wait­ing for him, at two inches from his chest, at two inches from his temples. Fif­teen fin­gers were curled round the trig­gers.

			“Ah,” chuckled M. Weber, “this is nice, this is very nice! … And I think that this time we’ve scored … and it’s a nasty lookout for you, Mas­ter Lupin! …”

			He made one of his men draw back the shut­ters of a large air-hole, which ad­mit­ted a sud­den burst of day­light, and he turned to­ward Al­ten­heim. But, to his great amazement, the bar­on, whom he thought dead, opened his eyes, glazed, aw­ful eyes, already filled with all the signs of the com­ing dis­sol­u­tion. He stared at M. Weber. Then he seemed to look for some­body and, catch­ing sight of Sernine, had a con­vul­sion of an­ger. He seemed to be wak­ing from his tor­por; and his sud­denly re­viv­ing hatred re­stored a part of his strength.

			He raised him­self on his two wrists and tried to speak.

			“You know him, eh?” asked M. Weber.

			“Yes.”

			“It’s Lupin, isn’t it?”

			“Yes. … Lupin. …”

			Sernine, still smil­ing, listened:

			“Heav­ens, how I’m amus­ing my­self!” he de­clared.

			“Have you any­thing more to say?” asked M. Weber, who saw the bar­on’s lips mak­ing des­per­ate at­tempts to move.

			“Yes.”

			“About M. Len­or­mand, per­haps?”

			“Yes.”

			“Have you shut him up? Where? An­swer! …”

			With all his heav­ing body, with all his tense glance, Al­ten­heim poin­ted to a cup­board in the corner of the room.

			“There … there …” he said.

			“Ah, we’re burn­ing!” chuckled Lupin.

			M. Weber opened the cup­board. On one of the shelves was a par­cel wrapped in black cloth. He opened it and found a hat, a little box, some clothes. … He gave a start. He had re­cog­nized M. Len­or­mand’s olive-green frock-coat.

			“Oh, the vil­lains!” he cried. “They have murdered him!”

			“No,” said Al­ten­heim, shak­ing his head.

			“Then … ?”

			“It’s he … he …”

			“What do you mean by ‘he’? … Did Lupin kill the chief?”

			“No. …”

			Al­ten­heim was cling­ing to ex­ist­ence with fierce ob­stin­acy, eager to speak and to ac­cuse. … The secret which he wished to re­veal was at the tip of his tongue and he was not able, did not know how to trans­late it in­to words.

			“Come,” the deputy-chief in­sisted. “M. Len­or­mand is dead, surely?”

			“No.”

			“He’s alive?”

			“Yes.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand. … Look here, these clothes? This frock-coat? …”

			Al­ten­heim turned his eyes to­ward Sernine. An idea struck M. Weber:

			“Ah, I see! Lupin stole M. Len­or­mand’s clothes and reckoned upon us­ing them to es­cape with. …”

			“Yes … yes. …”

			“Not bad,” cried the deputy-chief. “It’s quite a trick in his style. In this room, we should have found Lupin dis­guised as M. Len­or­mand, chained up, no doubt. It would have meant his safety; only he hadn’t time. That’s it, isn’t it?”

			“Yes … yes …”

			But, by the ap­pear­ance of the dy­ing man’s eyes, M. Weber felt that there was more, and that the secret was not ex­actly that. What was it, then? What was the strange and un­in­tel­li­gible puzzle which Al­ten­heim wanted to ex­plain be­fore dy­ing?

			He ques­tioned him again:

			“And where is M. Len­or­mand him­self?”

			“There. …”

			“What do you mean? Here?”

			“Yes.”

			“But there are only ourselves here!”

			“There’s … there’s …”

			“Oh, speak!”

			“There’s … Ser … Sernine.”

			“Sernine! … Eh, what?”

			“Sernine … Len­or­mand. …”

			M. Weber gave a jump. A sud­den light flashed across him.

			“No, no, it’s not pos­sible,” he muttered. “This is mad­ness.”

			He gave a side-glance at his pris­on­er. Sernine seemed to be greatly di­ver­ted and to be watch­ing the scene with the air of a play­go­er who is thor­oughly amused and very anxious to know how the piece is go­ing to end.

			Al­ten­heim, ex­hausted by his ef­forts, had fallen back at full length. Would he die be­fore re­veal­ing the solu­tion of the riddle which his strange words had pro­pounded? M. Weber, shaken by an ab­surd, in­cred­ible sur­mise, which he did not wish to en­ter­tain and which per­sisted in his mind in spite of him, made a fresh, de­term­ined at­tempt:

			“Ex­plain the thing to us. … What’s at the bot­tom of it? What mys­tery?”

			The oth­er seemed not to hear and lay life­less, with star­ing eyes.

			M. Weber lay down be­side him, with his body touch­ing him, and, put­ting great stress upon his words, so that each syl­lable should sink down to the very depths of that brain already merged in dark­ness, said:

			“Listen. … I have un­der­stood you cor­rectly, have I not? Lupin and M. Len­or­mand. …”

			He needed an ef­fort to con­tin­ue, so mon­strous did the words ap­pear to him. Nev­er­the­less, the bar­on’s dimmed eyes seemed to con­tem­plate him with an­guish. He fin­ished the sen­tence, shak­ing with ex­cite­ment, as though he were speak­ing blas­phemy:

			“That’s it, isn’t it? You’re sure? The two are one and the same? …”

			The eyes did not move. A little blood trickled from one corner of the man’s mouth. … He gave two or three sobs. … A last spasm; and all was over …

			

			A long si­lence reigned in that base­ment room filled with people.

			Al­most all the po­lice­men guard­ing Sernine had turned round and, stu­pefied, not un­der­stand­ing or not will­ing to un­der­stand, they still listened to the in­cred­ible ac­cus­a­tion which the dy­ing scoun­drel had been un­able to put in­to words.

			M. Weber took the little box which was in the par­cel and opened it. It con­tained a gray wig, a pair of spec­tacles, a ma­roon-colored necker­chief and, in a false bot­tom, a pot or two of makeup and a case con­tain­ing some tiny tufts of gray hair: in short, all that was needed to com­plete a per­fect dis­guise in the char­ac­ter of M. Len­or­mand.

			He went up to Sernine and, look­ing at him for a few seconds without speak­ing, thought­fully re­con­struct­ing all the phases of the ad­ven­ture, he muttered:

			“So it’s true?”

			Sernine, who had re­tained his smil­ing calmness, replied:

			“The sug­ges­tion is a pretty one and a bold one. But, be­fore I an­swer, tell your men to stop wor­ry­ing me with those toys of theirs.”

			“Very well,” said M. Weber, mak­ing a sign to his men. “And now an­swer.”

			“What?”

			“Are you M. Len­or­mand?”

			“Yes.”

			Ex­clam­a­tions arose. Jean Doudeville, who was there, while his broth­er was watch­ing the secret out­let, Jean Doudeville, Sernine’s own ac­com­plice, looked at him in dis­may. M. Weber stood un­de­cided.

			“That takes your breath away, eh?” said Sernine. “I ad­mit that it’s rather droll. … Lord, how you used to make me laugh some­times, when we were work­ing to­geth­er, you and I, the chief and the deputy-chief! … And the fun­ni­est thing is that you thought our worthy M. Len­or­mand dead … as well as poor Gourel. But no, no, old chap: there’s life in the old dog yet!” He poin­ted to Al­ten­heim’s corpse. “There, it was that scoun­drel who pitched me in­to the wa­ter, in a sack, with a pav­ing-stone round my waist. Only, he for­got to take away my knife. And with a knife one rips open sacks and cuts ropes. So you see, you un­for­tu­nate Al­ten­heim: if you had thought of that, you wouldn’t be where you are! … But enough said. … Peace to your ashes!”

			M. Weber listened, not know­ing what to think. At last, he made a ges­ture of des­pair, as though he gave up the idea of form­ing a reas­on­able opin­ion.

			“The hand­cuffs,” he said, sud­denly alarmed.

			“If it amuses you,” said Sernine.

			And, pick­ing out Doudeville in the front row of his as­sail­ants, he put out his wrists:

			“There, my friend, you shall have the hon­our … and don’t trouble to ex­ert your­self. … I’m play­ing square … as it’s no use do­ing any­thing else. …”

			He said this in a tone that gave Doudeville to un­der­stand that the struggle was fin­ished for the mo­ment and that there was noth­ing to do but sub­mit.

			Doudeville fastened the hand­cuffs.

			Without mov­ing his lips or con­tract­ing a muscle of his face, Sernine whispered:

			“27, Rue de Rivoli … Geneviève. …”

			M. Weber could not sup­press a move­ment of sat­is­fac­tion at the sight:

			“Come along!” he said. “To the de­tect­ive-of­fice!”

			“That’s it, to the de­tect­ive-of­fice!” cried Sernine. “M. Len­or­mand will enter Arsène Lupin in the jail-book; and Arsène Lupin will enter Prince Sernine.”

			“You’re too clev­er, Lupin.”

			“That’s true, Weber; we shall nev­er get on, you and I.”

			Dur­ing the drive in the mo­tor­car, es­cor­ted by three oth­er cars filled with po­lice­men, he did not ut­ter a word.

			They did not stay long at the de­tect­ive of­fice. M. Weber, re­mem­ber­ing the es­capes ef­fected by Lupin, sent him up at once to the fin­ger­print de­part­ment and then took him to the Dépôt, whence he was sent on to the Santé Pris­on.

			The gov­ernor had been warned by tele­phone and was wait­ing for him. The form­al­it­ies of the entry of com­mit­ment and of the search­ing were soon got over; and, at sev­en o’clock in the even­ing, Prince Paul Sernine crossed the threshold of cell 14 in the second di­vi­sion:

			“Not half bad, your rooms,” he de­clared, “not bad at all! … Elec­tric light, cent­ral heat­ing, every re­quis­ite … cap­it­al! Mr. Gov­ernor, I’ll take this room.”

			He flung him­self on the bed:

			“Oh, Mr. Gov­ernor, I have one little fa­vor to ask of you!”

			“What is that?”

			“Tell them not to bring me my chocol­ate be­fore ten o’clock in the morn­ing. … I’m aw­fully sleepy.”

			He turned his face to the wall. Five minutes later he was sound asleep.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				“Santé Palace”

			
			There was one wild burst of laughter over the whole face of the world.

			True, the cap­ture of Arsène Lupin made a big sen­sa­tion; and the pub­lic did not grudge the po­lice the praise which they de­served for this re­venge so long hoped-for and now so fully ob­tained. The great ad­ven­turer was caught. That ex­traordin­ary, gen­i­al, in­vis­ible hero was shiv­er­ing, like any or­din­ary crim­in­al, between the four walls of a pris­on cell, crushed in his turn by that for­mid­able power which is called the law and which, soon­er or later, by in­ev­it­able ne­ces­sity shat­ters the obstacles op­posed to it and des­troys the work of its ad­versar­ies.

			All this was said, prin­ted, re­peated and dis­cussed ad nauseam. The pre­fect of po­lice was cre­ated a com­mand­er, M. Weber an of­ficer of the Le­gion of Hon­or. The skill and cour­age of their humblest co­ad­jutors were ex­tolled to the skies. Cheers were raised and pae­ans of vic­tory struck up. Art­icles were writ­ten and speeches made.

			Very well. But one thing, nev­er­the­less, rose above the won­der­ful con­cert of praise, these noisy demon­stra­tions of sat­is­fac­tion; and that was an im­mense, spon­tan­eous, in­ex­tin­guish­able and tu­mul­tu­ous roar of laughter.

			Arsène Lupin had been chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice for four years!!!

			He had been chief de­tect­ive for four years and, really, leg­ally, he was chief de­tect­ive still, with all the rights which the title con­fers, en­joy­ing the es­teem of his chiefs, the fa­vor of the gov­ern­ment and the ad­mir­a­tion of the pub­lic.

			For four years, the pub­lic peace and the de­fence of prop­erty had been en­trus­ted to Arsène Lupin. He saw that the law was car­ried out. He pro­tec­ted the in­no­cent and pur­sued the guilty.

			And what ser­vices he had rendered! Nev­er was or­der less dis­turbed, nev­er was crime dis­covered with great­er cer­tainty and rapid­ity. The read­er need but take back his mind to the Denizou case, the rob­bery at the Crédit Ly­o­n­nais, the at­tack on the Or­léans ex­press, the murder of Bar­on Dorf, form­ing a series of un­fore­seen and over­whelm­ing tri­umphs, of mag­ni­fi­cent feats of prowess fit to com­pare with the most fam­ous vic­tor­ies of the most renowned de­tect­ives.6

			Not so very long be­fore, in a speech de­livered at the time of the fire at the Louvre and the cap­ture of the in­cen­di­ar­ies, Valenglay, the prime min­is­ter, had said, speak­ing in de­fence of the some­what ar­bit­rary man­ner in which M. Len­or­mand had ac­ted on that oc­ca­sion:

			“With his great powers of dis­cern­ment, his en­ergy, his qual­it­ies of de­cision and ex­e­cu­tion, his un­ex­pec­ted meth­ods, his in­ex­haust­ible re­sources, M. Len­or­mand re­minds us of the only man who, if he were still alive, could hope to hold his own against him: I mean Arsène Lupin. M. Len­or­mand is an Arsène Lupin in the ser­vice of so­ci­ety.”

			And, lo and be­hold, M. Len­or­mand was none oth­er than Arsène Lupin!

			That he was a Rus­si­an prince, who cared! Lupin was an old hand at such changes of per­son­al­ity as that. But chief de­tect­ive! What a de­li­cious irony! What a whim­sic­al hu­mor in the con­duct of that ex­traordin­ary life!

			M. Len­or­mand! … Arsène Lupin! …

			People were now able to ex­plain to them­selves the ap­par­ently mi­ra­cu­lous feats of in­tel­li­gence which had quite re­cently be­wildered the crowd and baffled the po­lice. They un­der­stood how his ac­com­plice had been juggled away in the middle of the Pal­ais de Justice it­self, in broad day­light and on the ap­poin­ted day. Had he him­self not said:

			“My pro­cess is so in­geni­ous and so simple. … How sur­prised people will be on the day when I am free to speak! ‘Is that all?’ I shall be asked. That is all; but it had to be thought of.”

			It was, in­deed, child­ishly simple: all you had to do was to be chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice.

			Well, Lupin was chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice; and every po­lice-of­ficer obey­ing his or­ders had made him­self the in­vol­un­tary and un­con­scious ac­com­plice of Arsène Lupin.

			What a com­edy! What ad­mir­able bluff! It was the mo­nu­ment­al and con­sol­ing farce of these drab times of ours. Lupin in pris­on, Lupin ir­re­triev­ably conquered was, in spite of him­self, the great con­quer­or. From his cell he shone over Par­is. He was more than ever the idol, more than ever the mas­ter.

			

			When Arsène Lupin awoke next morn­ing, in his room at the “Santé Palace,” as he at once nick­named it, he had a very clear vis­ion of the enorm­ous sen­sa­tion which would be pro­duced by his ar­rest un­der the double name of Sernine and Len­or­mand and the double title of prince and chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice.

			He rubbed his hands and gave vent to his thoughts:

			“A man can have no bet­ter com­pan­ion in his loneli­ness than the ap­prov­al of his con­tem­por­ar­ies. O fame! The sun of all liv­ing men! …”

			Seen by day­light, his cell pleased him even bet­ter than at night. The win­dow, placed high up in the wall, af­forded a glimpse of the branches of a tree, through which peeped the blue of the sky above. The walls were white. There was only one table and one chair, both fastened to the floor. But everything was quite nice and clean.

			“Come,” he said, “a little rest-cure here will be rather charm­ing. … But let us see to our toi­let. … Have I all I want? … No. … In that case, ring twice for the cham­ber­maid.”

			He pressed the but­ton of an ap­par­at­us be­side the door, which re­leased a sig­nal­ing-disc in the cor­ridor.

			After a mo­ment, bolts and bars were drawn out­side, a key turned in the lock and a ward­er ap­peared.

			“Hot wa­ter, please,” said Lupin.

			The oth­er looked at him with an air of mingled amazement and rage.

			“Oh,” said Lupin, “and a bath-tow­el! By Jove, there’s no bath-tow­el!”

			The man growled:

			“You’re get­ting at me, aren’t you? You’d bet­ter be care­ful!”

			He was go­ing away, when Lupin caught him roughly by the arm:

			“Here! A hun­dred francs if you’ll post a let­ter for me.”

			He took out a hun­dred-franc note, which he had con­cealed dur­ing the search, and offered it to him.

			“Where’s the let­ter?” said the ward­er, tak­ing the money.

			“Just give me a mo­ment to write it.”

			He sat down at the table, scribbled a few words in pen­cil on a sheet of pa­per, put it in an en­vel­ope and ad­dressed the let­ter:

			
				“To Mon­sieur S. B. 42,

				“Poste Rest­ante,

				“Par­is.”

			

			The ward­er took the let­ter and walked away.

			“That let­ter,” said Lupin to him­self, “will reach des­tin­a­tion as safely as if I de­livered it my­self. I shall have the reply in an hour at latest: just the time I want to take a good look in­to my po­s­i­tion.”

			He sat down on his chair and, in an un­der­tone, summed up the situ­ation as fol­lows:

			“When all is said and done, I have two ad­versar­ies to fight at the present mo­ment. There is, first, so­ci­ety, which holds me and which I can af­ford to laugh at. Secondly, there is a per­son un­known, who does not hold me, but whom I am not in­clined to laugh at in the very least. It is he who told the po­lice that I was Sernine. It was he who guessed that I was M. Len­or­mand. It was he who locked the door of the un­der­ground pas­sage and it was he who had me clapped in­to pris­on.”

			Arsène Lupin re­flec­ted for a second and then con­tin­ued:

			“So, at long last, the struggle lies between him and me. And, to keep up that struggle, that is to say, to dis­cov­er and get to the bot­tom of the Kes­sel­bach case, here am I, a pris­on­er, while he is free, un­known, and in­ac­cess­ible, and holds the two trump-cards which I con­sidered mine: Pierre Le­duc and old Stein­weg. … In short, he is near the goal, after fi­nally push­ing me back.”

			A fresh con­tem­plat­ive pause, fol­lowed by a fresh so­li­lo­quy:

			“The po­s­i­tion is far from bril­liant. On the one side, everything; on the oth­er, noth­ing. Op­pos­ite me, a man of my own strength, or stronger, be­cause he has not the same scruples that hamper me. And I am without weapons to at­tack him with.”

			He re­peated the last sen­tence sev­er­al times, in a mech­an­ic­al voice, and then stopped and, tak­ing his fore­head between his hands, sat for a long time wrapped in thought.

			“Come in, Mr. Gov­ernor,” he said, see­ing the door open.

			“Were you ex­pect­ing me?”

			“Why, I wrote to you, Mr. Gov­ernor, ask­ing you to come! I felt cer­tain that the ward­er would give you my let­ter. I was so cer­tain of it that I put your ini­tials, S. B., and your age, forty-two, on the en­vel­ope!”

			The gov­ernor’s name, in point of fact, was Stan­islas Borély, and he was forty-two years of age. He was a pleas­ant-look­ing man, with a very gentle char­ac­ter, who treated the pris­on­ers with all the in­dul­gence pos­sible.

			He said to Lupin:

			“Your opin­ion of my sub­or­din­ate’s in­teg­rity was quite cor­rect. Here is your money. It shall be handed to you at your re­lease. … You will now go through the search­ing-room again.”

			Lupin went with M. Borély to the little room re­served for this pur­pose, un­dressed and, while his clothes were in­spec­ted with jus­ti­fi­able sus­pi­cion, him­self un­der­went a most fas­ti­di­ous ex­am­in­a­tion.

			He was then taken back to his cell and M. Borély said:

			“I feel easi­er. That’s done.”

			“And very well done, Mr. Gov­ernor. Your men per­form this sort of duty with a del­ic­acy for which I should like to thank them by giv­ing them a small token of my sat­is­fac­tion.”

			He handed a hun­dred-franc note to M. Borély, who jumped as though he had been shot:

			“Oh! … But … where does that come from?”

			“No need to rack your brains, Mr. Gov­ernor. A man like my­self, lead­ing the life that I do, is al­ways pre­pared for any even­tu­al­ity: and no mis­hap, how­ever pain­ful—not even im­pris­on­ment—can take him un­awares.”

			Seiz­ing the middle fin­ger of his left hand between the thumb and fore­finger of the right, he pulled it off smartly and presen­ted it calmly to M. Borély:

			“Don’t start like that, Mr. Gov­ernor. This is not my fin­ger, but just a tube, made of gold-beat­er’s skin and clev­erly colored, which fits ex­actly over my middle fin­ger and gives the il­lu­sion of a real fin­ger.” And he ad­ded, with a laugh, “In such a way, of course, as to con­ceal a third hun­dred-franc note. … What is a poor man to do? He must carry the best purse he can … and must needs make use of it on oc­ca­sions. …”

			He stopped at the sight of M. Borély’s startled face:

			“Please don’t think, Mr. Gov­ernor, that I wish to dazzle you with my little par­lor-tricks. I only wanted to show you that you have to do with a … cli­ent of a rather … spe­cial nature and to tell you that you must not be sur­prised if I ven­ture, now and again, to break the or­din­ary rules and reg­u­la­tions of your es­tab­lish­ment.”

			The gov­ernor had re­covered him­self. He said plainly:

			“I prefer to think that you will con­form to the rules and not com­pel me to re­sort to harsh meas­ures. …”

			“Which you would re­gret to have to en­force: isn’t that it, Mr. Gov­ernor? That’s just what I should like to spare you, by prov­ing to you in ad­vance that they would not pre­vent me from do­ing as I please: from cor­res­pond­ing with my friends, from de­fend­ing the grave in­terests con­fided to me out­side these walls, from writ­ing to the news­pa­pers that ac­cept my in­spir­a­tion, from pur­su­ing the ful­fil­ment of my plans and, lastly, from pre­par­ing my es­cape.”

			“Your es­cape!”

			Lupin began to laugh heart­ily:

			“But think, Mr. Gov­ernor, my only ex­cuse for be­ing in pris­on is … to leave it!”

			The ar­gu­ment did not ap­pear to sat­is­fy M. Borély. He made an ef­fort to laugh in his turn:

			“Fore­warned is fore­armed,” he said.

			“That’s what I wanted,” Lupin replied. “Take all your pre­cau­tions, Mr. Gov­ernor, neg­lect noth­ing, so that later they may have noth­ing to re­proach you with. On the oth­er hand, I shall ar­range things in such a way that, whatever an­noy­ance you may have to bear in con­sequence of my es­cape, your ca­reer, at least, shall not suf­fer. That is all I had to say to you, Mr. Gov­ernor. You can go.”

			And, while M. Borély walked away, greatly per­turbed by his sin­gu­lar charge and very anxious about the events in pre­par­a­tion, the pris­on­er threw him­self on his bed, mut­ter­ing:

			“What cheek, Lupin, old fel­low, what cheek! Really, any­one would think that you had some idea as to how you were go­ing to get out of this!”

			

			The Santé pris­on is built on the star plan. In the centre of the main por­tion is a round hall, upon which all the cor­ridors con­verge, so that no pris­on­er is able to leave his cell without be­ing at once per­ceived by the over­seers pos­ted in the glass box which oc­cu­pies the middle of that cent­ral hall.

			The thing that most sur­prises the vis­it­or who goes over the pris­on is that, at every mo­ment, he will meet pris­on­ers without a guard of any kind, who seem to move about as though they were ab­so­lutely free. In real­ity, in or­der to go from one point to an­oth­er—for in­stance, from their cell to the van wait­ing in the yard to take them to the Pal­ais de Justice for the ma­gis­trate’s ex­am­in­a­tion—they pass along straight lines each of which ends in a door that is opened to them by a ward­er. The sole duty of the ward­er is to open and shut this door and to watch the two straight lines which it com­mands. And thus the pris­on­ers, while ap­par­ently at liberty to come and go as they please, are sent from door to door, from eye to eye, like so many par­cels passed from hand to hand.

			Out­side, mu­ni­cip­al guards re­ceive the ob­ject and pack it in­to one of the com­part­ments of the “salad-bas­ket.”7

			This is the or­din­ary routine.

			In Lupin’s case it was dis­reg­arded en­tirely. The po­lice were afraid of that walk along the cor­ridors. They were afraid of the pris­on-van. They were afraid of everything.

			M. Weber came in per­son, ac­com­pan­ied by twelve con­stables—the best he had, picked men, armed to the teeth—fetched the for­mid­able pris­on­er at the door of his cell and took him in a cab, the driver of which was one of his own men, with moun­ted mu­ni­cip­al guards trot­ting on each side, in front and be­hind.

			“Bravo!” cried Lupin. “I am quite touched by the com­pli­ment paid me. A guard of hon­or. By Jove, Weber, you have the prop­er hier­arch­ic­al in­stinct! You don’t for­get what is due to your im­me­di­ate chief.” And, tap­ping him on the shoulder: “Weber, I in­tend to send in my resig­na­tion. I shall name you as my suc­cessor.”

			“It’s al­most done,” said Weber.

			“That’s good news! I was a little anxious about my es­cape. Now I am easy in my mind. From the mo­ment when Weber is chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice … !”

			M. Weber did not reply to the gibe. At heart, he had a queer, com­plex feel­ing in the pres­ence of his ad­versary, a feel­ing made up of the fear with which Lupin in­spired him, the de­fer­ence which he en­ter­tained for Prince Sernine and the re­spect­ful ad­mir­a­tion which he had al­ways shown to M. Len­or­mand. All this was mingled with spite, envy and sat­is­fied hatred.

			They ar­rived at the Pal­ais de Justice. At the foot of the “mousetrap,” a num­ber of de­tect­ives were wait­ing, among whom M. Weber re­joiced to see his best two lieu­ten­ants, the broth­ers Doudeville.

			“Has M. Former­ie come?” he asked.

			“Yes, chief, Mon­sieur le Juge d’In­struc­tion is in his room.”

			M. Weber went up the stairs, fol­lowed by Lupin, who had the Doudevilles on either side of him.

			“Geneviève?” whispered the pris­on­er.

			“Saved. …”

			“Where is she?”

			“With her grand­moth­er.”

			“Mrs. Kes­sel­bach?”

			“In Par­is, at the Bris­tol.”

			“Su­z­anne?”

			“Dis­ap­peared.”

			“Stein­weg?”

			“Re­leased.”

			“What has he told you?”

			“Noth­ing. Won’t make any rev­el­a­tions ex­cept to you.”

			“Why?”

			“We told him he owed his re­lease to you.”

			“News­pa­pers good this morn­ing?”

			“Ex­cel­lent.”

			“Good. If you want to write to me, here are my in­struc­tions.”

			They had reached the in­ner cor­ridor on the first floor and Lupin slipped a pel­let of pa­per in­to the hand of one of the broth­ers.

			

			M. Former­ie uttered a de­li­cious phrase when Lupin entered his room ac­com­pan­ied by the deputy-chief:

			“Ah, there you are! I knew we should lay hands on you some day or oth­er!”

			“So did I, Mon­sieur le Juge d’In­struc­tion,” said Lupin, “and I am glad that you have been marked out by fate to do justice to the hon­est man that I am.”

			“He’s get­ting at me,” thought M. Former­ie. And, in the same iron­ic­al and ser­i­ous tone as Lupin, he re­tor­ted, “The hon­est man that you are, sir, will be asked what he has to say about three hun­dred and forty-four sep­ar­ate cases of lar­ceny, burg­lary, swind­ling and for­gery, black­mail, re­ceiv­ing and so on. Three hun­dred and forty-four!”

			“What! Is that all?” cried Lupin. “I really feel quite ashamed.”

			“Don’t dis­tress your­self! I shall dis­cov­er more. But let us pro­ceed in or­der. Arsène Lupin, in spite of all our in­quir­ies, we have no def­in­ite in­form­a­tion as to your real name.”

			“How odd! No more have I!”

			“We are not even in a po­s­i­tion to de­clare that you are the same Arsène Lupin who was con­fined in the Santé a few years back, and from there made his first es­cape.”

			“ ‘His first es­cape’ is good, and does you cred­it.”

			“It so hap­pens, in fact,” con­tin­ued M. Former­ie, “that the Arsène Lupin card in the meas­ur­ing de­part­ment gives a de­scrip­tion of Arsène Lupin which dif­fers at all points from your real de­scrip­tion.”

			“How more and more odd!”

			“Dif­fer­ent marks, dif­fer­ent meas­ure­ments, dif­fer­ent fin­ger­prints. … The two pho­to­graphs even are quite un­like. I will there­fore ask you to sat­is­fy us as to your ex­act iden­tity.”

			“That’s just what I was go­ing to ask you. I have lived un­der so many dis­tinct names that I have ended by for­get­ting my own. I don’t know where I am.”

			“So I must enter a re­fus­al to an­swer?”

			“An in­ab­il­ity.”

			“Is this a thought-out plan? Am I to ex­pect the same si­lence in reply to all my ques­tions?”

			“Very nearly.”

			“And why?”

			Lupin struck a sol­emn at­ti­tude and said:

			“M. le Juge d’In­struc­tion, my life be­longs to his­tory. You have only to turn over the an­nals of the past fif­teen years and your curi­os­ity will be sat­is­fied. So much for my part. As to the rest, it does not con­cern me: it is an af­fair between you and the mur­der­ers at the Palace Hotel.”

			“Arsène Lupin, the hon­est man that you are will have today to ex­plain the murder of Mas­ter Al­ten­heim.”

			“Hullo, this is new! Is the idea yours, Mon­sieur le Juge d’In­struc­tion?”

			“Ex­actly.”

			“Very clev­er! Upon my word, M. Former­ie, you’re get­ting on!”

			“The po­s­i­tion in which you were cap­tured leaves no doubt.”

			“None at all; only, I will ven­ture to ask you this: what sort of wound did Al­ten­heim die of?”

			“Of a wound in the throat caused by a knife.”

			“And where is the knife?”

			“It has not been found.”

			“How could it not have been found, if I had been the as­sas­sin, con­sid­er­ing that I was cap­tured be­side the very man whom I am sup­posed to have killed?”

			“Who killed him, ac­cord­ing to you?”

			“The same man that killed Mr. Kes­sel­bach, Chap­man, and Beudot. The nature of the wound is a suf­fi­cient proof.”

			“How did he get away?”

			“Through a trap-door, which you will dis­cov­er in the room where the tragedy took place.”

			M. Former­ie as­sumed an air of sly­ness:

			“And how was it that you did not fol­low that use­ful ex­ample?”

			“I tried to fol­low it. But the out­let was blocked by a door which I could not open. It was dur­ing this at­tempt that ‘the oth­er one’ came back to the room and killed his ac­com­plice for fear of the rev­el­a­tions which he would have been sure to make. At the same time, he hid in a cup­board, where it was sub­sequently found, the par­cel of clothes which I had pre­pared.”

			“What were those clothes for?”

			“To dis­guise my­self. When I went to the Gly­cines my plan was this: to hand Al­ten­heim over to the po­lice, to sup­press my own iden­tity as Prince Sernine and to re­appear un­der the fea­tures. …”

			“Of M. Len­or­mand, I sup­pose?”

			“Ex­actly.”

			“No.”

			“What!”

			M. Former­ie gave a know­ing smile and wagged his fore­finger from left to right and right to left:

			“No,” he re­peated.

			“What do you mean by ‘no’?”

			“That story about M. Len­or­mand. …”

			“Well?”

			“Will do for the pub­lic, my friend. But you won’t make M. Former­ie swal­low that Lupin and Len­or­mand were one and the same man.” He burst out laugh­ing. “Lupin, chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice! No, any­thing you like, but not that! … There are lim­its. … I am an easy­going fel­low. … I’ll be­lieve any­thing … but still. … Come, between ourselves, what was the reas­on of this fresh hoax? … I con­fess I can’t see …”

			Lupin looked at him in as­ton­ish­ment. In spite of all that he knew of M. Former­ie, he could not con­ceive such a de­gree of in­fatu­ation and blind­ness. There was at that mo­ment only one per­son in the world who re­fused to be­lieve in Prince Sernine’s double per­son­al­ity; and that was M. Former­ie! …

			Lupin turned to the deputy-chief, who stood listen­ing open-mouthed:

			“My dear Weber, I fear your pro­mo­tion is not so cer­tain as I thought. For, you see, if M. Len­or­mand is not my­self, then he ex­ists … and, if he ex­ists, I have no doubt that M. Former­ie, with all his acu­men, will end by dis­cov­er­ing him … in which case …”

			“We shall dis­cov­er him all right, M. Lupin,” cried the ex­amin­ing-ma­gis­trate. “I’ll un­der­take that, and I tell you that, when you and he are con­fron­ted, we shall see some fun.” He chuckled and drummed with his fin­gers on the table. “How amus­ing! Oh, one’s nev­er bored when you’re there, that I’ll say for you! So you’re M. Len­or­mand, and it’s you who ar­res­ted your ac­com­plice Marco!”

			“Just so! Wasn’t it my duty to please the prime min­is­ter and save the cab­in­et? The fact is his­tor­ic­al.”

			M. Former­ie held his sides:

			“Oh, I shall die of laugh­ing, I know I shall! Lord, what a joke! That an­swer will travel round the world. So, ac­cord­ing to your the­ory, it was with you that I made the first en­quir­ies at the Palace Hotel after the murder of Mr. Kes­sel­bach? …”

			“Surely it was with me that you in­vest­ig­ated the case of the stolen cor­on­et when I was Duc de Cham­er­ace,”8 re­tor­ted Lupin, in a sar­cast­ic voice.

			M. Former­ie gave a start. All his mer­ri­ment was dis­pelled by that odi­ous re­col­lec­tion. Turn­ing sud­denly grave, he asked:

			“So you per­sist in that ab­surd the­ory?”

			“I must, be­cause it is the truth. It would be easy for you to take a steam­er to Coch­in-China and to find at Sai­gon the proofs of the death of the real M. Len­or­mand, the worthy man whom I re­placed and whose death-cer­ti­fic­ate I can show you.”

			“Hum­bug!”

			“Upon my word, Mon­sieur le Juge d’In­struc­tion, I don’t care one way or the oth­er. If it an­noys you that I should be M. Len­or­mand, don’t let’s talk about it. We won’t talk about my­self; we won’t talk about any­thing at all, if you prefer. Be­sides, of what use can it be to you? The Kes­sel­bach case is such a tangled af­fair that I my­self don’t know where I stand. There’s only one man who might help you. I have not suc­ceeded in dis­cov­er­ing him. And I don’t think that you …”

			“What’s the man’s name?”

			“He’s an old man, a Ger­man called Stein­weg. … But, of course, you’ve heard about him, Weber, and the way in which he was car­ried off in the middle of the Pal­ais de Justice?”

			M. Former­ie threw an in­quir­ing glance at the deputy-chief. M. Weber said:

			“I un­der­take to bring that per­son to you, Mon­sieur le Juge d’In­struc­tion.”

			“So that’s done,” said M. Former­ie, rising from his chair. “As you see, Lupin, this was merely a form­al ex­am­in­a­tion to bring the two du­el­ists to­geth­er. Now that we have crossed swords, all that we need is the ne­ces­sary wit­ness of our fen­cing-match, your coun­sel.”

			“Tut! Is it in­dis­pens­able?”

			“In­dis­pens­able.”

			“Em­ploy coun­sel in view of such an un­likely tri­al?”

			“You must.”

			“In that case, I’ll choose Maître Quim­bel.”

			“The pres­id­ent of the cor­por­a­tion of the bar. You are wise, you will be well de­fen­ded.”

			

			The first sit­ting was over. M. Weber led the pris­on­er away.

			As he went down the stairs of the “mousetrap,” between the two Doudevilles, Lupin said, in short, im­per­at­ive sen­tences:

			“Watch Stein­weg. … Don’t let him speak to any­body. … Be there to­mor­row. … I’ll give you some let­ters … one for you … im­port­ant.”

			Down­stairs, he walked up to the mu­ni­cip­al guards sur­round­ing the tax­icab:

			“Home, boys,” he ex­claimed, “and quick about it! I have an ap­point­ment with my­self for two o’clock pre­cisely.”

			There were no in­cid­ents dur­ing the drive. On re­turn­ing to his cell, Lupin wrote a long let­ter, full of de­tailed in­struc­tions, to the broth­ers Doudeville and, two oth­er let­ters.

			One was for Geneviève:

			
				“Geneviève, you now know who I am and you will un­der­stand why I con­cealed from you the name of him who twice car­ried you away in his arms when you were a little girl.

				“Geneviève, I was your moth­er’s friend, a dis­tant friend, of whose double life she knew noth­ing, but upon whom she thought that she could rely. And that is why, be­fore dy­ing, she wrote me a few lines ask­ing me to watch over you.

				“Un­worthy as I am of your es­teem, Geneviève, I shall con­tin­ue faith­ful to that trust. Do not drive me from your heart en­tirely.

				
					“Arsène Lupin.”

				
			

			The oth­er let­ter was ad­dressed to Dolores Kes­sel­bach:

			
				“Prince Sernine was led to seek Mrs. Kes­sel­bach’s ac­quaint­ance by motives of self-in­terest alone. But a great long­ing to de­vote him­self to her was the cause of his con­tinu­ing it.

				“Now that Prince Sernine has be­come merely Arsène Lupin, he begs Mrs. Kes­sel­bach not to de­prive him of the right of pro­tect­ing her, at a dis­tance and as a man pro­tects one whom he will nev­er see again.”

			

			There were some en­vel­opes on the table. He took up one and took up a second; then, when he took up the third, he no­ticed a sheet of white pa­per, the pres­ence of which sur­prised him and which had words stuck upon it, evid­ently cut out of a news­pa­per. He read:

			
				“You have failed in your fight with the bar­on. Give up in­ter­est­ing your­self in the case, and I will not op­pose your es­cape.

				
					“L. M.”

				
			

			Once more, Lupin had that sense of re­pul­sion and ter­ror with which this name­less and fab­ulous be­ing al­ways in­spired him, a sense of dis­gust which one feels at touch­ing a venom­ous an­im­al, a rep­tile:

			“He again,” he said. “Even here!”

			That also scared him, the sud­den vis­ion which he at times re­ceived of this hos­tile power, a power as great as his own and dis­pos­ing of for­mid­able means, the ex­tent of which he him­self was un­able to real­ize.

			He at once sus­pec­ted his ward­er. But how had it been pos­sible to cor­rupt that hard-fea­tured, stern-eyed man?

			“Well, so much the bet­ter, after all!” he cried. “I have nev­er had to do ex­cept with dullards. … In or­der to fight my­self, I had to chuck my­self in­to the com­mand of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice. … This time, I have someone to deal with! … Here’s a man who puts me in his pock­et … by sleight of hand, one might say. … If I suc­ceed, from my pris­on cell, in avoid­ing his blows and smash­ing him, in see­ing old Stein­weg and drag­ging his con­fes­sion from him, in set­ting the Kes­sel­bach case on its legs and turn­ing the whole of it in­to cash, in de­fend­ing Mrs. Kes­sel­bach and win­ning for­tune and hap­pi­ness for Geneviève … well, then Lupin will be Lupin still! …”

			El­ev­en days passed. On the twelfth day, Lupin woke very early and ex­claimed:

			“Let me see, if my cal­cu­la­tions are cor­rect and if the gods are on my side, there will be some news today. I have had four in­ter­views with Former­ie. The fel­low must be worked up to the right point now. And the Doudevilles, on their side, must have been busy. … We shall have some fun!”

			He flung out his fists to right and left, brought them back to his chest, then flung them out again and brought them back again.

			This move­ment, which ex­ecuted thirty times in suc­ces­sion, was fol­lowed by a bend­ing of his body back­wards and for­wards. Next came an al­tern­ate lift­ing of the legs and then an al­tern­ate swinging of the arms.

			The whole per­form­ance oc­cu­pied a quarter of an hour, the quarter of an hour which he de­voted every morn­ing to Swedish ex­er­cises to keep his muscles in con­di­tion.

			Then he sat down to his table, took up some sheets of white pa­per, which were ar­ranged in numbered pack­ets, and, fold­ing one of them, made it in­to an en­vel­ope, a work which he con­tin­ued to do with a series of suc­cess­ive sheets. It was the task which he had ac­cep­ted and which he forced him­self to do daily, the pris­on­ers hav­ing the right to choose the labor which they pre­ferred: stick­ing en­vel­opes, mak­ing pa­per fans, met­al purses, and so on. …

			And, in this way, while oc­cupy­ing his hands with an auto­mat­ic ex­er­cise and keep­ing his muscles supple with mech­an­ic­al bend­ings, Lupin was able to have his thoughts con­stantly fixed on his af­fairs. …

			And his af­fairs were com­plic­ated enough, in all con­science!

			There was one, for in­stance, which sur­passed all the oth­ers in im­port­ance, and for which he had to em­ploy all the re­sources of his geni­us. How was he to have a long, quiet con­ver­sa­tion with old Stein­weg? The ne­ces­sity was im­me­di­ate. In a few days, Stein­weg would have re­covered from his im­pris­on­ment, would re­ceive in­ter­views, might blab … to say noth­ing of the in­ev­it­able in­ter­fer­ence of the en­emy, “the oth­er one.” And it was es­sen­tial that Stein­weg’s secret, Pierre Le­duc’s secret, should be re­vealed to no one but Lupin. Once pub­lished, the secret lost all its value. …

			The bolts grated, the key turned nois­ily in the lock.

			“Ah, it’s you, most ex­cel­lent of jail­ers! Has the mo­ment come for the last toi­let? The hair­cut that pre­cedes the great fi­nal cut of all?”

			“Ma­gis­trate’s ex­am­in­a­tion,” said the man, lac­on­ic­ally.

			Lupin walked through the cor­ridors of the pris­on and was re­ceived by the mu­ni­cip­al guards, who locked him in­to the pris­on-van.

			He reached the Pal­ais de Justice twenty minutes later. One of the Doudevilles was wait­ing near the stairs. As they went up, he said to Lupin:

			“You’ll be con­fron­ted today.”

			“Everything settled?”

			“Yes.”

			“Weber?”

			“Busy else­where.”

			Lupin walked in­to M. Former­ie’s room and at once re­cog­nized old Stein­weg, sit­ting on a chair, look­ing ill and wretched. A mu­ni­cip­al guard was stand­ing be­hind him.

			M. Former­ie scru­tin­ized the pris­on­er at­tent­ively, as though he hoped to draw im­port­ant con­clu­sions from his con­tem­pla­tion of him, and said:

			“You know who this gen­tle­man is?”

			“Why, Stein­weg, of course! …”

			“Yes, thanks to the act­ive in­quir­ies of M. Weber and of his two of­ficers, the broth­ers Doudeville, we have found Mr. Stein­weg, who, ac­cord­ing to you, knows the ins and outs of the Kes­sel­bach case, the name of the mur­der­er and all the rest of it.”

			“I con­grat­u­late you, Mon­sieur le Juge d’In­struc­tion. Your ex­am­in­a­tion will go swim­mingly.”

			“I think so. There is only one ‘but’: Mr. Stein­weg re­fuses to re­veal any­thing, ex­cept in your pres­ence.”

			“Well, I nev­er! How odd of him! Does Arsène Lupin in­spire him with so much af­fec­tion and es­teem?”

			“Not Arsène Lupin, but Prince Sernine, who, he says, saved his life, and M. Len­or­mand, with whom, he says, he began a con­ver­sa­tion. …”

			“At the time when I was chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice,” Lupin broke in. “So you con­sent to ad­mit.”

			“Mr. Stein­weg,” said the ma­gis­trate, “do you re­cog­nize M. Len­or­mand?”

			“No, but I know that Arsène Lupin and he are one.”

			“So you con­sent to speak?”

			“Yes … but … we are not alone.”

			“How do you mean? There is only my clerk here … and the guard …”

			“Mon­sieur le Juge d’In­struc­tion, the secret which I am about to re­veal is so im­port­ant that you your­self would be sorry …”

			“Guard, go out­side, please,” said M. Former­ie. “Come back at once, if I call. Do you ob­ject to my clerk, Stein­weg?”

			“No, no … it might be bet­ter … but, how­ever …”

			“Then speak. For that mat­ter, noth­ing that you re­veal will be put down in black on white. One word more, though: I ask you for the last time, is it in­dis­pens­able that the pris­on­er should be present at this in­ter­view?”

			“Quite in­dis­pens­able. You will see the reas­on for your­self.”

			He drew the chair up to the ma­gis­trate’s desk, Lupin re­mained stand­ing, near the clerk. And the old man, speak­ing in a loud voice, said:

			“It is now ten years since a series of cir­cum­stances, which I need not enter in­to, made me ac­quain­ted with an ex­traordin­ary story in which two per­sons are con­cerned.”

			“Their names, please.”

			“I will give the names presently. For the mo­ment, let me say that one of these per­sons oc­cu­pies an ex­cep­tion­al po­s­i­tion in France, and that the oth­er, an Itali­an, or rather a Span­iard … yes, a Span­iard …”

			A bound across the room, fol­lowed by two for­mid­able blows of the fist. … Lupin’s two arms had dar­ted out to right and left, as though im­pelled by springs and his two fists, hard as can­non balls, caught the ma­gis­trate and his clerk on the jaw, just be­low the ear.

			The ma­gis­trate and the clerk col­lapsed over their tables, in two lumps, without a moan.

			“Well hit!” said Lupin. “That was a neat bit of work.”

			He went to the door and locked it softly. Then re­turn­ing:

			“Stein­weg, have you the chlo­ro­form?”

			“Are you quite sure that they have fain­ted?” asks the old man, trem­bling with fear.

			“What do you think! But it will only last for three or four minutes. … And that is not long enough.”

			The Ger­man pro­duced from his pock­et a bottle and two pads of cot­ton-wool, ready pre­pared.

			Lupin un­corked the bottle, poured a few drops of the chlo­ro­form on the two pads and held them to the noses of the ma­gis­trate and his clerk.

			“Cap­it­al! We have ten minutes of peace and quiet be­fore us. That will do, but let’s make haste, all the same; and not a word too much, old man, do you hear?” He took him by the arm. “You see what I am able to do. Here we are, alone in the very heart of the Pal­ais de Justice, be­cause I wished it.”

			“Yes,” said the old man.

			“So you are go­ing to tell me your secret?”

			“Yes, I told it to Kes­sel­bach, be­cause he was rich and could turn it to bet­ter ac­count than any­body I knew; but, pris­on­er and ab­so­lutely power­less though you are, I con­sider you a hun­dred times as strong as Kes­sel­bach with his hun­dred mil­lions.”

			“In that case, speak; and let us take things in their prop­er or­der. The name of the mur­der­er?”

			“That’s im­possible.”

			“How do you mean, im­possible? I thought you knew it and were go­ing to tell me everything!”

			“Everything, but not that.”

			“But …”

			“Later on.”

			“You’re mad! Why?”

			“I have no proofs. Later, when you are free, we will hunt to­geth­er. Be­sides, what’s the good? And then, really, I can’t tell you.”

			“You’re afraid of him?”

			“Yes.”

			“Very well,” said Lupin. “After all, that’s not the most ur­gent mat­ter. As to the rest, you’ve made up your mind to speak?”

			“Without re­serve.”

			“Well, then, an­swer. Who is Pierre Le­duc?”

			“Her­mann IV, Grand Duke of Zweibruck­en-Veldenz, Prince of Berncastel, Count of Fistin­gen, Lord of Wies­baden and oth­er places.”

			Lupin felt a thrill of joy at learn­ing that his protégé was def­in­itely not the son of a pork-butcher!

			“The dev­il!” he muttered. “So we have a handle to our name! … As far as I re­mem­ber, the Grand-duchy of Zweibruck­en-Veldenz is in Prus­sia?”

			“Yes, on the Moselle. The house of Veldenz is a branch of the Pal­at­ine house of Zweibruck­en. The grand-duchy was oc­cu­pied by the French after the peace of Lun­eville and formed part of the de­part­ment of Mont-Ton­nerre. In 1814, it was re­stored in fa­vor of Her­mann I, the great grand­fath­er of Pierre Le­duc. His son, Her­mann II, spent a ri­ot­ous youth, ruined him­self, squandered the fin­ances of his coun­try and made him­self im­possible to his sub­jects, who ended by partly burn­ing the old castle at Veldenz and driv­ing their sov­er­eign out of his domin­ions. The grand-duchy was then ad­min­istered and gov­erned by three re­gents, in the name of Her­mann II, who, by a curi­ous an­om­aly, did not ab­dic­ate, but re­tained his title as reign­ing grand-duke. He lived, rather short of cash, in Ber­lin; later, he fought in the French war, by the side of Bis­mar­ck, of whom he was a friend. He was killed by a shell at the siege of Par­is and, in dy­ing, en­trus­ted Bis­mar­ck with the charge of his son Her­mann, that is, Her­mann III.”

			“The fath­er, there­fore, of our Le­duc,” said Lupin.

			“Yes. The chan­cel­lor took a lik­ing to Her­mann III, and used of­ten to em­ploy him as a secret en­voy to per­sons of dis­tinc­tion abroad. At the fall of his pat­ron Her­mann III, left Ber­lin, trav­elled about and re­turned and settled in Dresden. When Bis­mar­ck died, Her­mann III, was there. He him­self died two years later. These are pub­lic facts, known to every­body in Ger­many; and that is the story of the three Her­manns, Grand-dukes of Zweibruck­en-Veldenz in the nine­teenth cen­tury.”

			“But the fourth, Her­mann IV, the one in whom we are in­ter­ested?”

			“We will speak of him presently. Let us now pass on to un­known facts.”

			“Facts known to you alone,” said Lupin.

			“To me alone and to a few oth­ers.”

			“How do you mean, a few oth­ers? Hasn’t the secret been kept?”

			“Yes, yes, the secret has been well kept by all who know it. Have no fear; it is very much to their in­terest, I as­sure you, not to di­vulge it.”

			“Then how do you know it?”

			“Through an old ser­vant and private sec­ret­ary of the Grand-duke Her­mann, the last of the name. This ser­vant, who died in my arms in South Africa, began by con­fid­ing to me that his mas­ter was secretly mar­ried and had left a son be­hind him. Then he told me the great secret.”

			“The one which you af­ter­wards re­vealed to Kes­sel­bach.”

			“Yes.”

			“One second … Will you ex­cuse me? …”

			Lupin bent over M. Former­ie, sat­is­fied him­self that all was well and the heart beat­ing nor­mally, and said:

			“Go on.”

			Stein­weg re­sumed:

			“On the even­ing of the day on which Bis­mar­ck died, the Grand-duke Her­mann III and his faith­ful manser­vant—my South Afric­an friend—took a train which brought them to Mu­nich in time to catch the ex­press for Vi­enna. From Vi­enna, they went to Con­stantinople, then to Cairo, then to Naples, then to Tunis, then to Spain, then to Par­is, then to Lon­don, to St. Peters­burg, to Warsaw … and in none of these towns did they stop. They took a cab, had their two bags put on the top, rushed through the streets, hur­ried to an­oth­er sta­tion or to the land­ing-stage, and once more took the train or the steam­er.”

			“In short, they were be­ing fol­lowed and were try­ing to put their pur­suers off the scent,” Arsène Lupin con­cluded.

			“One even­ing, they left the city of Treves, dressed in work­men’s caps and lin­en jack­ets, each with a bundle slung over his shoulder at the end of a stick. They covered on foot the twenty-two miles to Veldenz, where the old Castle of Zweibruck­en stands, or rather the ru­ins of the old castle.”

			“No de­scrip­tions, please.”

			“All day long, they re­mained hid­den in a neigh­bor­ing forest. At night, they went up to the old walls. Her­mann ordered his ser­vant to wait for him and him­self scaled the wall at a breach known as the Wolf’s Gap. He re­turned in an hour’s time. In the fol­low­ing week, after more per­eg­rin­a­tions, he went back home to Dresden. The ex­ped­i­tion was over.”

			“And what was the ob­ject of the ex­ped­i­tion?”

			“The grand-duke nev­er breathed a word about it to his ser­vant. But cer­tain par­tic­u­lars and the co­in­cid­ence of facts that en­sued en­abled the man to build up the truth, at least, in part.”

			“Quick, Stein­weg, time is run­ning short now: and I am eager to know.”

			“A fort­night after the ex­ped­i­tion, Count von Wal­de­mar, an of­ficer in the Em­per­or’s body­guard and one of his per­son­al friends, called on the grand-duke, ac­com­pan­ied by six men. He was there all day, locked up with the grand-duke in his study. There were re­peated sounds of al­ter­ca­tions, of vi­ol­ent dis­putes. One phrase even was over­heard by the ser­vant, who was passing through the garden, un­der the win­dows: ‘Those pa­pers were handed to you; His im­per­i­al Majesty is sure of it. If you re­fuse to give them to me of your own free will …’ The rest of the sen­tence, the mean­ing of the threat and, for that mat­ter, the whole scene can be eas­ily guessed by what fol­lowed; Her­mann’s house was ran­sacked from top to bot­tom.”

			“But that is against the law.”

			“It would have been against the law if the grand-duke had ob­jec­ted; but he him­self ac­com­pan­ied the count in his search.”

			“And what were they look­ing for? The chan­cel­lor’s mem­oirs?”

			“Some­thing bet­ter than that. They were look­ing for a par­cel of secret doc­u­ments which were known to ex­ist, ow­ing to in­dis­cre­tions that had been com­mit­ted, and which were known for cer­tain to have been en­trus­ted to the Grand-duke Her­mann’s keep­ing.”

			Lupin muttered, ex­citedly:

			“Secret doc­u­ments … and very im­port­ant ones, no doubt?”

			“Of the highest im­port­ance. The pub­lic­a­tion of those pa­pers would lead to res­ults which it would be im­possible to fore­see, not only from the point of view of home polit­ics, but also from that of Ger­many’s re­la­tions with the for­eign powers.”

			“Oh!” said Lupin, throb­bing with emo­tion. “Oh, can it be pos­sible? What proof have you?”

			“What proof? The evid­ence of the grand-duke’s wife, the con­fid­ences which she made to the ser­vant after her hus­band’s death.”

			“Yes … yes …” stammered Lupin. “We have the evid­ence of the grand-duke him­self.”

			“Bet­ter still,” said Stein­weg.

			“What?”

			“A doc­u­ment, a doc­u­ment writ­ten in his own hand, signed by him and con­tain­ing …”

			“Con­tain­ing what?”

			“A list of the secret pa­pers con­fided to his charge.”

			“Tell me, in two words. …”

			“In two words? That can’t be done. The doc­u­ment is a very long one, scattered all over with an­nota­tions and re­marks which are some­times im­possible to un­der­stand. Let me men­tion just two titles which ob­vi­ously refer to two bundles of secret pa­pers: Ori­gin­al Let­ters of the Crown Prince to Bis­mar­ck is one. The dates show that these let­ters were writ­ten dur­ing the three months of the reign of Fre­d­er­ick III. To pic­ture what the let­ters may con­tain, you have only to think of the Em­per­or Fre­d­er­ick’s ill­ness, his quar­rels with his son …”

			“Yes, yes, I know. … And the oth­er title?”

			“Pho­to­graphs of the let­ters of Fre­d­er­ick III, and the Empress Vic­tor­ia to the Queen of Eng­land.”

			“Do you mean to say that that’s there?” asked Lupin, in a chok­ing voice.

			“Listen to the grand-duke’s notes: Text of the Treaty with Great Bri­tain and France. And these rather ob­scure words: ‘Alsace-Lor­raine. … Colon­ies. … Lim­it­a­tion of nav­al arma­ments. …’ ”

			“It says that?” blur­ted Lupin. “And you call that ob­scure? … Why, the words are dazzling with light! … Oh, can it be pos­sible? … And what next, what next?”

			As he spoke there was a noise at the door. Someone was knock­ing.

			“You can’t come in,” said Lupin. “I am busy. … Go on, Stein­weg.”

			“But …” said the old man, in a great state of alarm.

			The door was shaken vi­ol­ently and Lupin re­cog­nized Weber’s voice. He shouted:

			“A little pa­tience, Weber. I shall have done in five minutes.”

			He gripped the old man’s arm and, in a tone of com­mand:

			“Be easy and go on with your story. So, ac­cord­ing to you, the ex­ped­i­tion of the grand duke and his ser­vant to Veldenz Castle had no oth­er ob­ject than to hide those pa­pers?”

			“There can be no ques­tion about that.”

			“Very well. But the grand-duke may have taken them away since.”

			“No, he did not leave Dresden un­til his death.”

			“But the grand-duke’s en­emies, the men who had everything to gain by re­cov­er­ing them and des­troy­ing them: can’t they have tried to find out where the pa­pers were?”

			“They have tried.”

			“How do you know?”

			“You can un­der­stand that I did not re­main in­act­ive and that my first care, after re­ceiv­ing those rev­el­a­tions, was to go to Veldenz and make in­quir­ies for my­self in the neigh­bor­ing vil­lages. Well, I learnt that, on two sep­ar­ate oc­ca­sions, the castle was in­vaded by a dozen men, who came from Ber­lin fur­nished with cre­den­tials to the re­gents.”

			“Well?”

			“Well, they found noth­ing, for, since that time, the castle has been found closed to the pub­lic.”

			“But what pre­vents any­body from get­ting in?”

			“A gar­ris­on of fifty sol­diers, who keep watch day and night.”

			“Sol­diers of the grand-duchy?”

			“No, sol­diers draf­ted from the Em­per­or’s own body­guard.”

			The din in the pas­sage in­creased:

			“Open the door!” a voice cried. “I or­der you to open the door!”

			“I can’t. Weber, old chap; the lock has stuck. If you take my ad­vice, you had bet­ter cut the door all round the lock.”

			“Open the door!”

			“And what about the fate of Europe, which we are dis­cuss­ing?”

			He turned to the old man:

			“So you were not able to enter the castle?”

			“No.”

			“But you are per­suaded that the pa­pers in ques­tion are hid­den there?”

			“Look here, haven’t I giv­en you proofs enough? Aren’t you con­vinced?”

			“Yes, yes,” muttered Lupin, “that’s where they are hid­den … there’s no doubt about it … that’s where they are hid­den. …”

			He seemed to see the castle. He seemed to con­jure up the mys­ter­i­ous hid­ing-place. And the vis­ion of an in­ex­haust­ible treas­ure, the dream of chests filled with riches and pre­cious stones could not have ex­cited him more than the idea of those few scraps of pa­per watched over by the Kais­er’s guards. What a won­der­ful con­quest to em­bark upon! And how worthy of his powers! And what a proof of per­spica­city and in­tu­ition he had once more giv­en by throw­ing him­self at a ven­ture upon that un­known track!

			Out­side, the men were “work­ing” at the lock.

			Lupin asked of old Stein­weg:

			“What did the grand-duke die of?”

			“An at­tack of pleur­isy, which car­ried him off in a few days. He hardly re­covered con­scious­ness be­fore the end; and the hor­rible thing ap­pears to have been that he was seen to make vi­ol­ent ef­forts, between his fits of de­li­ri­um, to col­lect his thoughts and ut­ter con­nec­ted words. From time to time, he called his wife, looked at her in a des­per­ate way and vainly moved his lips.”

			“In a word, he spoke?” said Lupin, cut­ting him short, for the “work­ing” at the lock was be­gin­ning to make him anxious.

			“No, he did not speak. But, in a com­par­at­ively lu­cid mo­ment, he summoned up the en­ergy to make some marks on a piece of pa­per which his wife gave him.”

			“Well, those marks … ?”

			“They were il­legible, for the most part.”

			“For the most part? But the oth­ers?” asked Lupin, greed­ily. “The oth­ers?”

			“There were, first, three per­fectly dis­tinct fig­ures: an 8, a 1, and a 3. …”

			“Yes, 813, I know … and next?”

			“And next, there were some let­ters … sev­er­al let­ters, of which all that can be made out for cer­tain are a group of three fol­lowed, im­me­di­ately after, by a group of two let­ters.”

			“ ‘apo on,’ is that it?”

			“Oh, so you know! …”

			The lock was yield­ing; al­most all the screws had been taken out. Lupin, sud­denly alarmed at the thought of be­ing in­ter­rup­ted, asked:

			“So that this in­com­plete word ‘apo on’ and the num­ber 813 are the for­mu­las which the grand-duke be­queathed to his wife and son to en­able them to find the secret pa­pers?”

			“Yes.”

			“What be­came of the grand-duke’s wife?”

			“She died soon after her hus­band, of grief, one might say.”

			“And was the child looked after by the fam­ily?”

			“What fam­ily? The grand-duke had no broth­ers or sis­ters. Moreover, he was only mor­gan­at­ic­ally and secretly mar­ried. No, the child was taken away by Her­mann’s old manser­vant, who brought him up un­der the name of Pierre Le­duc. He was a bad type of boy, self-willed, ca­pri­cious and trouble­some. One day, he went off and was nev­er seen again.”

			“Did he know the secret of his birth?”

			“Yes; and he was shown the sheet of pa­per on which Her­mann III had writ­ten the let­ters and fig­ures.”

			“And after that this rev­el­a­tion was made to no one but your­self?”

			“That’s all.”

			“And you con­fided only in Mr. Kes­sel­bach?”

			“Yes. But, out of prudence, while show­ing him the sheet of let­ters and fig­ures and the list of which I spoke to you, I kept both those doc­u­ments in my own pos­ses­sion. Events have proved that I was right.”

			Lupin was now cling­ing to the door with both hands:

			“Weber,” he roared, “you’re very in­dis­creet! I shall re­port you! … Stein­weg, have you those doc­u­ments?”

			“Yes.”

			“Are they in a safe place?”

			“Ab­so­lutely.”

			“In Par­is?”

			“No.”

			“So much the bet­ter. Don’t for­get that your life is in danger and that you have people after you.”

			“I know. The least false step and I am done for.”

			“Ex­actly. So take your pre­cau­tions, throw the en­emy off the scent, go and fetch your pa­pers and await my in­struc­tions. The thing is cut and dried. In a month, at latest, we will go to Veldenz Castle to­geth­er.”

			“Sup­pose I’m in pris­on?”

			“I will take you out.”

			“Can you?”

			“The very day after I come out my­self. No, I’m wrong: the same even­ing … an hour later.”

			“You have the means?”

			“Since the last ten minutes, an in­fal­lible means. You have noth­ing more to say to me?”

			“No.”

			“Then I’ll open the door.”

			He pulled back the door, and bow­ing to M. Weber:

			“My poor old Weber, I don’t know what ex­cuse to make …”

			He did not fin­ish his sen­tence. The sud­den in­rush of the deputy-chief and three po­lice­man left him no time.

			M. Weber was white with rage and in­dig­na­tion. The sight of the two men ly­ing out­stretched quite un­settled him.

			“Dead!” he ex­claimed.

			“Not a bit of it, not a bit of it,” chuckled Lupin, “only asleep! Former­ie was tired out … so I al­lowed him a few mo­ments’ rest.”

			“Enough of this hum­bug!” shouted M. Weber. And, turn­ing to the po­lice­men, “Take him back to the Santé. And keep your eyes open, damn it! As for this vis­it­or …”

			Lupin learnt noth­ing more as to Weber’s in­ten­tions with re­gard to old Stein­weg. A crowd of mu­ni­cip­al guards and po­lice con­stables hustled him down to the pris­on-van.

			On the stairs Doudeville whispered:

			“Weber had a line to warn him. It told him to mind the con­front­a­tion and to be on his guard with Stein­weg. The note was signed ‘L. M.’ ”

			But Lupin hardly bothered his head about all this. What did he care for the mur­der­er’s hatred or old Stein­weg’s fate? He pos­sessed Rudolf Kes­sel­bach’s secret!

		
	
		
			
				X

				Lupin’s Great Scheme

			
			Con­trary to his ex­pect­a­tions, Lupin had no sort of an­noy­ance to un­der­go in con­sequence of his as­sault on M. Former­ie.

			The ex­amin­ing-ma­gis­trate came to the Santé in per­son, two days later, and told him, with some em­bar­rass­ment and with an af­fect­a­tion of kind­ness, that he did not in­tend to pur­sue the mat­ter fur­ther.

			“Nor I, either,” re­tor­ted Lupin.

			“What do you mean?”

			“Well, I mean that I shall send no com­mu­nic­a­tion to the press about this par­tic­u­lar mat­ter nor do any­thing that might ex­pose you to ri­dicule, Mon­sieur le Juge d’In­struc­tion. The scan­dal shall not be made pub­lic, I prom­ise. That is what you want, is it not?”

			M. Former­ie blushed and, without reply­ing, con­tin­ued:

			“Only, hence­forth, your ex­am­in­a­tions will take place here.”

			“It’s quite right that the law should put it­self out for Lupin!” said that gen­tle­man.

			The an­nounce­ment of this de­cision, which in­ter­rup­ted his al­most daily meet­ings with the Doudevilles, did not dis­turb Lupin. He had taken his pre­cau­tions from the first day, by giv­ing the Doudevilles all the ne­ces­sary in­struc­tions and, now that the pre­par­a­tions were nearly com­pleted, reckoned upon be­ing able to turn old Stein­weg’s con­fid­ences to the best ac­count without delay and to ob­tain his liberty by one of the most ex­traordin­ary and in­geni­ous schemes that had ever entered his brain.

			His meth­od of cor­res­pond­ence was a simple one; and he had de­vised it at once. Every morn­ing he was sup­plied with sheets of pa­per in numbered pack­ets. He made these in­to en­vel­opes; and, every even­ing, the en­vel­opes, duly fol­ded and gummed, were fetched away. Now Lupin, no­ti­cing that his pack­et al­ways bore the same num­ber, had drawn the in­fer­ence that the dis­tri­bu­tion of the numbered pack­ets was al­ways af­fected in the same or­der among the pris­on­ers who had chosen that par­tic­u­lar kind of work. Ex­per­i­ence showed that he was right.

			It only re­mained for the Doudevilles to bribe one of the em­ploy­ees of the private firm en­trus­ted with the sup­ply and dis­patch of the en­vel­opes. This was eas­ily done; and, thence­for­ward, Lupin, sure of suc­cess, had only to wait quietly un­til the sign agreed upon between him and his friends ap­peared upon the top sheet of the pack­et.

			On the sixth day, he gave an ex­clam­a­tion of de­light:

			“At last!” he said.

			He took a tiny bottle from a hid­ing-place, un­corked it, moistened the tip of his fore­finger with the li­quid which it con­tained and passed his fin­ger over the third sheet in the pack­et.

			In a mo­ment, strokes ap­peared, then let­ters, then words and sen­tences.

			He read:

			
				“All well. Stein­weg free. Hid­ing in coun­try. Geneviève Ernemont good health. Of­ten goes Hôtel Bris­tol to see Mrs. Kes­sel­bach, who is ill. Meets Pierre Le­duc there every time. An­swer by same means. No danger.”

			

			So com­mu­nic­a­tions were es­tab­lished with the out­side. Once more, Lupin’s ef­forts were crowned with suc­cess. All that he had to do now was to ex­ecute his plan and lead the press cam­paign which he had pre­pared in the peace­ful solitude of his pris­on.

			Three days later, these few lines ap­peared in the Grand Journ­al:

			
				“Quite apart from Prince Bis­mar­ck’s Mem­oirs, which, ac­cord­ing to well-in­formed people, con­tain merely the of­fi­cial his­tory of the events in which the great chan­cel­lor was con­cerned, there ex­ists a series of con­fid­en­tial let­ters of no little in­terest.

				“These let­ters have been re­cently dis­covered. We hear, on good au­thor­ity, that they will be pub­lished al­most im­me­di­ately.”

			

			My read­ers will re­mem­ber the noise which these mys­ter­i­ous sen­tences made through­out the civ­il­ized world, the com­ments in which people in­dulged, the sug­ges­tions put for­ward and, in par­tic­u­lar, the con­tro­versy that fol­lowed in the Ger­man press. Who had in­spired those lines? What were the let­ters in ques­tion? Who had writ­ten them to the chan­cel­lor or who had re­ceived them from him? Was it an act of posthum­ous re­venge? Or was it an in­dis­cre­tion com­mit­ted by one of Bis­mar­ck’s cor­res­pond­ents?

			A second note settled pub­lic opin­ion as to cer­tain points, but, at the same time, worked it up to a strange pitch of ex­cite­ment. It ran as fol­lows:

			
				
					“To the Ed­it­or of the Grand Journ­al,

					“Santé Palace,

					“Cell 14, Second Di­vi­sion.

				
				“Sir,

				“You in­ser­ted in your is­sue of Tues­day last a para­graph based upon a few words which I let fall, the oth­er even­ing, in the course of a lec­ture, which I was de­liv­er­ing at the Santé on for­eign polit­ics. Your cor­res­pond­ent’s para­graph, al­though ac­cur­ate in all es­sen­tial par­tic­u­lars, re­quires a slight cor­rec­tion. The let­ters ex­ist, as stated, and it is im­possible to deny their ex­cep­tion­al im­port­ance, see­ing that, for ten years, they have been the ob­ject of an un­in­ter­rup­ted search on the part of the gov­ern­ment in­ter­ested. But nobody knows where they are hid­den and nobody knows a single word of what they con­tain.

				“The pub­lic, I am con­vinced, will bear me no ill-will if I keep it wait­ing for some time be­fore sat­is­fy­ing its le­git­im­ate curi­os­ity. Apart from the fact that I am not in pos­ses­sion of all the ele­ments ne­ces­sary for the pur­suit of the truth, my present oc­cu­pa­tion does not al­low me to de­vote so much time as I could wish to this mat­ter.

				“All that I can say for the mo­ment is that the let­ters were en­trus­ted by the dy­ing states­man to one of his most faith­ful friends and that this friend had even­tu­ally to suf­fer the ser­i­ous con­sequences of his loy­alty. Con­stant spy­ing, dom­i­cil­i­ary vis­its, noth­ing was spared him.

				“I have giv­en or­ders to two of the best agents of my secret po­lice to take up this scent from the start in a po­s­i­tion to get to the bot­tom of this ex­cit­ing mys­tery.

				
					
						“I have the hon­or to be Sir,

						“Your obed­i­ent ser­vant,

					

					“Arsène Lupin.”

				
			

			So it was Arsène Lupin who was con­duct­ing the case! It was he who, from his pris­on cell, was stage-man­aging the com­edy or the tragedy an­nounced in the first note. What luck! Every­body was de­lighted. With an artist like Lupin, the spec­tacle could not fail to be both pic­tur­esque and start­ling.

			Three days later the Grand Journ­al con­tained the fol­low­ing let­ter from Arsène Lupin:

			
				“The name of the de­voted friend to whom I re­ferred has been im­par­ted to me. It was the Grand-Duke Her­mann III, reign­ing (al­though dis­pos­sessed) sov­er­eign of the Grand-duchy of Zweibruck­en-Veldenz and a con­fid­ant of Prince Bis­mar­ck, whose en­tire friend­ship he en­joyed.

				“A thor­ough search was made of his house by Count von W——, at the head of twelve men. The res­ult of this search was purely neg­at­ive, but the grand-duke was nev­er­the­less proved to be in pos­ses­sion of the pa­pers.

				“Where had he hid­den them? This was a prob­lem which prob­ably nobody in the world would be able to solve at the present mo­ment.

				“I must ask for twenty-four hours in which to solve it.

				
					“Arsène Lupin.”

				
			

			And, twenty-four hours later, the prom­ised note ap­peared:

			
				“The fam­ous let­ters are hid­den in the feud­al castle of Veldenz, the cap­it­al of the Grand-duchy of Zweibruck­en. The castle was partly des­troyed in the course of the nine­teenth cen­tury.

				“Where ex­actly are they hid­den? And what are the let­ters pre­cisely? These are the two prob­lems which I am now en­gaged in un­rav­el­ling; and I shall pub­lish the solu­tion in four days’ time.

				
					“Arsène Lupin.”

				
			

			On the day stated, men scrambled to ob­tain cop­ies of the Grand Journ­al. To the gen­er­al dis­ap­point­ment, the prom­ised in­form­a­tion was not giv­en. The same si­lence fol­lowed on the next day and the day after.

			What had happened?

			It leaked out through an in­dis­cre­tion at the Pre­fec­ture of Po­lice. The gov­ernor of the Santé, it ap­peared, had been warned that Lupin was com­mu­nic­at­ing with his ac­com­plices by means of the pack­ets of en­vel­opes which he made. Noth­ing had been dis­covered; but it was thought best, in any case, to for­bid all work to the in­suf­fer­able pris­on­er.

			To this the in­suf­fer­able pris­on­er replied:

			“As I have noth­ing to do now, I may as well at­tend to my tri­al. Please let my coun­sel, Maître Quim­bel, know.”

			It was true. Lupin, who, hitherto, had re­fused to hold any in­ter­course with Maître Quim­bel, now con­sen­ted to see him and to pre­pare his de­fence.

			On the next day Maître Quim­bel, in cheery tones, asked for Lupin to be brought to the bar­ris­ters’ room. He was an eld­erly man, wear­ing a pair of very power­ful spec­tacles, which made his eyes seem enorm­ous. He put his hat on the table, spread out his briefcase and at once began to put a series of ques­tions which he had care­fully pre­pared.

			Lupin replied with ex­treme read­i­ness and even vo­lun­teered a host of par­tic­u­lars, which Maître Quim­bel took down, as he spoke, on slips pinned one to the oth­er.

			“And so you say,” con­tin­ued the bar­ris­ter, with his head over his pa­pers, “that, at that time …”

			“I say that, at that time …” Lupin answered.

			Little by little, with a series of nat­ur­al and hardly per­cept­ible move­ments, he leant el­bows on the table. He gradu­ally lowered his arms, slipped his hand un­der Maître Quim­bel’s hat, put his fin­ger in­to the leath­er band and took out one of those strips of pa­per, fol­ded length­wise, which the hat­ter in­serts between the leath­er and the lin­ing when the hat is a trifle too large.

			He un­fol­ded the pa­per. It was a mes­sage from Doudeville, writ­ten in a cipher agreed upon be­fore­hand:

			
				“I am en­gaged as in­door ser­vant at Maître Quim­bel’s. You can an­swer by the same means without fear.

				“It was L. M., the mur­der­er, who gave away the en­vel­ope trick. A good thing that you foresaw this move!”

			

			Hereupon fol­lowed a minute re­port of all the facts and com­ments caused by Lupin’s rev­el­a­tions.

			Lupin took from his pock­et a sim­il­ar strip of pa­per con­tain­ing his in­struc­tions, quietly sub­sti­tuted it in the place of the oth­er and drew his hand back again. The trick was played.

			And Lupin’s cor­res­pond­ence with the Grand Journ­al was re­sumed without fur­ther delay.

			
				“I apo­lo­gize to the pub­lic for not keep­ing my prom­ise. The postal ar­range­ments at the Santé Palace are woe­fully in­ad­equate.

				“How­ever, we are near the end. I have in hand all the doc­u­ments that es­tab­lish the truth upon an in­dis­put­able basis. I shall not pub­lish them for the mo­ment. Nev­er­the­less, I will say this: among the let­ters are some that were ad­dressed to the chan­cel­lor by one who, at that time, de­clared him­self his dis­ciple and his ad­mirer and who was destined, sev­er­al years after, to rid him­self of that irk­some tu­tor and to gov­ern alone.

				“I trust that I make my­self suf­fi­ciently clear.”

			

			And, on the next day:

			
				“The let­ters were writ­ten dur­ing the late Em­per­or’s ill­ness. I need hardly add more to prove their im­port­ance.”

			

			Four days of si­lence, and then this fi­nal note, which caused a stir that has not yet been for­got­ten:

			
				“My in­vest­ig­a­tion is fin­ished. I now know everything.

				“By dint of re­flec­tion, I have guessed the secret of the hid­ing-place.

				“My friends are go­ing to Veldenz and, in spite of every obstacle, will enter the castle by a way which I am point­ing out to them.

				“The news­pa­pers will then pub­lish pho­to­graphs of the let­ters, of which I already know the ten­or; but I prefer to re­pro­duce the whole text.

				“This cer­tain, in­ev­it­able pub­lic­a­tion will take place in a fort­night from today pre­cisely, on the 22nd of Au­gust next.

				“Between this and then I will keep si­lence … and wait.”

			

			The com­mu­nic­a­tions to the Grand Journ­al did, in fact, stop for a time, but Lupin nev­er ceased cor­res­pond­ing with his friends, “via the hat,” as they said among them­selves. It was so simple! There was no danger. Who could ever sus­pect that Maître Quim­bel’s hat served Lupin as a let­ter-box?

			Every two or three morn­ings, whenev­er he called, in fact, the cel­eb­rated ad­voc­ate faith­fully brought his cli­ent’s let­ters: let­ters from Par­is, let­ters from the coun­try, let­ters from Ger­many; all re­duced and con­densed by Doudeville in­to a brief form and cipher lan­guage. And, an hour later, Maître Quim­bel sol­emnly walked away, car­ry­ing Lupin’s or­ders.

			

			Now, one day, the gov­ernor of the Santé re­ceived a tele­phone mes­sage, signed, “L. M.,” in­form­ing him that Maître Quim­bel was, in all prob­ab­il­ity, serving Lupin as his un­wit­ting post­man and that it would be ad­vis­able to keep an eye upon the worthy man’s vis­its. The gov­ernor told Maître Quim­bel, who thereupon re­solved to bring his ju­ni­or with him.

			So, once again, in spite of all Lupin’s ef­forts, in spite of his fer­tile powers of in­ven­tion, in spite of the mar­vels of in­genu­ity which he re­newed after each de­feat, once again Lupin found him­self cut off from com­mu­nic­a­tion with the out­side world by the in­fernal geni­us of his for­mid­able ad­versary. And he found him­self thus cut off at the most crit­ic­al mo­ment, at the sol­emn minute when, from his cell, he was play­ing his last trump-card against the co­alesced forces that were over­whelm­ing him so ter­ribly.

			

			On the 13th of Au­gust, as he sat fa­cing the two coun­sels, his at­ten­tion was at­trac­ted by a news­pa­per in which some of Maître Quim­bel’s pa­pers were wrapped up.

			He saw a head­ing in very large type

			
				
					
						“813”
					

				
			

			The sub­head­ings were:

			
				
					“A Fresh Murder

					“The Ex­cite­ment in Ger­many

					“Has the Secret of the ‘apoon’ Been Dis­covered?”

				
			

			Lupin turned pale with an­guish. Be­low he read the words:

			
				“Two sen­sa­tion­al tele­grams reach us at the mo­ment of go­ing to press.

				“The body of an old man has been found near Augs­burg, with his throat cut with a knife. The po­lice have suc­ceeded in identi­fy­ing the vic­tim: it is Stein­weg, the man men­tioned in the Kes­sel­bach case.

				“On the oth­er hand, a cor­res­pond­ent tele­graphs that the fam­ous Eng­lish de­tect­ive, Her­lock Sholmes, has been hur­riedly summoned to Co­logne. He will there meet the Em­per­or; and they will both pro­ceed to Veldenz Castle.

				“Her­lock Sholmes is said to have un­der­taken to dis­cov­er the secret of the ‘apoon.’

				“If he suc­ceeds, it will mean the pi­ti­ful fail­ure of the in­com­pre­hens­ible cam­paign which Arsène Lupin has been con­duct­ing for the past month in so strange a fash­ion.”

			

			

			Per­haps pub­lic curi­os­ity was nev­er so much stirred as by the duel an­nounced to take place between Sholmes and Lupin, an in­vis­ible duel in the cir­cum­stances, an an­onym­ous duel, one might say, in which everything would hap­pen in the dark, in which people would be able to judge only by the fi­nal res­ults, and yet an im­press­ive duel, be­cause of all the scan­dal that circled around the ad­ven­ture and be­cause of the stakes in dis­pute between the two ir­re­con­cil­able en­emies, now once more op­posed to each oth­er.

			And it was a ques­tion not of small private in­terests, of in­sig­ni­fic­ant burg­lar­ies, of trumpery in­di­vidu­al pas­sions, but of a mat­ter of really world­wide im­port­ance, in­volving the polit­ics of the three great west­ern na­tions and cap­able of dis­turb­ing the peace of the world.

			People waited anxiously; and no one knew ex­actly what he was wait­ing for. For, after all, if the de­tect­ive came out vic­tori­ous in the duel, if he found the let­ters, who would ever know? What proof would any­one have of his tri­umph?

			In the main, all hopes were centred on Lupin, on his well-known habit of call­ing the pub­lic to wit­ness his acts. What was he go­ing to do? How could he avert the fright­ful danger that threatened him? Was he even aware of it?

			Those were the ques­tions which men asked them­selves.

			

			Between the four walls of his cell, pris­on­er 14 asked him­self pretty nearly the same ques­tions; and he for his part, was not stim­u­lated by idle curi­os­ity, but by real un­eas­i­ness, by con­stant anxi­ety. He felt him­self ir­re­voc­ably alone, with im­pot­ent hands, an im­pot­ent will, an im­pot­ent brain. It availed him noth­ing that he was able, in­geni­ous, fear­less, hero­ic. The struggle was be­ing car­ried on without him. His part was now fin­ished. He had joined all the pieces and set all the springs of the great ma­chine that was to pro­duce, that was, in a man­ner of speak­ing, auto­mat­ic­ally to man­u­fac­ture his liberty; and it was im­possible for him to make a single move­ment to im­prove and su­per­vise his handi­work.

			At the date fixed, the ma­chine would start work­ing. Between now and then, a thou­sand ad­verse in­cid­ents might spring up, a thou­sand obstacles arise, without his hav­ing the means to com­bat those in­cid­ents or re­move those obstacles.

			Lupin spent the un­hap­pi­est hours of his life at that time. He doubted him­self. He wondered wheth­er his ex­ist­ence would be bur­ied for good in the hor­ror of a jail. Had he not made a mis­take in his cal­cu­la­tions? Was it not child­ish to be­lieve that the event that was to set him free would hap­pen on the ap­poin­ted date?

			“Mad­ness!” he cried. “My ar­gu­ment is false. … How can I ex­pect such a con­cur­rence of cir­cum­stances? There will be some little fact that will des­troy all … the in­ev­it­able grain of sand. …”

			Stein­weg’s death and the dis­ap­pear­ance of the doc­u­ments which the old man was to make over to him did not trouble him greatly. The doc­u­ments he could have done without in case of need; and, with the few words which Stein­weg had told him, he was able, by dint of guess­work and his nat­ive geni­us, to re­con­struct what the Em­per­or’s let­ters con­tained and to draw up the plan of battle that would lead to vic­tory. But he thought of Her­lock Sholmes, who was over there now, in the very centre of the bat­tle­field, and who was seek­ing and who would find the let­ters, thus de­mol­ish­ing the edi­fice so pa­tiently built up.

			And he thought of “the oth­er one,” the im­plac­able en­emy, lurk­ing round the pris­on, hid­den in the pris­on, per­haps, who guessed his most secret plans even be­fore they were hatched in the mys­tery of his thought.

			

			The 17th of Au­gust! … The 18th of Au­gust! … The 19th! … Two more days. … Two cen­tur­ies rather! Oh, the in­ter­min­able minutes! …

			Lupin, usu­ally so calm, so en­tirely mas­ter of him­self, so in­geni­ous at provid­ing mat­ter for his own amuse­ment, was fe­ver­ish, ex­ult­ant and de­pressed by turns, power­less against the en­emy, mis­trust­ing everything and every­body, mor­ose.

			

			The 20th of Au­gust! …

			

			He would have wished to act and he could not. Whatever he did, it was im­possible for him to hasten the hour of the cata­strophe. This cata­strophe would take place or would not take place; but Lupin would not know for cer­tain un­til the last hour of the last day was spent to the last minute. Then—and then alone—he would know of the def­in­ite fail­ure of his scheme.

			“The in­ev­it­able fail­ure,” he kept on re­peat­ing to him­self. “Suc­cess de­pends upon cir­cum­stances far too subtle and can be ob­tained only by meth­ods far too psy­cho­lo­gic­al. … There is no doubt that I am de­ceiv­ing my­self as to the value and the range of my weapons. … And yet …”

			Hope re­turned to him. He weighed his chances. They sud­denly seemed to him real and for­mid­able. The fact was go­ing to hap­pen as he had fore­seen it hap­pen­ing and for the very reas­ons which he had ex­pec­ted. It was in­ev­it­able. …

			Yes, in­ev­it­able. Un­less, in­deed, Sholmes dis­covered the hid­ing-place. …

			And again he thought of Sholmes; and again an im­mense sense of dis­cour­age­ment over­whelmed him.

			

			The last day. …

			He woke late, after a night of bad dreams.

			He saw nobody that day, neither the ex­amin­ing ma­gis­trate nor his coun­sel.

			The af­ter­noon dragged along slowly and dis­mally, and the even­ing came, the murky even­ing of the cells. … He was in a fever. His heart beat in his chest like the clap­per of a bell.

			And the minutes passed, ir­re­triev­ably. …

			At nine o’clock, noth­ing. At ten o’clock, noth­ing.

			With all his nerves tense as the string of a bow, he listened to the vague pris­on sounds, tried to catch through those in­ex­or­able walls all that might trickle in from the life out­side.

			Oh, how he would have liked to stay the march of time and to give des­tiny a little more leis­ure!

			But what was the good? Was everything not fin­ished? …

			“Oh,” he cried, “I am go­ing mad! If all this were only over … that would be bet­ter. I can be­gin again, dif­fer­ently. … I shall try some­thing else … but I can’t go on like this, I can’t go on. …”

			He held his head in his hands, press­ing it with all his might, lock­ing him­self with­in him­self and con­cen­trat­ing his whole mind upon one sub­ject, as though he wished to pro­voke, as though he wished to cre­ate the for­mid­able, stu­pefy­ing, in­ad­miss­ible event to which he had at­tached his in­de­pend­ence and his for­tune:

			“It must hap­pen,” he muttered, “it must; and it must, not be­cause I wish it, but be­cause it is lo­gic­al. And it shall hap­pen … it shall hap­pen. …”

			He beat his skull with his fists; and de­li­ri­ous words rose to his lips. …

			The key grated in the lock. In his frenzy, he had not heard the sound of foot­steps in the cor­ridor; and now, sud­denly, a ray of light pen­et­rated in­to his cell and the door opened.

			Three men entered.

			Lupin had not a mo­ment of sur­prise.

			The un­heard-of mir­acle was be­ing worked; and this at once seemed to him nat­ur­al and nor­mal, in per­fect agree­ment with truth and justice.

			But a rush of pride flooded his whole be­ing. At this minute he really re­ceived a clear sen­sa­tion of his own strength and in­tel­li­gence. …

			

			“Shall I switch on the light?” asked one of the three men, in whom Lupin re­cog­nized the gov­ernor of the pris­on.

			“No,” replied the taller of his com­pan­ions, speak­ing in a for­eign ac­cent. “This lan­tern will do.”

			“Shall I go?”

			“Act ac­cord­ing to your duty, sir,” said the same in­di­vidu­al.

			“My in­struc­tions from the pre­fect of po­lice are to com­ply en­tirely with your wishes.”

			“In that case, sir, it would be prefer­able that you should with­draw.”

			M. Borély went away, leav­ing the door half open, and re­mained out­side, with­in call.

			The vis­it­or ex­changed a few words with the one who had not yet spoken; and Lupin vainly tried to dis­tin­guish his fea­tures in the shade. He saw only two dark forms, clad in wide mo­tor­ing-cloaks and wear­ing caps with the flaps lowered.

			“Are you Arsène Lupin?” asked the man, turn­ing the light of the lan­tern full on his face.

			He smiled:

			“Yes, I am the per­son known as Arsène Lupin, at present a pris­on­er in the Santé, cell 14, second di­vi­sion.”

			“Was it you,” con­tin­ued the vis­it­or, “who pub­lished in the Grand Journ­al a series of more or less fanci­ful notes, in which there is a ques­tion of a so-called col­lec­tion of let­ters … ?”

			Lupin in­ter­rup­ted him.

			“I beg your par­don, sir, but, be­fore pur­su­ing this con­ver­sa­tion, the ob­ject of which, between ourselves, is none too clear to me, I should be much ob­liged if you would tell me to whom I have the hon­our of speak­ing.”

			“Ab­so­lutely un­ne­ces­sary,” replied the stranger.

			“Ab­so­lutely es­sen­tial,” de­clared Lupin.

			“Why?”

			“For reas­ons of po­lite­ness, sir. You know my name and I do not know yours; this im­plies a dis­reg­ard of good form which I can­not suf­fer.”

			The stranger lost pa­tience:

			“The mere fact that the gov­ernor of the pris­on brought us here shows …”

			“That M. Borély does not know his man­ners,” said Lupin. “M. Borély should have in­tro­duced us to each oth­er. We are equals here, sir: it is no case of a su­per­i­or and an in­feri­or, of a pris­on­er and a vis­it­or who con­des­cends to come and see him. There are two men here; and one of those two men has a hat on his head, which he ought not to have.”

			“Now look here …”

			“Take the les­son as you please, sir,” said Lupin.

			The stranger came closer to him and tried to speak.

			“The hat first,” said Lupin, “the hat. …”

			“You shall listen to me!”

			“No.”

			“Yes.”

			“No.”

			Mat­ters were be­com­ing vir­u­lent, stu­pidly. The second stranger, the one who had kept si­lent, placed his hand on his com­pan­ion’s shoulder and said, in Ger­man:

			“Leave him to me.”

			“Why, it was un­der­stood …”

			“Hush … and go away!”

			“Leav­ing you alone?”

			“Yes.”

			“But the door?”

			“Shut it and walk away.”

			“But this man … you know who he is. … Arsène Lupin. …”

			“Go away!”

			The oth­er went out, curs­ing un­der his breath.

			“Pull the door!” cried the second vis­it­or. “Harder than that. … Al­to­geth­er! … That’s right. …”

			Then he turned, took the lan­tern and raised it slowly:

			“Shall I tell you who I am?” he asked.

			“No,” replied Lupin.

			“And why?”

			“Be­cause I know.”

			“Ah!”

			“You are the vis­it­or I was ex­pect­ing.”

			“I?”

			“Yes, Sire.”

		
	
		
			
				XI

				Char­le­magne

			
			“Si­lence!” said the stranger, sharply. “Don’t use that word.”

			“Then what shall I call Your …”

			“Call me noth­ing.”

			They were both si­lent; and this mo­ment of res­pite was not one of those which go be­fore the struggle of two ad­versar­ies ready for the fray. The stranger strode to and fro with the air of a mas­ter ac­cus­tomed to com­mand and to be obeyed. Lupin stood mo­tion­less. He had aban­doned his usu­al pro­voc­at­ive at­ti­tude and his sar­cast­ic smile. He waited, gravely and de­fer­en­tially. But, down in the depths of his be­ing, he rev­elled, eagerly, madly, in the mar­vel­lous situ­ation in which he found him­self placed: here, in his cell, he, a pris­on­er; he, the ad­ven­turer; he, the swind­ler, the burg­lar; he, Arsène Lupin … face to face with that demi­god of the mod­ern world, that for­mid­able en­tity, the heir of Caesar and of Char­le­magne.

			He was in­tox­ic­ated for a mo­ment with the sense of his own power. The tears came to his eyes when he thought of his tri­umph. …

			The stranger stood still.

			And at once, with the very first sen­tence, they came to the im­me­di­ate point:

			“To­mor­row is the 22nd of Au­gust. The let­ters are to be pub­lished to­mor­row, are they not?”

			“To­night, in two hours from now, my friends are to hand in to the Grand Journ­al, not the let­ters them­selves, but an ex­act list of the let­ters, with the Grand-duke Her­mann’s an­nota­tions.”

			“That list shall not be handed in.”

			“It shall not be.”

			“You will give it to me.”

			“It shall be placed in the hands of Your … in your hands.”

			“Like­wise, all the let­ters?”

			“Like­wise, all the let­ters.”

			“Without any of them be­ing pho­to­graphed?”

			“Without any of them be­ing pho­to­graphed.”

			The stranger spoke in a very calm voice, con­tain­ing not the least ac­cent of en­treaty nor the least in­flec­tion of au­thor­ity. He neither ordered nor re­ques­ted; he stated the in­ev­it­able ac­tions of Arsène Lupin. Things would hap­pen as he said. And they would hap­pen, whatever Arsène Lupin’s de­mands should be, at whatever price he might value the per­form­ance of those ac­tions. The con­di­tions were ac­cep­ted be­fore­hand.

			“By Jove,” said Lupin to him­self, “that’s jolly clev­er of him! If he leaves it to my gen­er­os­ity, I am a ruined man!”

			The very way in which the con­ver­sa­tion opened, the frank­ness of the words em­ployed, the charm of voice and man­ner all pleased him in­fin­itely.

			He pulled him­self to­geth­er, lest he should re­lent and aban­don all the ad­vant­ages which he had conquered so fiercely.

			And the stranger con­tin­ued:

			“Have you read the let­ters?”

			“No.”

			“But someone you know has read them?”

			“No.”

			“In that case …”

			“I have the grand-duke’s list and his notes. Moreover, I know the hid­ing-place where he put all his pa­pers.”

			“Why did you not take them be­fore this?”

			“I did not know the secret of the hid­ing-place un­til I came here. My friends are on the way there now.”

			“The castle is guarded. It is oc­cu­pied by two hun­dred of my most trusty men.”

			“Ten thou­sand would not be suf­fi­cient.”

			After a minute’s re­flec­tion, the vis­it­or asked:

			“How do you know the secret?”

			“I guessed it.”

			“But you had oth­er ele­ments of in­form­a­tion which the pa­pers did not pub­lish?”

			“No, none at all.”

			“And yet I had the castle searched for four days.”

			“Her­lock Sholmes looked in the wrong place.”

			“Ah!” said the stranger to him­self. “It’s an odd thing, an odd thing! …” And, to Lupin, “You are sure that your sup­pos­i­tion is cor­rect?”

			“It is not a sup­pos­i­tion: it is a cer­tainty.”

			“So much the bet­ter,” muttered the vis­it­or. “There will be no rest un­til those pa­pers cease to ex­ist.”

			And, pla­cing him­self in front of Arsène Lupin:

			“How much?”

			“What?” said Lupin, taken aback.

			“How much for the pa­pers? How much do you ask to re­veal the secret?”

			He waited for Lupin to name a fig­ure. He sug­ges­ted one him­self:

			“Fifty thou­sand? … A hun­dred thou­sand?”

			And, when Lupin did not reply, he said, with a little hes­it­a­tion:

			“More? Two hun­dred thou­sand? Very well! I agree.”

			Lupin smiled and, in a low voice, said:

			“It is a hand­some fig­ure. But is it not likely that some sov­er­eign, let us say, the King of Eng­land, would give as much as a mil­lion? In all sin­cer­ity?”

			“I be­lieve so.”

			“And that those let­ters are price­less to the Em­per­or, that they are worth two mil­lion quite as eas­ily as two hun­dred thou­sand francs … three mil­lion as eas­ily as two?”

			“I think so.”

			“And, if ne­ces­sary, the Em­per­or would give that three mil­lion francs?”

			“Yes.”

			“Then it will not be dif­fi­cult to come to an ar­range­ment.”

			“On that basis?” cried the stranger, not without some alarm.

			Lupin smiled again:

			“On that basis, no. … I am not look­ing for money. I want some­thing else, some­thing that is worth more to me than any num­ber of mil­lions.”

			“What is that?”

			“My liberty.”

			“What! Your liberty. … But I can do noth­ing. … That con­cerns your coun­try … the law. … I have no power.”

			Lupin went up to him and, lower­ing his voice still more:

			“You have every power, Sire. … My liberty is not such an ex­cep­tion­al event that they are likely to re­fuse you.”

			“Then I should have to ask for it?”

			“Yes.”

			“Of whom?”

			“Of Valenglay, the prime min­is­ter.”

			“But M. Valenglay him­self can do no more than I.”

			“He can open the doors of this pris­on for me.”

			“It would cause a pub­lic out­cry.”

			“When I say, open … half-open would be enough … We should coun­ter­feit an es­cape. … The pub­lic so thor­oughly ex­pects it that it would not so much as ask for an ex­plan­a­tion.”

			“Very well … but M. Valenglay will nev­er con­sent. …”

			“He will con­sent.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause you will ex­press the wish.”

			“My wishes are not com­mands … to him!”

			“No … but an op­por­tun­ity of mak­ing him­self agree­able to the Em­per­or by ful­filling them. And Valenglay is too shrewd a politi­cian. …”

			“Non­sense! Do you ima­gine that the French gov­ern­ment will com­mit so il­leg­al an act for the sole pleas­ure of mak­ing it­self agree­able to me?”

			“That pleas­ure will not be the sole one.”

			“What will be the oth­er?”

			“The pleas­ure of serving France by ac­cept­ing the pro­pos­al which will ac­com­pany the re­quest for my re­lease.”

			“I am to make a pro­pos­al? I?”

			“Yes, Sire.”

			“What pro­pos­al?”

			“I do not know, but it seems to me that there is al­ways a fa­vor­able ground on which to come to an un­der­stand­ing … there are pos­sib­il­it­ies of agree­ment. …”

			The stranger looked at him, without grasp­ing his mean­ing. Lupin leant for­ward and, as though seek­ing his words, as though put­ting an ima­gin­ary case, said:

			“Let me sup­pose that two great coun­tries are di­vided by some in­sig­ni­fic­ant ques­tion … that they have dif­fer­ent points of view on a mat­ter of sec­ond­ary im­port­ance … a co­lo­ni­al mat­ter, for in­stance, in which their self-es­teem is at stake rather than their in­terest. … Is it in­con­ceiv­able that the ruler of one of those coun­tries might come of his own ac­cord to treat this mat­ter in a new spir­it of con­cili­ation … and give the ne­ces­sary in­struc­tions … so that …”

			“So that I might leave Mo­rocco to France?” said the stranger, with a burst of laughter.

			The idea which Lupin was sug­gest­ing struck him as the most com­ic­al thing that he had ever heard; and he laughed heart­ily. The dis­par­ity was so great between the ob­ject aimed at and the means pro­posed!

			“Of course, of course!” he re­sumed, with a vain at­tempt to re­cov­er his ser­i­ous­ness. “Of course, it’s a very ori­gin­al idea: the whole of mod­ern polit­ics up­set so that Arsène Lupin may be free! … The plans of the Em­pire des­troyed so that Arsène Lupin may con­tin­ue his ex­ploits! … Why not ask me for Alsace and Lor­raine at once?”

			“I did think of it, Sire,” replied Lupin, calmly. The stranger’s mer­ri­ment in­creased:

			“Splen­did! And you let me off?”

			“This time, yes.”

			Lupin had crossed his arms. He, too, was amus­ing him­self by ex­ag­ger­at­ing the part which he was play­ing; and he con­tin­ued, with af­fected ser­i­ous­ness:

			“A series of cir­cum­stances might one day arise which would put in my hands the power of de­mand­ing and ob­tain­ing that resti­tu­tion. When that day comes, I shall cer­tainly not fail to do so. For the mo­ment, the weapons at my dis­pos­al ob­lige me to be more mod­est. Peace in Mo­rocco will sat­is­fy me.”

			“Just that?”

			“Just that.”

			“Mo­rocco against your liberty!”

			“Noth­ing more … or, rather—for we must not lose sight en­tirely of the main ob­ject of this con­ver­sa­tion—or, rather, a little good will on the part of one of the coun­tries in ques­tion … and, in ex­change, the sur­render of the let­ters which are in my power.”

			“Those let­ters, those let­ters!” muttered the stranger ir­rit­ably. “After all, per­haps they are not so valu­able. …”

			“There are some in your own hand, Sire; and you con­sidered them valu­able enough to come to this cell. …”

			“Well, what does it mat­ter?”

			“But there are oth­ers of which you do not know the au­thor­ship and about which I can give you a few par­tic­u­lars.”

			“Oh, in­deed!” said the stranger, rather anxiously.

			Lupin hes­it­ated.

			“Speak, speak plainly,” said the stranger. “Say what you have in your mind.”

			In the pro­found si­lence of the cell, Lupin de­clared, with a cer­tain solem­nity:

			“Twenty years ago a draft treaty was pre­pared between Ger­many, Great Bri­tain, and France.”

			“That’s not true! It’s im­possible! Who could have done such a thing?”

			“The Em­per­or’s fath­er and the Queen of Eng­land, his grand­moth­er, both act­ing un­der the in­flu­ence of the Empress Fre­d­er­ick.”

			“Im­possible! I re­peat, it is im­possible!”

			“The cor­res­pond­ence is in the hid­ing-place at Veldenz Castle; and I alone know the secret of the hid­ing-place.”

			The stranger walked up and down with an agit­ated step. Then he stopped short:

			“Is the text of the treaty in­cluded in that cor­res­pond­ence?”

			“Yes, Sire. It is in your fath­er’s own hand.”

			“And what does it say?”

			“By that treaty, France and Great Bri­tain gran­ted and prom­ised Ger­many an im­mense co­lo­ni­al em­pire, the em­pire which she does not at present pos­sess and which has be­come a ne­ces­sity to her, in these times, to en­sure her great­ness.”

			“And what did Eng­land de­mand as a set-off against that em­pire?”

			“The lim­it­a­tion of the Ger­man fleet.”

			“And France?”

			“Alsace and Lor­raine.”

			The Em­per­or leant against the table in si­lent thought. Lupin con­tin­ued:

			“Everything was ready. The cab­in­ets of Par­is and Lon­don had been soun­ded and had con­sen­ted. The thing was prac­tic­ally done. The great treaty of al­li­ance was on the point of be­ing con­cluded. It would have laid the found­a­tions of a def­in­ite and uni­ver­sal peace. The death of your fath­er des­troyed that sub­lime dream. But I ask Your Im­per­i­al Majesty, what will your people think, what will the world think, when it knows that Fre­d­er­ick III, one of the her­oes of 1870, a Ger­man, a pure and loy­al Ger­man, re­spec­ted by all, gen­er­ally ad­mired for his no­bil­ity of char­ac­ter, agreed to the resti­tu­tion of Alsace-Lor­raine and there­fore con­sidered that resti­tu­tion just?”

			He was si­lent for an in­stant leav­ing the prob­lem to fix it­self in its pre­cise terms be­fore the Em­per­or’s con­science, be­fore his con­science as a man, a son and a sov­er­eign. Then he con­cluded:

			“Your Im­per­i­al Majesty your­self must know wheth­er you wish or do not wish his­tory to re­cord the ex­ist­ence of that treaty. As for me, Sire, you can see that my humble per­son­al­ity counts for very little in the dis­cus­sion.”

			A long pause fol­lowed upon Lupin’s words. He waited, with his soul torn with an­guish. His whole des­tiny was at stake, in this minute which he had con­ceived and, in a man­ner, pro­duced with such ef­fort and such stub­born­ness, an his­tor­ic minute, born of his brain, in which “his humble per­son­al­ity,” for all that he might say, weighed heav­ily upon the fate of em­pires and the peace of the world.

			Op­pos­ite him, in the shad­ow, Caesar stood med­it­at­ing.

			What an­swer would he make? What solu­tion would he give to the prob­lem?

			He walked across the cell for a few mo­ments, which to Lupin seemed in­ter­min­able. Then he stopped and asked:

			“Are there any oth­er con­di­tions?”

			“Yes, Sire, but they are in­sig­ni­fic­ant.”

			“Name them.”

			“I have found the son of the Grand-duke of Zweibruck­en-Veldenz. The grand-duchy must be re­stored to him.”

			“Any­thing else?”

			“He loves a young girl, who loves him in her turn. She is the fairest and the most vir­tu­ous of her sex. He must marry her.”

			“Any­thing else?”

			“That is all.”

			“There is noth­ing more?”

			“Noth­ing. Your majesty need only have this let­ter de­livered to the ed­it­or of the Grand Journ­al, who will then des­troy, un­read, the art­icle which he may now re­ceive at any mo­ment.”

			Lupin held out the let­ter, with a heavy heart and a trem­bling hand. If the Em­per­or took it, that would be a sign of his ac­cept­ance.

			The Em­per­or hes­it­ated and then, with an ab­rupt move­ment, took the let­ter, put on his hat, wrapped his cloak round him and walked out without a word.

			Lupin re­mained for a few seconds, stag­ger­ing, as though dazed. …

			Then, sud­denly, he fell in­to his chair, shout­ing with joy and pride. …

			

			“Mon­sieur le Juge d’In­struc­tion, I am sorry to say good­bye to you today.”

			“Why, M. Lupin, are you think­ing of leav­ing us?”

			“With the greatest re­luct­ance, I as­sure you, Mon­sieur le Juge d’In­struc­tion. Our re­la­tions have been so very pleas­ant and cor­di­al! But all good things must come to an end. My cure at the Santé Palace is fin­ished. Oth­er du­ties call me. I have re­solved to make my es­cape to­night.”

			“Then I wish you good luck, M. Lupin.”

			“A thou­sand thanks, M. le Juge d’In­struc­tion.”

			Arsène Lupin waited pa­tiently for the hour of his es­cape, not without ask­ing him­self how it would be con­trived and by what means France and Ger­many, unit­ing for the joint per­form­ance of this de­serving work, would suc­ceed in ef­fect­ing it without cre­at­ing too great a scan­dal.

			Late in the af­ter­noon, the ward­er told him to go to the en­trance-yard. He hur­ried out and was met by the gov­ernor, who handed him over to M. Weber. M. Weber made him step in­to a mo­tor­car in which some­body was already seated.

			Lupin had a vi­ol­ent fit of laughter:

			“What, you, my poor old Weber! Have they let you in for this tire­some job? Are you to be re­spons­ible for my es­cape? Upon my word, you are an un­lucky beg­gar! Oh, my poor old chap, what hard lines! First made fam­ous through my ar­rest, you are now to be­come im­mor­tal through my es­cape!”

			He looked at the oth­er man:

			“Well, well, Mon­sieur le Préfet de Po­lice, so you are in the busi­ness too! That’s a nasty thing for you, what? If you take my ad­vice, you’ll stay in the back­ground and leave the hon­or and glory to Weber! It’s his by right! … And he can stand a lot, the ras­cal!”

			The car trav­elled at a fast pace, along the Seine and through Boulogne. At Saint-Cloud, they crossed the river.

			“Splen­did!” cried Lupin. “We’re go­ing to Garches! You want me there, in or­der to reen­act the death of Al­ten­heim. We shall go down in­to the un­der­ground pas­sage, I shall dis­ap­pear and people will say that I got through an­oth­er out­let, known to my­self alone! Lord, how idi­ot­ic!”

			He seemed quite un­happy about it:

			“Idi­ot­ic! Idi­ot­ic in the highest de­gree! I blush for shame! … And those are the people who gov­ern us! … What an age to live in! … But, you poor dev­ils, why didn’t you come to me? I’d have in­ven­ted a beau­ti­ful little es­cape for you, some­thing of a mi­ra­cu­lous nature. I had it all ready pi­geon­holed in my mind! The pub­lic would have yelled with won­der and danced with de­light. In­stead of which … How­ever, it’s quite true that you were giv­en rather short no­tice … but all the same …”

			The pro­gramme was ex­actly as Lupin had fore­seen. They walked through the grounds of the House of Re­treat to the Pa­vil­lon Hortense. Lupin and his two com­pan­ions went down the stairs and along the un­der­ground pas­sage. At the end of the tun­nel, the deputy-chief said:

			“You are free.”

			“And there you are!” said Lupin. “Is that all? Well, my dear Weber, thank you very much and sorry to have giv­en you so much trouble. Good­bye, Mon­sieur le Préfet; kind re­gards to the mis­sus!”

			He climbed the stairs that led to the Villa des Gly­cines, raised the trap-door and sprang in­to the room.

			A hand fell on his shoulder.

			Op­pos­ite him stood his first vis­it­or of the day be­fore, the one who had ac­com­pan­ied the Em­per­or. There were four men with him, two on either side.

			“Look here,” said Lupin, “what’s the mean­ing of this joke? I thought I was free!”

			“Yes, yes,” growled the Ger­man, in his rough voice, “you are free … free to travel with the five of us … if that suits you.”

			Lupin looked at him, for a second, with a mad long­ing to hit him on the nose, just to teach him. But the five men looked dev­il­ish de­term­ined. Their lead­er did not be­tray any ex­ag­ger­ated fond­ness for him; and it seemed to him that the fel­low would be only too pleased to re­sort to ex­treme meas­ures. Be­sides, after all, what did he care?

			He chuckled:

			“If it suits me? Why, it’s the dream of my life!”

			A power­ful covered car was wait­ing in the paved yard out­side the villa. Two men got in­to the driver’s seat, two oth­ers in­side, with their backs to the mo­tor. Lupin and the stranger sat down on the front seat.

			“Vor­warts!” cried Lupin, in Ger­man. “Vor­warts nach Veldenz!”

			The stranger said:

			“Si­lence! Those men must know noth­ing. Speak French. They don’t know French. But why speak at all?”

			“Quite right,” said Lupin to him­self. “Why speak at all?”

			

			The car trav­elled all the even­ing and all night, without any in­cid­ent. Twice they stopped to take in pet­rol at some sleepy little town.

			The Ger­mans took it in turns to watch their pris­on­er, who did not open his eyes un­til the early morn­ing.

			They stopped for break­fast at an inn on a hill­side, near which stood a sign­post. Lupin saw that they were at an equal dis­tance from Metz and Lux­em­bourg. From there, they took a road that slanted north­east, in the dir­ec­tion of Treves.

			Lupin said to his trav­el­ling-com­pan­ion:

			“Am I right in be­liev­ing that I have the hon­or of speak­ing to Count von Wal­de­mar, the Em­per­or’s con­fid­en­tial friend, the one who searched Her­mann III’s house in Dresden?”

			The stranger re­mained si­lent.

			“You’re the sort of chap I can’t stand at any price,” muttered Lupin. “I’ll have some fun with you, one of these days. You’re ugly, you’re fat, you’re heavy; in short, I don’t like you.” And he ad­ded, aloud, “You are wrong not to an­swer me, Mon­sieur le Comte. I was speak­ing in your own in­terest: just as we were step­ping in, I saw a mo­tor come in­to sight, be­hind us, on the ho­ri­zon. Did you see it?”

			“No, why?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“Still. …”

			“No, noth­ing at all … a mere re­mark. … Be­sides, we are ten minutes ahead … and our car is at least a forty-horse-power.”

			“It’s a sixty,” said the Ger­man, look­ing at him un­eas­ily from the corner of his eye.

			“Oh, then we’re all right!”

			They were climb­ing a little slope. When they reached the top, the count leant out of the win­dow:

			“Damn it all!” he swore.

			“What’s the mat­ter?” asked Lupin.

			The count turned to him and, in a threat­en­ing voice:

			“Take care! If any­thing hap­pens, it will be so much the worse for you.”

			“Oho! It seems the oth­er’s gain­ing on us! … But what are you afraid of, my dear count? It’s no doubt a trav­el­ler … per­haps even someone they are send­ing to help us.”

			“I don’t want any help,” growled the Ger­man.

			He leant out again. The car was only two or three hun­dred yards be­hind.

			He said to his men, point­ing to Lupin.

			“Bind him. If he res­ists. …”

			He drew his re­volver.

			“Why should I res­ist, O gentle Teuton?” chuckled Lupin. And he ad­ded, while they were fasten­ing his hands, “It is really curi­ous to see how people take pre­cau­tions when they need not and don’t when they ought to. What the dev­il do you care about that mo­tor? Ac­com­plices of mine? What an idea!”

			Without reply­ing, the Ger­man gave or­ders to the driver:

			“To the right! … Slow down! … Let them pass. … If they slow down also, stop!”

			But, to his great sur­prise, the mo­tor seemed, on the con­trary, to in­crease its speed. It passed in front of the car like a whirl­wind, in a cloud of dust. Stand­ing up at the back, lean­ing over the hood, which was lowered, was a man dressed in black.

			He raised his arm.

			Two shots rang out.

			The count, who was block­ing the whole of the left win­dow, fell back in­to the car.

			Be­fore even at­tend­ing to him, the two men leapt upon Lupin and fin­ished se­cur­ing him.

			“Jack­asses! Block­heads!” shouted Lupin, shak­ing with rage. “Let me go, on the con­trary! There now, we’re stop­ping! But go after him, you silly fools, catch him up! … It’s the man in black, I tell you, the mur­der­er! … Oh, the idi­ots! …”

			They gagged him. Then they at­ten­ded to the count. The wound did not ap­pear to be ser­i­ous and was soon dressed. But the pa­tient, who was in a very ex­cited state, had an at­tack of fever and be­came de­li­ri­ous.

			It was eight o’clock in the morn­ing. They were in the open coun­try, far from any vil­lage. The men had no in­form­a­tion as to the ex­act ob­ject of the jour­ney. Where were they to go? Whom were they to send to?

			They drew up the mo­tor be­side a wood and waited. The whole day went by in this way. It was even­ing be­fore a squad of cav­alry ar­rived, dis­patched from Treves in search of the mo­tor­car.

			Two hours later, Lupin stepped out of the car, and still es­cor­ted by his two Ger­mans, by the light of a lan­tern climbed the steps of a stair­case that led to a small room with iron-barred win­dows.

			Here he spent the night.

			

			The next morn­ing, an of­ficer led him, through a court­yard filled with sol­diers, to the centre of a long row of build­ings that ran round the foot of a mound covered with mo­nu­ment­al ru­ins.

			He was shown in­to a large, hast­ily-fur­nished room. His vis­it­or of two days back was sit­ting at a writ­ing-table, read­ing news­pa­pers and re­ports, which he marked with great strokes of red pen­cil:

			“Leave us,” he said to the of­ficer.

			And, go­ing up to Lupin:

			“The pa­pers.”

			The tone was no longer the same. It was now the harsh and im­per­i­ous tone of the mas­ter who is at home and ad­dress­ing an in­feri­or … and such an in­feri­or! A rogue, an ad­ven­turer of the worst type, be­fore whom he had been ob­liged to hu­mi­li­ate him­self!

			“The pa­pers,” he re­peated.

			Lupin was not put out of coun­ten­ance. He said, quite calmly:

			“They are in Veldenz Castle.”

			“We are in the out­build­ings of the castle. Those are the ru­ins of Veldenz, over there.”

			“The pa­pers are in the ru­ins.”

			“Let us go to them. Show me the way.”

			Lupin did not budge.

			“Well?”

			“Well, Sire, it is not as simple as you think. It takes some time to bring in­to play the ele­ments which are needed to open that hid­ing-place.”

			“How long do you want?”

			“Twenty-four hours.”

			An angry move­ment, quickly sup­pressed:

			“Oh, there was no ques­tion of that between us!”

			“Noth­ing was spe­cified, neither that nor the little trip which Your Im­per­i­al Majesty made me take in the charge of half a dozen of your body­guard. I am to hand over the pa­pers, that is all.”

			“And I am not to give you your liberty un­til you do hand over those pa­pers.”

			“It is a ques­tion of con­fid­ence, Sire. I should have con­sidered my­self quite as much bound to pro­duce the pa­pers if I had been free on leav­ing pris­on; and Your Im­per­i­al Majesty may be sure that I should not have walked off with them. The only dif­fer­ence is that they would now be in your pos­ses­sion. For we have lost a day, Sire. And a day, in this busi­ness … is a day too much. … Only, there it is, you should have had con­fid­ence.”

			The Em­per­or gazed with a cer­tain amazement at that out­cast, that vag­a­bond, who seemed vexed that any­one should doubt his word.

			He did not reply, but rang the bell:

			“The of­ficer on duty,” he com­manded.

			Count von Wal­de­mar ap­peared, look­ing very white.

			“Ah, it’s you, Wal­de­mar? So you’re all right again?”

			“At your ser­vice, Sire.”

			“Take five men with you … the same men, as you’re sure of them. Don’t leave this … gen­tle­man un­til to­mor­row morn­ing.” He looked at his watch. “Un­til to­mor­row morn­ing at ten o’clock. No, I will give him till twelve. You will go wherever he thinks fit to go, you will do whatever he tells you to do. In short, you are at his dis­pos­al. At twelve o’clock, I will join you. If, at the last stroke of twelve, he has not handed me the bundle of let­ters, you will put him back in your car and, without los­ing a second, take him straight to the Santé Pris­on.”

			“If he tries to es­cape. …”

			“Take your own course.”

			He went out.

			Lupin helped him­self to a ci­gar from the table and threw him­self in­to an easy chair:

			“Good! I just love that way of go­ing to work. It is frank and ex­pli­cit.”

			The count had brought in his men. He said to Lupin:

			“March!”

			Lupin lit his ci­gar and did not move.

			“Bind his hands,” said the count.

			And, when the or­der was ex­ecuted, he re­peated:

			“Now then, march!”

			“No.”

			“What do you mean by no?”

			“I’m won­der­ing.”

			“What about?”

			“Where on earth that hid­ing-place can be!”

			The count gave a start and Lupin chuckled:

			“For the best part of the story is that I have not the re­motest idea where that fam­ous hid­ing-place is nor how to set about dis­cov­er­ing it. What do you say to that, my dear Wal­de­mar, eh? Funny, isn’t it? … Not the very re­motest idea! …”

		
	
		
			
				XII

				The Em­per­or’s Let­ters

			
			The ru­ins of Veldenz are well known to all who vis­it the banks of the Rhine and the Moselle. They com­prise the re­mains of the old feud­al castle, built in 1377 by the Arch­bish­op of Fistin­gen, an enorm­ous dun­geon-keep, gut­ted by Turenne’s troops, and the walls, left stand­ing in their en­tirety, of a large Renais­sance palace, in which the grand-dukes of Zweibruck­en lived for three cen­tur­ies.

			It was this palace that was sacked by Her­mann II’s re­bel­li­ous sub­jects. The empty win­dows dis­play two hun­dred yawn­ing cav­it­ies on the four front­ages. All the wains­cot­ing, the hangings and most of the fur­niture were burnt. You walk on the scorched girders of the floors; and the sky can be seen at in­ter­vals through the ruined ceil­ings.

			Lupin, ac­com­pan­ied by his es­cort, went over the whole build­ing in two hours’ time:

			“I am very pleased with you, my dear count. I don’t think I ever came across a guide so well pos­ted in his sub­ject, nor—which is rare—so si­lent. And now, if you don’t mind, we will go to lunch.”

			As a mat­ter of fact, Lupin knew no more than at the first mo­ment and his per­plex­ity did noth­ing but in­crease. To ob­tain his re­lease from pris­on and to strike the ima­gin­a­tion of his vis­it­or, he had bluffed, pre­tend­ing to know everything; and he was still seek­ing for the best place at which to be­gin to seek.

			“Things look bad,” he said to him­self, from time to time. “Things are look­ing about as bad as they can look.”

			His brain, moreover, was not as clear as usu­al. He was ob­sessed by an idea, the idea of “the oth­er one,” the mur­der­er, the as­sas­sin, whom he knew to be still cling­ing to his foot­steps.

			How did that mys­ter­i­ous per­son­al­ity come to be on his tracks? How had he heard of Lupin’s leav­ing pris­on and of his rush to Lux­em­bourg and Ger­many? Was it a mi­ra­cu­lous in­tu­ition? Or was it the out­come of def­in­ite in­form­a­tion? But, if so, at what price, by means of what prom­ises or threats was he able to ob­tain it?

			All these ques­tions haunted Lupin’s mind.

			At about four o’clock, how­ever, after a fresh walk through the ru­ins, in the course of which he had ex­amined the stones, meas­ured the thick­ness of the walls, in­vest­ig­ated the shape and ap­pear­ance of things, all to no pur­pose, he asked the count:

			“Is there no one left who was in the ser­vice of the last grand-duke who lived in the castle?”

			“All the ser­vants of that time went dif­fer­ent ways. Only one of them con­tin­ued to live in the dis­trict.”

			“Well?”

			“He died two years ago.”

			“Any chil­dren?”

			“He had a son, who mar­ried and who was dis­missed, with his wife, for dis­grace­ful con­duct. They left their young­est child be­hind, a little girl, Isilda.”

			“Where does she live?”

			“She lives here, at the end of these build­ings. The old grand­fath­er used to act as a guide to vis­it­ors, in the days when the castle was still open to the pub­lic. Little Isilda has lived in the ru­ins ever since. She was al­lowed to re­main out of pity. She is a poor in­no­cent, who is hardly able to talk and does not know what she says.”

			“Was she al­ways like that?”

			“It seems not. Her reas­on went gradu­ally, when she was about ten years old.”

			“In con­sequence of a sor­row, of a fright?”

			“No, for no dir­ect cause, I am told. The fath­er was a drunk­ard and the moth­er com­mit­ted sui­cide in a fit of mad­ness.”

			Lupin re­flec­ted and said:

			“I should like to see her.”

			The count gave a rather curi­ous smile:

			“You can see her, by all means.”

			She happened to be in one of the rooms which had been set apart for her. Lupin was sur­prised to find an at­tract­ive little creature, too thin, too pale, but al­most pretty, with her fair hair and her del­ic­ate face. Her sea-green eyes had the vague, dreamy look of the eyes of blind people.

			He put a few ques­tions to which Isilda gave no an­swer and oth­ers to which she replied with in­co­her­ent sen­tences, as though she un­der­stood neither the mean­ing of the words ad­dressed to her nor those which she her­self uttered.

			He per­sisted, tak­ing her very gently by the hand and ask­ing her in an af­fec­tion­ate tone about the time when she still had her reas­on, about her grand­fath­er, about the memor­ies which might be called up by her life as a child play­ing freely among the majest­ic ru­ins of the castle.

			She stood si­lent, with star­ing eyes; im­pass­ive, any emo­tion which she might have felt was not enough to rouse her slum­ber­ing in­tel­li­gence.

			Lupin asked for a pen­cil and pa­per and wrote down the num­ber 813.

			The count smiled again.

			“Look here, what are you laugh­ing at?” cried Lupin, ir­rit­ably.

			“Noth­ing … noth­ing. … I’m very much in­ter­ested, that’s all. …”

			Isilda looked at the sheet of pa­per, when he showed it to her, and turned away her head, with a va­cant air.

			“No bite!” said the count, satir­ic­ally.

			Lupin wrote the let­ters “apoon.”

			Isilda paid no more at­ten­tion than be­fore.

			He did not give up the ex­per­i­ment, but kept on writ­ing the same let­ters, each time watch­ing the girl’s face.

			She did not stir, but kept her eyes fixed on the pa­per with an in­dif­fer­ence which noth­ing seemed to dis­turb. Then, all at once, she seized the pen­cil, snatched the last sheet out of Lupin’s hands and, as though act­ing un­der a sud­den in­spir­a­tion, wrote two “L’s” in the middle of a space left open by Lupin.

			He felt a thrill.

			A word had been formed: “apol­lon.”

			Mean­while, Isilda clung to both pen­cil and pa­per and, with clutch­ing fin­gers and a strained face, was strug­gling to make her hand sub­mit to the hes­it­at­ing or­ders of her poor little brain.

			Lupin waited, fe­ver­ishly.

			She rap­idly wrote an­oth­er word, the word “di­ane.”

			“An­oth­er word! … An­oth­er word!” shouted Lupin.

			She twis­ted her fin­gers round the pen­cil, broke the lead, made a big “J” with the stump and, now ut­terly ex­hausted, dropped the pen­cil.

			“An­oth­er word! I must have an­oth­er word!” said Lupin, in a tone of com­mand, catch­ing her by the arm.

			But he saw by her eyes, which had once more be­come in­dif­fer­ent, that that fleet­ing gleam of in­tel­li­gence could not shine out again.

			“Let us go,” he said.

			He was walk­ing away, when she ran after him and stood in his path. He stopped:

			“What is it?”

			She held out the palm of her hand.

			“What? Money? … Is she in the habit of beg­ging?” he asked the count.

			“No,” said Wal­de­mar, “and I can’t un­der­stand.”

			Isilda took two gold coins from her pock­et and chinked them to­geth­er, glee­fully.

			Lupin looked at them. They were French coins, quite new, bear­ing the date of that year.

			“Where did you get these?” asked Lupin, ex­citedly.

			“French money! … Who gave it you? … And when? … Was it today? Speak! … An­swer! …” He shrugged his shoulders. “Fool that I am! As though she could an­swer! … My dear count, would you mind lend­ing me forty marks? … Thanks … Here, Isilda, that’s for you.”

			She took the two coins, jingled them with the oth­ers in the palm of her hand and then, put­ting out her arm, poin­ted to the ru­ins of the Renais­sance palace, with a ges­ture that seemed to call at­ten­tion more par­tic­u­larly to the left wing and to the top of that wing.

			Was it a mech­an­ic­al move­ment? Or must it be looked upon as a grate­ful ac­know­ledg­ment for the two gold coins?

			He glanced at the count. Wal­de­mar was smil­ing again.

			“What makes the brute keep on grin­ning like that?” said Lupin to him­self. “Any­one would think that he was hav­ing a game with me.”

			He went to the palace on the off-chance, at­ten­ded by his es­cort.

			

			The ground-floor con­sisted of a num­ber of large re­cep­tion-rooms, run­ning one in­to the oth­er and con­tain­ing the few pieces of fur­niture that had es­caped the fire.

			On the first floor, on the north side, was a long gal­lery, out of which twelve hand­some rooms opened all ex­actly alike.

			There was a sim­il­ar gal­lery on the second floor, but with twenty-four smal­ler rooms, also re­sem­bling one an­oth­er. All these apart­ments were empty, dilap­id­ated, wretched to look at.

			Above, there was noth­ing. The at­tics had been burnt down.

			For an hour, Lupin walked, ran, rushed about in­defatig­ably, with his eyes on the lookout.

			When it began to grow dusk, he hur­ried to one of his twelve rooms on the first floor, as if he were se­lect­ing it for spe­cial reas­ons known to him­self alone. He was rather sur­prised to find the Em­per­or there, smoking and seated in an arm­chair which he had sent for.

			Tak­ing no no­tice of his pres­ence, Lupin began an in­spec­tion of the room, ac­cord­ing to the meth­ods which he was ac­cus­tomed to em­ploy in such cases, di­vid­ing the room in­to sec­tions, each of which he ex­amined in turn.

			After twenty minutes of this work, he said:

			“I must beg you, Sire, to be good enough to move. There is a fire­place here. …”

			The Em­per­or tossed his head:

			“Is it really ne­ces­sary for me to move?”

			“Yes, Sire, this fire­place …”

			“The fire­place is just the same as the oth­ers and the room is no dif­fer­ent from its fel­lows.”

			Lupin looked at the Em­per­or without un­der­stand­ing. The Em­per­or rose and said, with a laugh:

			“I think, M. Lupin, that you have been mak­ing just a little fun of me.”

			“How do you mean, Sire?”

			“Oh, it’s hardly worth men­tion­ing! You ob­tained your re­lease on the con­di­tion of hand­ing me cer­tain pa­pers in which I am in­ter­ested and you have not the smal­lest no­tion as to where they are. I have been thor­oughly—what do you call it, in French?—roulé ‘done’!”

			“Do you think so, Sire?”

			“Why, what a man knows he doesn’t have to hunt for! And you have been hunt­ing for ten good hours! Doesn’t it strike you as a case for an im­me­di­ate re­turn to pris­on?”

			Lupin seemed thun­der­struck:

			“Did not Your Im­per­i­al Majesty fix twelve o’clock to­mor­row as the last lim­it?”

			“Why wait?”

			“Why? Well, to al­low me to com­plete my work!”

			“Your work? But it’s not even be­gun, M. Lupin.”

			“There Your Im­per­i­al Majesty is mis­taken.”

			“Prove it … and I will wait un­til to­mor­row.”

			Lupin re­flec­ted and, speak­ing in a ser­i­ous tone:

			“Since Your Im­per­i­al Majesty re­quires proofs in or­der to have con­fid­ence in me, I will fur­nish them. The twelve rooms lead­ing out of this gal­lery each bear a dif­fer­ent name, which is in­scribed in French—ob­vi­ously by a French dec­or­at­ive artist—over the vari­ous doors. One of the in­scrip­tions, less dam­aged by the fire than the oth­ers, caught my eye as I was passing along the gal­lery. I ex­amined the oth­er doors: all of them bore hardly legible traces of names caned over the ped­i­ments. Thus I found a ‘D’ and an ‘E’ the first and last let­ters of ‘Di­ane.’ I found an ‘a’ and ‘lon’ which poin­ted to ‘Apol­lon.’ These are the French equi­val­ents of Di­ana and Apollo, both of them myth­o­lo­gic­al deit­ies. The oth­er in­scrip­tions presen­ted sim­il­ar char­ac­ter­ist­ics. I dis­covered traces of such names as Jupiter, Venus, Mer­cury, Sat­urn and so on. This part of the prob­lem was solved: each of the twelve rooms bears the name of an Olympi­an god or god­dess; and the let­ters apoon, com­pleted by Isilda, point to the Apollo Room or Salle d’Apol­lon. So it is here, in the room in which we now are, that the let­ters are hid­den. A few minutes, per­haps, will suf­fice in which to dis­cov­er them.”

			“A few minutes or a few years … or even longer!” said the Em­per­or, laugh­ing.

			He seemed greatly amused; and the count also dis­played a coarse mer­ri­ment.

			Lupin asked:

			“Would Your Im­per­i­al Majesty be good enough to ex­plain?”

			“M. Lupin, the ex­cit­ing in­vest­ig­a­tion which you have con­duc­ted today and of which you are telling us the bril­liant res­ults has already been made by me … yes, a fort­night ago, in the com­pany of your friend Her­lock Sholmes. To­geth­er we ques­tioned little Isilda; to­geth­er, we em­ployed the same meth­od in deal­ing with her that you did; and to­geth­er we ob­served the names in the gal­lery and got as far as this room, the Apollo Room.”

			Lupin turned liv­id. He spluttered:

			“Oh, did Sholmes get … as far as … this?”

			“Yes, after four days’ search­ing. True, it did not help us, for we found noth­ing. All the same, I know that the let­ters are not here.”

			Trem­bling with rage, wounded in his in­ner­most pride, Lupin fired up un­der the gibe, as though he had been lashed with a whip. He had nev­er felt hu­mi­li­ated to such a de­gree as this. In this fury, he could have strangled the fat Wal­de­mar, whose laughter in­censed him. Con­tain­ing him­self with an ef­fort, he said:

			“It took Sholmes four days, Sire, and me only four hours. And I should have re­quired even less, if I had not been thwarted in my search.”

			“And by whom, bless my soul? By my faith­ful count? I hope he did not dare … !”

			“No, Sire, but by the most ter­rible and power­ful of my en­emies, by that in­fernal be­ing who killed his own ac­com­plice Al­ten­heim.”

			“Is he here? Do you think so?” ex­claimed the Em­per­or, with an agit­a­tion which showed that he was fa­mil­i­ar with every de­tail of the dra­mat­ic story.

			“He is wherever I am. He threatens me with his con­stant hatred. It was he who guessed that I was M. Len­or­mand, the chief of the de­tect­ive-ser­vice; it was he who had me put in pris­on; it was he, again, who pur­sued me, on the day when I came out. Yes­ter­day, aim­ing at me in the mo­tor, he wounded Count von Wal­de­mar.”

			“But how do you know, how can you be sure that he is at Veldenz?”

			“Isilda has re­ceived two gold coins, two French coins!”

			“And what is he here for? With what ob­ject?”

			“I don’t know, Sire, but he is the very spir­it of evil. Your Im­per­i­al Majesty must be on your guard: he is cap­able of any­thing and everything.”

			“It is im­possible! I have two hun­dred men in the ru­ins. He can­not have entered. He would have been seen.”

			“Someone has seen him, bey­ond a doubt.”

			“Who?”

			“Isilda.”

			“Let her be ques­tioned! Wal­de­mar, take your pris­on­er to where the girl is.”

			Lupin showed his bound hands:

			“It will be a tough battle. Can I fight like this?”

			The Em­per­or said to the count:

			“Un­fasten him. … And keep me in­formed.”

			In this way, by a sud­den ef­fort, bring­ing the hate­ful vis­ion of the murder in­to the dis­cus­sion, boldly, without evid­ence, Arsène Lupin gained time and re­sumed the dir­ec­tion of the search:

			“Six­teen hours still,” he said to him­self, “it’s more than I want.”

			

			He reached the premises oc­cu­pied by Isilda, at the end of the old out­build­ings. These build­ings served as bar­racks for the two hun­dred sol­diers guard­ing the ru­ins; and the whole of this, the left wing, was re­served for the of­ficers.

			Isilda was not there. The count sent two of his men to look for her. They came back. No one had seen the girl.

			Nev­er­the­less, she could not have left the pre­cincts of the ru­ins. As for the Renais­sance palace, it was, so to speak, in­ves­ted by one-half of the troops; and no one was able to ob­tain ad­mit­tance.

			At last, the wife of a sub­al­tern who lived in the next house de­clared that she had been sit­ting at her win­dow all day and that the girl had not been out.

			“If she hadn’t gone out,” said Wal­de­mar, “she would be here now: and she is not here.”

			Lupin ob­served:

			“Is there a floor above?”

			“Yes, but from this room to the up­per floor there is no stair­case.”

			“Yes, there is.”

			He poin­ted to a little door open­ing on a dark re­cess. In the shad­ow, he saw the first treads of a stair­case as steep as a lad­der.

			“Please, my dear count,” he said to Wal­de­mar, who wanted to go up, “let me have the hon­or.”

			“Why?”

			“There’s danger.”

			He ran up and at once sprang in­to a low and nar­row loft. A cry es­caped him:

			“Oh!”

			“What is it?” asked the count, emer­ging in his turn.

			“Here … on the floor. … Isilda. …”

			He knelt down be­side the girl, but, at the first glance, saw that she was simply stunned and that she bore no trace of a wound, ex­cept a few scratches on the wrists and hands. A handker­chief was stuffed in­to her mouth by way of a gag.

			“That’s it,” he said. “The mur­der­er was here with her. When we came, he struck her a blow with his fist and gagged her so that we should not hear her moans.”

			“But how did he get away?”

			“Through here … look … there is a pas­sage con­nect­ing all the at­tics on the first floor.”

			“And from there?”

			“From there, he went down the stairs of one of the oth­er dwell­ings.”

			“But he would have been seen!”

			“Pooh, who knows? The creature’s in­vis­ible. Nev­er mind! Send your men to look. Tell them to search all the at­tics and all the ground-floor lodgings.”

			He hes­it­ated. Should he also go in pur­suit of the mur­der­er?

			But a sound brought him back to the girl’s side. She had got up from the floor and a dozen pieces of gold money had dropped from her hands. He ex­amined them. They were all French.

			“Ah,” he said, “I was right! Only, why so much gold? In re­ward for what?”

			Sud­denly, he caught sight of a book on the floor and stooped to pick it up. But the girl dar­ted for­ward with a quick­er move­ment, seized the book and pressed it to her bos­om with a fierce en­ergy, as though pre­pared to de­fend it against any at­tempt to take hold of it.

			“That’s it,” he said. “The money was offered her for the book, but she re­fused to part with it. Hence the scratches on the hands. The in­ter­est­ing thing would be to know why the mur­der­er wished to pos­sess the book. Was he able to look through it first?”

			He said to Wal­de­mar:

			“My dear count, please give the or­der.”

			Wal­de­mar made a sign to his men. Three of them threw them­selves on the girl and, after a hard tussle, in which the poor thing stamped, writhed and screamed with rage, they took the volume from her.

			“Gently, child,” said Lupin, “be calm. … It’s all in a good cause. … Keep an eye on her, will you? Mean­while, I will have a look at the ob­ject in dis­pute.”

			It was an odd volume of Mont­esquieu’s Voy­age au temple de Guide, in a bind­ing at least a cen­tury old. But Lupin had hardly opened it be­fore he ex­claimed:

			“I say, I say, this is queer! There is a sheet of parch­ment stuck on each right hand page; and those sheets are covered with a very close, small hand­writ­ing.”

			He read, at the be­gin­ning:

			
				“Di­ary of the Che­va­lier Gilles de Malrêche, French ser­vant to His Roy­al High­ness the Prince of Zweibruck­en­vel­denz, be­gun in the Year of Our Lord 1794.”

			

			“What! Does it say that?” asked the count.

			“What sur­prises you?”

			“Isilda’s grand­fath­er, the old man who died two years ago, was called Malreich, which is the Ger­man form of the same name.”

			“Cap­it­al! Isilda’s grand­fath­er must have been the son or the grand­son of the French ser­vant who wrote his di­ary in an odd volume of Mont­esquieu’s works. And that is how the di­ary came in­to Isilda’s hands.”

			He turned the pages at ran­dom:

			
				“15 Septem­ber, 1796. His Roy­al High­ness went hunt­ing.

			

			
				“20 Septem­ber, 1796. His Roy­al High­ness went out rid­ing. He was moun­ted on Cu­pidon.”

			

			“By Jove!” muttered Lupin. “So far, it’s not very ex­cit­ing.”

			He turned over a num­ber of pages and read:

			
				“12 March, 1803. I have re­mit­ted ten crowns to Her­mann. He is giv­ing mu­sic-les­sons in Lon­don.”

			

			Lupin gave a laugh:

			“Oho! Her­mann is de­throned and our re­spect comes down with a rush!”

			“Yes,” ob­served Wal­de­mar, “the reign­ing grand-duke was driv­en from his domin­ions by the French troops.”

			Lupin con­tin­ued:

			
				“1809. Tues­day. Na­po­leon slept at Veldenz last night. I made His Majesty’s bed and this morn­ing I emp­tied his slops.”

			

			“Oh, did Na­po­leon stop at Veldenz?”

			“Yes, yes, on his way back to the army, at the time of the Aus­tri­an cam­paign, which ended with the battle of Wa­gram. It was an hon­or of which the grand-duch­al fam­ily were very proud af­ter­wards.”

			Lupin went on read­ing:

			
				“28 Oc­to­ber, 1814. His Roy­al High­ness re­turned to his domin­ions.

			

			
				“29 Oc­to­ber, 1814. I ac­com­pan­ied His Roy­al High­ness to the hid­ing-place last night and was happy to be able to show him that no one had guessed its ex­ist­ence. For that mat­ter, who would have sus­pec­ted that a hid­ing-place could be con­trived in …”

			

			Lupin stopped, with a shout. Isilda had sud­denly es­caped from the men guard­ing her, made a grab at him and taken to flight, car­ry­ing the book with her.

			“Oh, the little mis­chief! Quick, you! … Go round by the stairs be­low. I’ll run after her by the pas­sage.”

			But she had slammed the door be­hind her and bolted it. He had to go down and run along the build­ings with the oth­ers, look­ing for a stair­case which would take them to the first floor.

			The fourth house was the only one open. He went up­stairs. But the pas­sage was empty and he had to knock at doors, force locks and make his way in­to un­oc­cu­pied rooms, while Wal­de­mar, show­ing as much ar­dor in the pur­suit as him­self, pricked the cur­tains and hangings with the point of his sword.

			A voice called out from the ground-floor, to­wards the right wing. They rushed in that dir­ec­tion. It was one of the of­ficers’ wives, who beckoned to them at the end of a pas­sage and told them that the girl must be in her lodging.

			“How do you know?” asked Lupin.

			“I wanted to go to my room. The door was shut and I could not get in.”

			Lupin tried and found the door locked:

			“The win­dow!” he cried. “There must be a win­dow!”

			He went out­side, took the count’s sword and smashed the panes. Then, helped up by two men, he hung on to the wall, passed his arm through the broken glass, turned the latch and stumbled in­to the room.

			He saw Isilda huddled be­fore the fire­place, al­most in the midst of the flames:

			“The little beast!” he said. “She has thrown it in­to the fire!”

			He pushed her back sav­agely, tried to take the book and burnt his hands in the at­tempt. Then, with the tongs, he pulled it out of the grate and threw the table cloth over it to stifle the blaze.

			But it was too late. The pages of the old ma­nu­script, all burnt up, were fall­ing in­to ashes.

			Lupin gazed at her in si­lence. The count said:

			“One would think that she knew what she was do­ing.”

			“No, she does not know. Only, her grand­fath­er must have en­trus­ted her with that book as a sort of treas­ure, a treas­ure which no one was ever to set eyes on, and, with her stu­pid in­stinct, she pre­ferred to throw it in­to the fire rather than part with it.”

			“Well then. …”

			“Well then what?”

			“You won’t find the hid­ing-place.”

			“Aha, my dear count, so you did, for a mo­ment, look upon my suc­cess as pos­sible? And Lupin does not strike you as quite a char­lat­an? Make your mind easy, Wal­de­mar: Lupin has more than one string to his bow. I shall suc­ceed.”

			“Be­fore twelve o’clock to­mor­row?”

			“Be­fore twelve o’clock to­night. But, for the mo­ment, I am starving with hun­ger. And, if your kind­ness would go so far. …”

			He was taken to the ser­geants’ mess and a sub­stan­tial meal pre­pared for him, while the count went to make his re­port to the Em­per­or.

			

			Twenty minutes later, Wal­de­mar re­turned and they sat down and dined to­geth­er, op­pos­ite each oth­er, si­lent and pens­ive.

			“Wal­de­mar, a good ci­gar would be a treat. … I thank you. … Ah, this one crackles as a self-re­spect­ing Havana should!”

			He lit his ci­gar and, after a minute or two:

			“You can smoke, count; I don’t mind in the least; in fact, I rather like it.”

			An hour passed. Wal­de­mar dozed and, from time to time, swal­lowed a glass of brandy to wake him­self up.

			Sol­diers passed in and out, wait­ing on them.

			“Cof­fee,” asked Lupin.

			They brought him some cof­fee.

			“What bad stuff!” he grumbled. “If that’s what Caesar drinks! … Give me an­oth­er cup all the same, Wal­de­mar. We may have a long night be­fore us. Oh, what vile cof­fee!”

			He lit a second ci­gar and did not say an­oth­er word. Ten minutes passed. He con­tin­ued not to move or speak.

			Sud­denly, Wal­de­mar sprang to his feet and said to Lupin, an­grily:

			“Hi! Stand up, there!”

			Lupin was whist­ling a tune at the mo­ment. He kept on whist­ling, peace­fully.

			“Stand up, I say!”

			Lupin turned round. His Im­per­i­al Majesty had just entered. Lupin rose from his chair.

			“How far are we?” asked the Em­per­or.

			“I think, Sire, that I shall be able to sat­is­fy Your Im­per­i­al Majesty soon.”

			“What? Do you know …”

			“The hid­ing-place? Very nearly, Sire. … A few de­tails still es­cape me … but everything will be cleared up, once we are on the spot: I have no doubt of it.”

			“Are we to stay here?”

			“No, Sire, I will beg you to go with me to the Renais­sance palace. But we have plenty of time; and, if Your Im­per­i­al Majesty will per­mit me, I should like first to think over two or three points.”

			Without wait­ing for the reply, he sat down, to Wal­de­mar’s great in­dig­na­tion.

			In a few minutes, the Em­per­or, who had walked away and was talk­ing to the count, came up to him:

			“Are you ready now, M. Lupin?”

			Lupin kept si­lence. A fresh ques­tion. His head fell on his chest.

			“But he’s asleep; I really be­lieve that he’s asleep!”

			Wal­de­mar, be­side him­self with rage, shook him vi­ol­ently by the shoulder. Lupin fell from his chair, sank to the floor, gave two or three con­vuls­ive move­ments and then lay quite still.

			“What’s the mat­ter with him?” ex­claimed the Em­per­or. “He’s not dead, I hope!”

			He took a lamp and bent over him:

			“How pale he is! A face like wax! … Look, Wal­de­mar. … Feel his heart. … He’s alive, is he not?”

			“Yes, Sire,” said the count, after a mo­ment, “the heart is beat­ing quite reg­u­larly.”

			“Then what is it? I don’t un­der­stand. … What happened?”

			“Shall I go and fetch the doc­tor?”

			“Yes, run. …”

			The doc­tor found Lupin in the same state, ly­ing in­ert and quiet. He had him put on a bed, sub­jec­ted him to a long ex­am­in­a­tion and asked what he had had to eat.

			“Do you sus­pect a case of pois­on­ing, doc­tor?”

			“No, Sire, there are no traces of pois­on­ing. But I am think­ing … what’s on that tray and in that cup?”

			“Cof­fee,” said the count.

			“For you?”

			“No, for him. I did not have any.”

			The doc­tor poured out some cof­fee, tasted it and said:

			“I was right. He has been put to sleep with a nar­cot­ic.”

			“But by whom?” cried the Em­per­or, an­grily. “Look here, Wal­de­mar; it’s ex­as­per­at­ing, the way things hap­pen in this place!”

			“Sire? …”

			“Well, yes, I’ve had enough of it! … I am really be­gin­ning to be­lieve that the man’s right and that there is someone in the castle. … That French money, that nar­cot­ic. …”

			“If any­one had got in­to this en­clos­ure, Sire, it would be known by this time. … We’ve been hunt­ing in every dir­ec­tion for three hours.”

			“Still, I didn’t make the cof­fee, I as­sure you. … And, un­less you did. …”

			“Oh, Sire!”

			“Well, then, hunt about … search. … You have two hun­dred men at your dis­pos­al; and the out­houses are not so large as all that! For, after all, the ruf­fi­an is prowl­ing round here, round these build­ings … near the kit­chen … some­where or oth­er! Go and bustle about!”

			The fat Wal­de­mar bustled about all night, con­scien­tiously, be­cause it was the mas­ter’s or­der, but without con­vic­tion, be­cause it was im­possible for a stranger to hide among ru­ins which were so well-watched. And, as a mat­ter of fact, the event proved that he was right: the in­vest­ig­a­tions were fruit­less; and no one was able to dis­cov­er the mys­ter­i­ous hand that had pre­pared the nar­cot­ic drink.

			Lupin spent the night life­less on his bed. In the morn­ing, the doc­tor, who had not left his side, told a mes­sen­ger of the Em­per­or’s that he was still asleep.

			At nine o’clock, how­ever, he made his first move­ment, a sort of ef­fort to wake up.

			Later on, he stammered:

			“What time is it?”

			“Twenty-five to ten.”

			He made a fresh ef­fort; and it was evid­ent that, in the midst of his tor­por, his whole be­ing was in­tent upon re­turn­ing to life.

			A clock struck ten.

			He star­ted and said:

			“Let them carry me; let them carry me to the palace.”

			With the doc­tor’s ap­prov­al, Wal­de­mar called his men and sent word to the Em­per­or. They laid Lupin on a stretch­er and set out for the palace.

			“The first floor,” he muttered.

			They car­ried him up.

			“At the end of the cor­ridor,” he said. “The last room on the left.”

			They car­ried him to the last room, which was the twelfth, and gave him a chair, on which he sat down, ex­hausted.

			The Em­per­or ar­rived: Lupin did not stir, sat look­ing, un­con­scious, with no ex­pres­sion in his eyes.

			Then, in a few minutes, he seemed to wake, looked round him, at the walls, the ceil­ings, the people, and said:

			“A nar­cot­ic, I sup­pose?”

			“Yes,” said the doc­tor.

			“Have they found … the man?”

			“No.”

			He seemed to be med­it­at­ing and sev­er­al times jerked his head with a thought­ful air: but they soon saw that he was asleep.

			The Em­per­or went up to Wal­de­mar:

			“Or­der your car round.”

			“Oh? … But then, Sire … ?”

			“Well, what? I am be­gin­ning to think that he is tak­ing us in and that all this is merely play­act­ing, to gain time.”

			“Pos­sibly … yes …” said Wal­de­mar, agree­ing.

			“It’s quite ob­vi­ous! He is mak­ing the most of cer­tain curi­ous co­in­cid­ences, but he knows noth­ing; and his story about gold coins and his nar­cot­ic are so many in­ven­tions! If we lend ourselves to his little game any longer, he’ll slip out of your fin­gers. Your car, Wal­de­mar.”

			The count gave his or­ders and re­turned. Lupin had not woke up. The Em­per­or, who was look­ing round the room, said to Wal­de­mar:

			“This is the Min­erva room, is it not?”

			“Yes, Sire.”

			“But then why is there an ‘N’ in two places?”

			There were, in fact, two “N’s,” one over the chim­neypiece, the oth­er over an old dilap­id­ated clock fit­ted in­to the wall and dis­play­ing a com­plic­ated set of works, with weights hanging life­less at the end of their cords.

			“The two ‘N’s’ …” said Wal­de­mar.

			The Em­per­or did not listen to the an­swer. Lupin had moved again, open­ing his eyes and ut­ter­ing in­dis­tinct syl­lables. He stood up, walked across the room and fell down from sheer weak­ness.

			Then came the struggle, the des­per­ate struggle of his brain, his nerves, his will against that hideous, para­lyz­ing tor­por, the struggle of a dy­ing man against death, the struggle of life against ex­tinc­tion. And the sight was one of in­fin­ite sad­ness.

			“He is suf­fer­ing,” muttered Wal­de­mar.

			“Or at least, he is pre­tend­ing to suf­fer,” de­clared the Em­per­or, “and pre­tend­ing very clev­erly at that. What an act­or!”

			Lupin stammered:

			“An in­jec­tion, doc­tor, an in­jec­tion of caf­feine … at once. …”

			“May I, Sire?” asked the doc­tor.

			“Cer­tainly. … Un­til twelve o’clock, do all that he asks. He has my prom­ise.”

			“How many minutes … be­fore twelve o’clock?” asked Lupin.

			“Forty,” said some­body.

			“Forty? … I shall do it. … I am sure to do it. … I’ve got to do it. …” He took his head in his two hands. “Oh, if I had my brain, the real brain, the brain that thinks! It would be a mat­ter of a second! There is only one dark spot left … but I can­not … my thoughts es­cape me. … I can’t grasp it … it’s aw­ful.”

			His shoulders shook. Was he cry­ing?

			They heard him re­peat­ing:

			“813 … 813. …” And, in a lower voice, “813 … an ‘8’ … a ‘1’ … a ‘3’ … yes, of course. … But why? … That’s not enough. …”

			The Em­per­or muttered:

			“He im­presses me. I find it dif­fi­cult to be­lieve that a man can play a part like that. …”

			Half-past el­ev­en struck … a quarter to twelve. …

			Lupin re­mained mo­tion­less, with his fists glued to his temples.

			The Em­per­or waited, with his eyes fixed on a chro­no­met­er which Wal­de­mar held in his hand.

			Ten minutes more … five minutes more …

			“Is the car there, Wal­de­mar? … Are your men ready?”

			“Yes, Sire.”

			“Is that watch of yours a re­peat­er, Wal­de­mar?”

			“Yes, Sire.”

			“At the last stroke of twelve, then. …”

			“But …”

			“At the last stroke of twelve, Wal­de­mar.”

			There was really some­thing tra­gic about the scene, that sort of grandeur and solem­nity which the hours as­sume at the ap­proach of a pos­sible mir­acle, when it seems as though the voice of fate it­self were about to find ut­ter­ance.

			The Em­per­or did not con­ceal his an­guish. This fant­ast­ic ad­ven­turer who was called Arsène Lupin and whose amaz­ing life he knew, this man troubled him … and, al­though he was re­solved to make an end of all this du­bi­ous story, he could not help wait­ing … and hop­ing.

			Two minutes more … one minute more …

			Then they coun­ted by seconds.

			Lupin seemed asleep.

			“Come, get ready,” said the Em­per­or to the count.

			The count went up to Lupin and placed his hand on his shoulder.

			The sil­very chime of the re­peat­er quivered and struck … one, two, three, four, five …

			“Wal­de­mar, old chap, pull the weights of the old clock.”

			A mo­ment of stu­pefac­tion. It was Lupin’s voice, speak­ing very calmly.

			Wal­de­mar, an­noyed at the fa­mili­ar­ity of the ad­dress, shrugged his shoulders.

			“Do as he says, Wal­de­mar,” said the Em­per­or.

			“Yes, do as I say, my dear count,” echoed Lupin, re­cov­er­ing his powers of chaff. “You know the ropes so well … all you have to do is to pull those of the clock … in turns … one, two … cap­it­al! … That’s how they used to wind it up in the old days.”

			The pen­du­lum, in fact, was star­ted; and they heard its reg­u­lar tick­ing.

			“Now the hands,” said Lupin. “Set them at a little be­fore twelve … Don’t move … Let me …”

			He rose and walked to the face of the clock, stand­ing two feet away, at most, with his eyes fixed, with every nerve at­tent­ive.

			The twelve strokes soun­ded, twelve heavy, deep strokes.

			A long si­lence. Noth­ing happened. Nev­er­the­less, the Em­per­or waited, as though he were sure that some­thing was go­ing to hap­pen. And Wal­de­mar did not move, stood with wide-open eyes.

			Lupin, who had stooped over the clock-face, now drew him­self up, mut­ter­ing:

			“That’s it … I have it. …”

			He went back to his chair and com­manded:

			“Wal­de­mar, set the hands at two minutes to twelve again. Oh, no, old chap, not back­wards! The way the hands go! … Yes, I know, it will take rather long … but it can’t be helped.”

			All the hours struck and the half hours, up to half-past el­ev­en.

			“Listen, Wal­de­mar,” said Lupin.

			And he spoke ser­i­ously, without jest­ing, as though him­self ex­cited and anxious:

			“Listen, Wal­de­mar. Do you see on the face of the clock a little round dot mark­ing the first hour? That dot is loose, isn’t it? Put the fore­finger of your left hand on it and press. Good. Do the same with your thumb on the dot mark­ing the third hour. Good. With your right hand, push in the dot at the eighth hour. Good. Thank you. Go and sit down, my dear fel­low.”

			The minute-hand shif­ted, moved to the twelfth dot and the clock struck again.

			Lupin was si­lent and very white. The twelve strokes rang out in the si­lence.

			At the twelfth stroke, there was a sound as of a spring be­ing set free. The clock stopped dead. The pen­du­lum ceased swinging.

			And sud­denly, the bronze or­na­ment rep­res­ent­ing a ram’s head, which crowned the dial, fell for­wards, un­cov­er­ing a sort of little re­cess cut out of the stone wall.

			In this re­cess was a chased sil­ver cas­ket.

			Lupin took it and car­ried it to the Em­per­or:

			“Would Your Im­per­i­al Majesty be so good as to open it your­self? The let­ters which you in­struc­ted me to look for are in­side.”

			The Em­per­or raised the lid and seemed greatly as­ton­ished.

			
				The cas­ket was empty.
			

			The cas­ket was empty.

			It was an enorm­ous, un­fore­seen sen­sa­tion. After the suc­cess of the cal­cu­la­tion made by Lupin, after the in­geni­ous dis­cov­ery of the secret of the clock, the Em­per­or, who had no doubt left as to the ul­ti­mate suc­cess, ap­peared ut­terly con­foun­ded.

			Op­pos­ite him was Lupin, pal­lid and wan, with drawn jaws and blood­shot eyes, gnash­ing his teeth with rage and im­pot­ent hate.

			He wiped the per­spir­a­tion from his fore­head, then snatched up the cas­ket, turned it over, ex­amined it, as though he hoped to find a false bot­tom. At last, for great­er cer­tainty, in a fit of fury, he crushed it, with an ir­res­ist­ible grip.

			That re­lieved him. He breathed more eas­ily.

			The Em­per­or said:

			“Who has done this?”

			“Still the same man, Sire, the one who is fol­low­ing the same road as I and pur­su­ing the same aim: Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s mur­der­er.”

			“When?”

			“Last night. Ah, Sire, why did you not leave me free when I came out of pris­on! Had I been free, I should have come here without los­ing an hour. I should have ar­rived be­fore him! I should have giv­en Isilda money be­fore he did! I should have read Malreich, the old French ser­vant’s di­ary, be­fore he did!”

			“So you think that it was through the rev­el­a­tions in the di­ary … ?”

			“Why, yes, Sire! He had time to read them. And, lurk­ing I don’t know where, kept in­formed of all our move­ments by I don’t know whom, he put me to sleep last night, in or­der to get rid of me.”

			“But the palace was guarded.”

			“Guarded by your sol­diers, Sire. Does that count with a man like him? Be­sides, I have no doubt that Wal­de­mar con­cen­trated his search upon the out­build­ings, thus thin­ning the posts in the palace.”

			“But the sound of the clock! Those twelve strokes in the night!”

			“It was mere child’s play, Sire, mere child’s play, to him, to pre­vent the clock from strik­ing!”

			“All this seems very im­possible to my mind.”

			“It all seems mon­strous clear to mine, Sire! If it were pos­sible to feel in every one of your sol­diers’ pock­ets here and now, or to know how much money they will each of them spend dur­ing the next twelve months, we should be sure to find two or three who are, at this mo­ment, in pos­ses­sion of a few bank­notes: French bank­notes, of course.”

			“Oh!” pro­tested Wal­de­mar.

			“But yes, my dear count, it is a ques­tion of price; and that makes no dif­fer­ence to ‘him.’ If ‘he’ wished, I am sure that you your­self …”

			The Em­per­or, wrapped up in his own thoughts, was not listen­ing. He walked across the room from left to right and right to left, then beckoned to one of the of­ficers stand­ing in the gal­lery:

			“My car. … And tell them to get ready. … We’re start­ing.”

			He stopped, watched Lupin for a mo­ment and, go­ing up to the count:

			“You too, Wal­de­mar, be off … Straight to Par­is, without a break …”

			Lupin pricked up his ears. He heard Wal­de­mar reply:

			“I should like to have a dozen ad­di­tion­al guards. … With that dev­il of a man. …”

			“Take them. And look sharp. You must get there to­night.”

			Lupin stamped his foot vi­ol­ently on the floor:

			“Well, no, Sire! No, no, no! It shan’t be, I swear it shan’t! No, no nev­er!”

			“What do you mean?”

			“And the let­ters, Sire? The stolen let­ters?”

			“Upon my word! …”

			“So!” cried Lupin, in­dig­nantly fold­ing his arms. “So your Im­per­i­al Majesty gives up the struggle? You look upon the de­feat as ir­re­triev­able? You de­clare your­self beaten? Well, I do not, Sire. I have be­gun and I mean to fin­ish.”

			The Em­per­or smiled at this dis­play of mettle:

			“I do not give up, but my po­lice will set to work.”

			Lupin burst out laugh­ing:

			“Ex­cuse me, Sire! It is so funny! Your po­lice! Your Im­per­i­al Majesty’s po­lice! Why, they’re worth just about as much as any oth­er po­lice, that is to say, noth­ing, noth­ing at all! No, Sire, I will not re­turn to the Santé! Pris­on I can af­ford to laugh at. But time enough has been wasted as it is. I need my free­dom against that man and I mean to keep it.”

			The Em­per­or shrugged his shoulders:

			“You don’t even know who the man is.”

			“I shall know, Sire. And I alone can know. And he knows that I am the only one who can know. I am his only en­emy. I am the only one whom he at­tacks. It was I whom he meant to hit, the oth­er day, when he fired his re­volver. He con­sidered it enough to put me and me only to sleep, last night, to be free to do as he pleased. The fight lies between him and me. The out­side world has noth­ing to say to it. No one can help me and no one can help him. There are two of us; and that is all. So far, chance has favored him. But, in the long run, it is in­ev­it­able, it is doomed that I should gain the day.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause I am the bet­ter man.”

			“Sup­pose he kills you?”

			“He will not kill me. I shall draw his claws, I shall make him per­fectly harm­less. And you shall have the let­ters, Sire. They are yours. There is no power on earth than can pre­vent me from restor­ing them to you.”

			He spoke with a vi­ol­ent con­vic­tion and a tone of cer­tainty that gave to the things which he fore­told the real ap­pear­ance of things already ac­com­plished.

			The Em­per­or could not help un­der­go­ing a vague, in­ex­plic­able feel­ing in which there was a sort of ad­mir­a­tion com­bined with a good deal of that con­fid­ence which Lupin was de­mand­ing in so mas­ter­ful a man­ner. In real­ity, he was hes­it­at­ing only be­cause of his scruples against em­ploy­ing this man and mak­ing him, so to speak, his ally. And, anxiously, not know­ing what de­cision to take, he walked from the gal­lery to the win­dows without say­ing a word.

			At last, he asked:

			“And who says that the let­ters were stolen last night?”

			“The theft is dated, Sire.”

			“What do you say?”

			“Look at the in­ner side of the ped­i­ment which con­cealed the hid­ing-place. The date is writ­ten in white chalk: ‘Mid­night, 24 Au­gust.’ …”

			“So it is,” muttered the Em­per­or, non­plussed. “How was it that I did not see?” And he ad­ded, be­tray­ing his curi­os­ity, “Just as with those two ‘N’s’ painted on the wall. … I can’t un­der­stand. This is the Min­erva Room.”

			“This is the room in which Na­po­leon, the Em­per­or of the French slept,” said Lupin.

			“How do you know?”

			“Ask Wal­de­mar, Sire. As for my­self, when I was turn­ing over the old ser­vants’ di­ary, it came upon me as a flash of light. I un­der­stood that Sholmes and I had been on the wrong scent. apoon, the im­per­fect word writ­ten by the Grand-duke Her­mann on his deathbed, is a con­trac­tion not of Apol­lon, but of Na­po­leon.”

			“That’s true … you are right,” said the Em­per­or. “The same let­ters oc­cur in both words and in the same or­der. The grand-duke evid­ently meant to write ‘Na­po­leon.’ But that fig­ure 813? …”

			“Ah, that was the point that gave me most trouble. I al­ways had an idea that we must add up the three fig­ures 8, 1 and 3; and the num­ber 12, thus ob­tained, seemed to me at once to ap­ply to this room, which is the twelfth lead­ing out of the gal­lery. But that was not enough for me. There must be some­thing else, some­thing which my en­feebled brain could not suc­ceed in trans­lat­ing in­to words. The sight of that clock, situ­ated pre­cisely in the Na­po­leon Room, was a rev­el­a­tion to me. The num­ber 12 evid­ently meant twelve o’clock. The hour of noon! The hour of mid­night! Is this not the sol­emn mo­ment which a man most read­ily se­lects? But why those three fig­ures 8, 1 and 3, rather than any oth­ers which would have giv­en the same total? … It was then that I thought of mak­ing the clock strike for the first time, by way of ex­per­i­ment. And it was while mak­ing it strike that I saw the dots of the first, third and eighth hour were mov­able and that they alone were mov­able. I there­fore ob­tained three fig­ures, 1, 3 and 8, which, placed in a more proph­et­ic or­der, gave the num­ber 813. Wal­de­mar pushed the three dots, the spring was re­leased and Your Im­per­i­al Majesty knows the res­ult. … This, Sire, is the ex­plan­a­tion of that mys­ter­i­ous word and of those three fig­ures 8, 1, 3 which the grand-duke wrote with his dy­ing hand and by the aid of which he hoped that his son would one day re­cov­er the secret of Veldenz and be­come the pos­sessor of the fam­ous let­ters which he had hid­den there.”

			The Em­per­or listened with eager at­ten­tion, more and more sur­prised at the in­genu­ity, per­spica­city, shrewd­ness and in­tel­li­gent will which he ob­served in the man.

			“Wal­de­mar,” he said, when Lupin had fin­ished.

			“Sire?”

			But, just as he was about to speak, shouts were heard in the gal­lery out­side.

			Wal­de­mar left the room and re­turned:

			“It’s the mad girl, Sire. They won’t let her pass.”

			“Let her come in,” cried Lupin, eagerly. “She must come in, Sire.”

			At a sign from the Em­per­or, Wal­de­mar went out to fetch Isilda.

			Her en­trance caused a gen­er­al stu­pefac­tion. Her pale face was covered with dark blotches. Her dis­tor­ted fea­tures bore signs of the keen­est suf­fer­ing. She panted for breath, with her two hands clutched against her breast.

			“Oh!” cried Lupin, struck with hor­ror.

			“What is it?” asked the Em­per­or.

			“Your doc­tor, Sire. There is not a mo­ment to lose.”

			He went up to her:

			“Speak, Isilda. … Have you seen any­thing? Have you any­thing to say?”

			The girl had stopped; her eyes were less va­cant, as though lighted up by the pain. She uttered sounds … but not a word.

			“Listen,” said Lupin. “An­swer yes or no … make a move­ment of the head … Have you seen him? Do you know where he is? … You know who he is. … Listen! if you don’t an­swer. …”

			He sup­pressed a ges­ture of an­ger. But, sud­denly, re­mem­ber­ing the ex­per­i­ment of the day be­fore and that she seemed rather to have re­tained a cer­tain op­tic­al memory of the time when she en­joyed her full reas­on, he wrote on the white wall a cap­it­al “L” and “M.”

			She stretched out her arm to­ward the let­ters and nod­ded her head as though in as­sent.

			“And then?” said Lupin. “What then? … Write some­thing your­self.”

			But she gave a fear­ful scream and flung her­self to the ground, yelling.

			Then, sud­denly, came si­lence, im­mob­il­ity. One last con­vuls­ive spasm. And she moved no more.

			“Dead?” asked the Em­per­or.

			“Poisoned, Sire.”

			“Oh, the poor thing! … And by whom?”

			“By ‘him,’ Sire. She knew him, no doubt. He must have been afraid of what she might tell.”

			The doc­tor ar­rived. The Em­per­or poin­ted to the girl. Then, ad­dress­ing Wal­de­mar:

			“All your men to turn out … Make them go through the houses … tele­graph to the sta­tions on the fron­ti­er. …”

			He went up to Lupin:

			“How long do you want to re­cov­er the let­ters?”

			“A month, Sire … two months at most.”

			“Very well. Wal­de­mar will wait for you here. He shall have my or­ders and full powers to grant you any­thing you wish.”

			“What I should like, Sire, is my free­dom.”

			“You are free.”

			Lupin watched him walk away and said, between his teeth:

			“My free­dom first. … And af­ter­ward, when I have giv­en you back the let­ters, O Majesty, one little shake of the hand! Then we shall be quits! …”

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				The Sev­en Scoun­drels

			
			“Will you see this gen­tle­man, ma’am?”

			Dolores Kes­sel­bach took the card from the foot­man and read:

			“An­dré Beau­ny. … No,” she said, “I don’t know him.”

			“The gen­tle­man seems very anxious to see you, ma’am. He says that you are ex­pect­ing him.”

			“Oh … pos­sibly. … Yes, bring him here.”

			Since the events which had up­set her life and pur­sued her with re­lent­less an­im­os­ity, Dolores, after stay­ing at the Hôtel Bris­tol had taken up her abode in a quiet house in the Rue des Vignes, down at Passy. A pretty garden lay at the back of the house and was sur­roun­ded by oth­er leafy gar­dens. On days when at­tacks more pain­ful than usu­al did not keep her from morn­ing till night be­hind the closed shut­ters of her bed­room, she made her ser­vants carry her un­der the trees, where she lay stretched at full length, a vic­tim to mel­an­choly, in­cap­able of fight­ing against her hard fate.

			Foot­steps soun­ded on the gravel-path and the foot­man re­turned, fol­lowed by a young man, smart in ap­pear­ance and very simply dressed, in the rather out-of-date fash­ion ad­op­ted by some of our paint­ers, with a turndown col­lar and a flow­ing neck­tie of white spots on a blue ground.

			The foot­man with­drew.

			“Your name is An­dré Beau­ny, I be­lieve?” said Dolores.

			“Yes, ma­dame.”

			“I have not the hon­or …”

			“I beg your par­don, ma­dame. Know­ing that I was a friend of Mme. Ernemont, Geneviève’s grand­moth­er, you wrote to her, at Garches, say­ing that you wished to speak to me. I have come.”

			Dolores rose in her seat, very ex­citedly:

			“Oh, you are …”

			“Yes.”

			She stammered:

			“Really? … Is it you? … I do not re­cog­nize you.”

			“You don’t re­cog­nize Prince Paul Sernine?”

			“No … everything is dif­fer­ent … the fore­head … the eyes. … And that is not how the …”

			“How the news­pa­pers rep­res­en­ted the pris­on­er at the Santé?” he said, with a smile. “And yet it is I, really.”

			A long si­lence fol­lowed, dur­ing which they re­mained em­bar­rassed and ill at ease.

			At last, he asked:

			“May I know the reas­on … ?”

			“Did not Geneviève tell you? …”

			“I have not seen her … but her grand­moth­er seemed to think that you re­quired my ser­vices …”

			“That’s right … that’s right. …”

			“And in what way … ? I am so pleased …”

			She hes­it­ated a second and then whispered:

			“I am afraid.”

			“Afraid?” he cried.

			“Yes,” she said, speak­ing in a low voice, “I am afraid, afraid of everything, afraid of today and of to­mor­row … and of the day after … afraid of life. I have suffered so much. … I can bear no more.”

			He looked at her with great pity in his eyes. The vague feel­ing that had al­ways drawn him to this wo­man took a more pre­cise char­ac­ter now that she was ask­ing for his pro­tec­tion. He felt an eager need to de­vote him­self to her, wholly, without hope of re­ward.

			She con­tin­ued:

			“I am alone now, quite alone, with ser­vants whom I have picked up on chance, and I am afraid. … I feel that people are mov­ing about me.”

			“But with what ob­ject?”

			“I do not know. But the en­emy is hov­er­ing around and com­ing closer.”

			“Have you seen him? Have you no­ticed any­thing?”

			“Yes, the oth­er day two men passed sev­er­al times in the street and stopped in front of the house.”

			“Can you de­scribe them?”

			“I saw one of them bet­ter than the oth­er. He was tall and power­ful, clean-shaven and wore a little black cloth jack­et, cut quite short.”

			“A waiter at a café, per­haps?”

			“Yes, a head­waiter. I had him fol­lowed by one of my ser­vants. He went down the Rue de la Pompe and entered a com­mon-look­ing house. The ground-floor is oc­cu­pied by a wine-shop: it is the first house in the street, on the left. Then, a night or two ago, I saw a shad­ow in the garden from my bed­room win­dow.”

			“Is that all?”

			“Yes.”

			He thought and then made a sug­ges­tion:

			“Would you al­low two of my men to sleep down­stairs, in one of the ground-floor rooms?”

			“Two of your men? …”

			“Oh, you need not be afraid! They are de­cent men, old Char­o­lais and his son,9 and they don’t look in the least like what they are. … You will be quite safe with them. … As for me …”

			He hes­it­ated. He was wait­ing for her to ask him to come again. As she was si­lent, he said:

			“As for me, it is bet­ter that I should not be seen here. … Yes, it is bet­ter … for your sake. My men will let me know how things go on. …”

			He would have liked to say more and to re­main and to sit down be­side her and com­fort her. But he had a feel­ing that they had said all that they had to say and that a single word more, on his side, would be an in­sult.

			Then he made her a very low bow and went away.

			He went up the garden, walk­ing quickly, in his haste to be out­side and mas­ter his emo­tion. The foot­man was wait­ing for him at the hall-door. As he passed out in­to the street, some­body rang, a young wo­man.

			He gave a start:

			“Geneviève!”

			She fixed a pair of as­ton­ished eyes upon him and at once re­cog­nized him, al­though be­wildered by the ex­treme youth­ful­ness of his ap­pear­ance; and this gave her such a shock that she staggered and had to lean against the door for sup­port. He had taken off his hat and was look­ing at her without dar­ing to put out his hand. Would she put out hers? He was no longer Prince Sernine: he was Arsène Lupin. And she knew that he was Arsène Lupin and that he had just come out of pris­on.

			It was rain­ing out­side. She gave her um­brella to the foot­man and said:

			“Please open it and put it some­where to dry.”

			Then she walked straight in.

			“My poor old chap!” said Lupin to him­self, as he walked away. “What a series of blows for a sens­it­ive and highly-strung creature like your­self! You must keep a watch on your heart or … Ah, what next? Here are my eyes be­gin­ning to wa­ter now! That’s a bad sign. M. Lupin: you’re grow­ing old!”

			He gave a tap on the shoulder to a young man who was cross­ing the Chaussee de la Muette and go­ing to­ward the Rue des Vignes. The young man stopped, stared at him and said:

			“I beg your par­don, mon­sieur, but I don’t think I have the hon­or …”

			“Think again, my dear M. Le­duc. Or has your memory quite gone? Don’t you re­mem­ber Ver­sailles? And the little room at the Hôtel des Trois-Empereurs?”

			The young man bounded back­wards:

			“You!”

			“Why, yes, I! Prince Sernine, or rather Lupin, since you know my real name! Did you think that Lupin had de­par­ted this life? … Oh, yes, I see, pris­on. … You were hop­ing … Get out, you baby!” He pat­ted him gently on the shoulder. “There, there, young fel­low, don’t be frightened: you have still a few nice quiet days left to write your poems in. The time has not yet come. Write your verses … poet!”

			Then he gripped Le­duc’s arm vi­ol­ently and, look­ing him full in the face, said:

			“But the time is draw­ing near … poet! Don’t for­get that you be­long to me, body and soul. And pre­pare to play your part. It will be a hard and mag­ni­fi­cent part. And, as I live, I be­lieve you’re the man to play it!”

			He burst out laugh­ing, turned on one foot and left young Le­duc astoun­ded.

			A little fur­ther, at the corner of the Rue de la Pompe, stood the wine-shop of which Mrs. Kes­sel­bach had spoken to him. He went in and had a long talk with the pro­pri­et­or.

			Then he took a taxi and drove to the Grand Hotel, where he was stay­ing un­der the name of An­dré Beau­ny, and found the broth­ers Doudeville wait­ing for him.

			Lupin, though used to that sort of pleas­ure, nev­er­the­less en­joyed the marks of ad­mir­a­tion and de­vo­tion with which his friends over­whelmed him:

			“But, gov­ernor, tell us … what happened? We’re ac­cus­tomed to all sorts of won­ders with you; but still, there are lim­its. … So you are free? And here you are, in the heart of Par­is, scarcely dis­guised. … !”

			“Have a ci­gar,” said Lupin.

			“Thank you, no.”

			“You’re wrong, Doudeville. These are worth smoking. I have them from a great con­nois­seur, who is good enough to call him­self my friend.”

			“Oh, may one ask … ?”

			“The Kais­er! Come, don’t look so flab­ber­gas­ted, the two of you! And tell me things: I haven’t seen the pa­pers. What ef­fect did my es­cape have on the pub­lic?”

			“Tre­mend­ous, gov­ernor!”

			“What was the po­lice ver­sion?”

			“Your flight took place at Garches, dur­ing an at­tempt to reen­act the murder of Al­ten­heim. Un­for­tu­nately, the journ­al­ists have proved that it was im­possible.”

			“After that?”

			“After that, a gen­er­al fluster. People won­der­ing, laugh­ing and en­joy­ing them­selves like mad.”

			“Weber?”

			“Weber is badly let in.”

			“Apart from that, no news at the de­tect­ive-of­fice? Noth­ing dis­covered about the mur­der­er? No clue to help us to es­tab­lish Al­ten­heim’s iden­tity?”

			“No.”

			“What fools they are! And to think that we pay mil­lions a year to keep those people. If this sort of thing goes on, I shall re­fuse to pay my rates. Take a seat and a pen. I will dic­tate a let­ter which you must hand in to the Grand Journ­al this even­ing. The world has been wait­ing for news of me long enough. It must be gasp­ing with im­pa­tience. Write.”

			He dic­tated:

			
				
					“To the Ed­it­or of the Grand Journ­al:

				
				“Sir,

				“I must apo­lo­gize to your read­ers for dis­ap­point­ing their le­git­im­ate im­pa­tience.

				“I have es­caped from pris­on and I can­not pos­sibly re­veal how I es­caped. In the same way, since my es­cape, I have dis­covered the fam­ous secret and I can­not pos­sibly dis­close what the secret is nor how I dis­covered it.

				“All this will, some day or oth­er, form the sub­ject of a rather ori­gin­al story which my bio­graph­er-in-or­din­ary will pub­lish from my notes. It will form a page of the his­tory of France which our grand­chil­dren will read with in­terest.

				“For the mo­ment, I have more im­port­ant mat­ters to at­tend to. Dis­gus­ted at see­ing in­to what hands the func­tions which I once ex­er­cised have fallen, tired of find­ing the Kes­sel­bach-Al­ten­heim case still drag­ging along, I am dis­char­ging M. Weber and re­sum­ing the post of hon­or which I oc­cu­pied with such dis­tinc­tion and to the gen­er­al sat­is­fac­tion un­der the name of M. Len­or­mand.

				
					
						“I am, Sir,

						“Your obed­i­ent ser­vant.

					

					
						“Arsène Lupin,

						“Chief of the De­tect­ive-ser­vice.”

					

				
			

			At eight o’clock in the even­ing, Arsène Lupin and Jean Doudeville walked in­to Cail­lard’s, the fash­ion­able res­taur­ant, Lupin in even­ing-clothes, but dressed like an artist, with rather wide trousers and a rather loose tie, and Doudeville in a frock-coat, with the ser­i­ous air and ap­pear­ance of a ma­gis­trate.

			They sat down in that part of the res­taur­ant which is set back and di­vided from the big room by two columns.

			A head­waiter, per­fectly dressed and su­per­cili­ous in man­ner, came to take their or­ders, note­book in hand. Lupin se­lec­ted the din­ner with the nice thought of an ac­com­plished epi­cure:

			“Cer­tainly,” he said, “the pris­on or­din­ary was quite ac­cept­able; but, all the same, it is nice to have a care­fully-ordered meal.”

			He ate with a good ap­pet­ite and si­lently, con­tent­ing him­self with ut­ter­ing, from time to time, a short sen­tence that marked his train of thought:

			“Of course, I shall man­age … but it will be a hard job. … Such an ad­versary! … What stag­gers me is that, after six months’ fight­ing, I don’t even know what he wants! … His chief ac­com­plice is dead, we are near the end of the battle and yet, even now, I can’t un­der­stand his game. … What is the wretch after? … My own plan is quite clear: to lay hands on the grand-duchy, to shove a grand-duke of my own mak­ing on the throne, to give him Geneviève for a wife … and to reign. That is what I call lu­cid, hon­est and fair. But he, the low fel­low, the ghost in the dark: what is he aim­ing at?”

			He called:

			“Waiter!”

			The head­waiter came up:

			“Yes, sir?”

			“Ci­gars.”

			The head­waiter stalked away, re­turned and opened a num­ber of boxes.

			“Which do you re­com­mend?”

			“These Up­manns are very good, sir.”

			Lupin gave Doudeville an Up­mann, took one for him­self and cut it. The head­waiter struck a match and held if for him. With a sud­den move­ment, Lupin caught him by the wrist:

			“Not a word. … I know you. … Your real name is Domi­n­ique Le­cas!”

			The man, who was big and strong, tried to struggle away. He stifled a cry of pain: Lupin had twis­ted his wrist.

			“Your name is Domi­n­ique … you live in the Rue de la Pompe, on the fourth floor, where you re­tired with a small for­tune ac­quired in the ser­vice—listen to me, you fool, will you, or I’ll break every bone in your body!—ac­quired in the ser­vice of Bar­on Al­ten­heim, at whose house you were but­ler.”

			The oth­er stood mo­tion­less, his face pal­lid with fear. Around them, the small room was empty. In the res­taur­ant be­side it, three gen­tle­men sat smoking and two couples were chat­ting over their li­quors.

			“You see, we are quiet … we can talk.”

			“Who are you? Who are you?”

			“Don’t you re­col­lect me? Why, think of that fam­ous lunch­eon in the Villa Dupont! … You your­self, you old flun­key, handed me the plate of cakes … and such cakes!”

			“Prince. … Prince. …” stammered the oth­er.

			“Yes, yes, Prince Arsène, Prince Lupin in per­son. … Aha, you breathe again! … You’re say­ing to your­self that you have noth­ing to fear from Lupin, isn’t that it? Well, you’re wrong, old chap, you have everything to fear.” He took a card from his pock­et and showed it to him. “There, look, I be­long to the po­lice now. Can’t be helped: that’s what we all come to in the end, all of us rob­ber-kings and em­per­ors of crime.”

			“Well?” said the head­waiter, still greatly alarmed.

			“Well, go to that cus­tom­er over there, who’s call­ing you, get him what he wants and come back to me. And no non­sense, mind you: don’t go try­ing to get away. I have ten men out­side, with or­ders to keep their eyes on you. Be off.”

			The head­waiter obeyed. Five minutes after, he re­turned and, stand­ing in front of the table, with his back to the res­taur­ant, as though dis­cuss­ing the qual­ity of the ci­gars with his cus­tom­ers, he said:

			“Well? What is it?”

			Lupin laid a num­ber of hun­dred-franc notes in a row on the table:

			“One note for each def­in­ite an­swer to my ques­tions.”

			“Done!”

			“Now then. How many of you were there with Bar­on Al­ten­heim?”

			“Sev­en, without count­ing my­self.”

			“No more?”

			“No. Once only, we picked up some work­men in Italy to make the un­der­ground pas­sage from the Villa des Gly­cines, at Garches.”

			“Were there two un­der­ground pas­sages?”

			“Yes, one led to the Pa­vil­lon Hortense and the oth­er branched off from the first and ran un­der Mrs. Kes­sel­bach’s house.”

			“What was the ob­ject?”

			“To carry off Mrs. Kes­sel­bach.”

			“Were the two maids, Su­z­anne and Ger­trude, ac­com­plices?”

			“Yes.”

			“Where are they?”

			“Abroad.”

			“And your sev­en pals, those of the Al­ten­heim gang?”

			“I have left them. They are still go­ing on.”

			“Where can I find them?”

			Domi­n­ique hes­it­ated. Lupin un­fol­ded two notes of a thou­sand francs each and said:

			“Your scruples do you hon­or, Domi­n­ique. There’s noth­ing for it but to swal­low them like a man and an­swer.”

			Domi­n­ique replied:

			“You will find them at No. 3, Route de la Re­volte, Neuilly. One of them is called the Broker.”

			“Cap­it­al. And now the name, the real name of Al­ten­heim. Do you know it?”

			“Yes, Ribeira.”

			“Domi­n­ique, Domi­n­ique, you’re ask­ing for trouble. Ribeira was only an as­sumed name. I asked you the real name.”

			“Par­bury.”

			“That’s an­oth­er as­sumed name.”

			The head­waiter hes­it­ated. Lupin un­fol­ded three hun­dred franc notes.

			“Pshaw, what do I care!” said the man. “After all, he’s dead, isn’t he? Quite dead.”

			“His name,” said Lupin.

			“His name? The Che­va­lier de Malreich.”

			Lupin gave a jump in his chair:

			“What? What do you say? The Che­va­lier—say it again—the Che­va­lier … ?”

			“Raoul de Malreich.”

			A long pause. Lupin, with his eyes fixed be­fore him, thought of the mad girl at Veldenz, who had died by pois­on: Isilda bore the same name, Malreich. And it was the name borne by the small French noble who came to the court of Veldenz in the eight­eenth cen­tury.

			He re­sumed his ques­tions:

			“What coun­try did this Malreich be­long to?”

			“He was of French ori­gin, but born in Ger­many … I saw some pa­pers once … that was how I came to know his name. … Oh, if he had found it out, he would have wrung my neck, I be­lieve!”

			Lupin re­flec­ted and said:

			“Did he com­mand the lot of you?”

			“Yes.”

			“But he had an ac­com­plice, a part­ner?”

			“Oh hush … hush … !”

			The head­waiter’s face sud­denly ex­pressed the most in­tense alarm. Lupin no­ticed the same sort of ter­ror and re­pul­sion which he him­self felt when he thought of the mur­der­er.

			“Who is he? Have you seen him?”

			“Oh, don’t let us talk of that one … it doesn’t do to talk of him.”

			“Who is he, I’m ask­ing you.”

			“He is the mas­ter … the chief. … Nobody knows him.”

			“But you’ve seen him, you. An­swer me. Have you seen him?”

			“Some­times, in the dark … at night. Nev­er by day­light. His or­ders come on little scraps of pa­per … or by tele­phone.”

			“His name?”

			“I don’t know it. We nev­er used to speak of him. It was un­lucky.”

			“He dresses in black, doesn’t he?”

			“Yes, in black. He is short and slender … with fair hair. …”

			“And he kills, doesn’t he?”

			“Yes, he kills … he kills where an­oth­er might steal a bit of bread.”

			His voice shook. He en­treated:

			“Let us stop this … it won’t do to talk of him. … I tell you … it’s un­lucky.”

			Lupin was si­lent, im­pressed, in spite of him­self, by the man’s an­guish. He sat long think­ing and then rose and said to the head­waiter:

			“Here, here’s your money; but, if you want to live in peace, you will do well not to breathe a word of our con­ver­sa­tion to any­body.”

			He left the res­taur­ant with Doudeville and walked to the Porte Saint-Denis without speak­ing, ab­sorbed in all that he had heard. At last, he seized his com­pan­ion’s arm and said:

			“Listen to me, Doudeville, care­fully. Go to the Gare du Nord. You will get there in time to catch the Lux­em­bourg ex­press. Go to Veldenz, the cap­it­al of the grand-duchy of Zweibruck­en-Veldenz. At the town-hall, you will eas­ily ob­tain the birth-cer­ti­fic­ate of the Che­va­lier de Malreich and fur­ther in­form­a­tion about the fam­ily. You will be back on the day after to­mor­row: that will be Sat­urday.”

			“Am I to let them know at the de­tect­ive-of­fice?”

			“I’ll see to that. I shall tele­phone that you are ill. Oh, one word more: on Sat­urday, meet me at twelve o’clock in a little café on the Route de la Re­volte, called the Res­taur­ant Buf­falo. Come dressed as a work­man.”

			

			The next day, Lupin, wear­ing a short smock and a cap, went down to Neuilly and began his in­vest­ig­a­tions at No. 3, Route de la Re­volte. A gate­way opened in­to an out­er yard; and here he found a huge block of work­men’s dwell­ings, a whole series of pas­sages and work­shops, with a swarm­ing pop­u­la­tion of ar­tis­ans, wo­men and brats. In a few minutes, he had won the good­will of the port­ress, with whom he chat­ted for an hour on the most var­ied top­ics. Dur­ing this hour, he saw three men pass, one after the oth­er, whose man­ner struck him:

			“That’s game,” he thought, “and gamy game at that! … They fol­low one an­oth­er by scent! … Look quite re­spect­able, of course, but with the eye of the hunted deer which knows that the en­emy is all around and that every tuft, every blade of grass may con­ceal an am­bush.”

			That af­ter­noon and on the Sat­urday morn­ing, he pur­sued his in­quir­ies and made cer­tain that Al­ten­heim’s sev­en ac­com­plices all lived on the premises. Four of them openly fol­lowed the trade of second­hand clothes-deal­ers. Two of the oth­ers sold news­pa­pers; and the third de­scribed him­self as a broker and was nick­named ac­cord­ingly.

			They went in and out, one after the oth­er, without ap­pear­ing to know one an­oth­er. But, in the even­ing, Lupin dis­covered that they met in a sort of coach-house situ­ated right at the back of the last of the yards, a place in which the Broker kept his wares piled up: old iron, broken kit­chen-ranges, rusty stovepipes … and also, no doubt, the best part of the stolen goods.

			“Come,” he said, “the work is shap­ing nicely. I asked my cous­in of Ger­many for a month and I be­lieve a fort­night will be enough for my pur­pose. And what I like about it is that I shall start op­er­a­tions with the scoun­drels who made me take a head­er in the Seine. My poor old Gourel, I shall re­venge you at last. And high time too!”

			At twelve o’clock on Sat­urday, he went to the Res­taur­ant Buf­falo, a little low-ceilinged room to which brick­lay­ers and cab­drivers re­sor­ted for their mid­day meal. Someone came and sat down be­side him:

			“It’s done, gov­ernor.”

			“Ah, is it you, Doudeville? That’s right! I’m dy­ing to know. Have you the par­tic­u­lars? The birth-cer­ti­fic­ate? Quick, tell me.”

			“Well, it’s like this: Al­ten­heim’s fath­er and moth­er died abroad.”

			“Nev­er mind about them.”

			“They left three chil­dren.”

			“Three?”

			“Yes. The eld­est would have been thirty years old by now. His name was Raoul de Malreich.”

			“That’s our man, Al­ten­heim. Next?”

			“The young­est of the chil­dren was a girl, Isilda. The re­gister has an entry, in fresh ink, ‘De­ceased.’ ”

			“Isilda. … Isilda,” re­peated Lupin. “That’s just what I thought: Isilda was Al­ten­heim’s sis­ter. … I saw a look in her face which I seemed to re­cog­nize. … So that was the link between them. … But the oth­er, the third child, or rather the second?”

			“A son. He would be twenty-six by now.”

			“His name?”

			“Louis de Malreich.”

			Lupin gave a little start:

			“That’s it! Louis de Malreich. … The ini­tials L. M. … The aw­ful and ter­ri­fy­ing sig­na­ture! … The mur­der­er’s name is Louis de Malreich. … He was the broth­er of Al­ten­heim and the broth­er of Isilda and he killed both of them for fear of what they might re­veal.”

			Lupin sat long, si­lent and gloomy, un­der the ob­ses­sion, no doubt, of the mys­ter­i­ous be­ing.

			Doudeville ob­jec­ted:

			“What had he to fear from his sis­ter Isilda? She was mad, they told me.”

			“Mad, yes, but cap­able of re­mem­ber­ing cer­tain de­tails of her child­hood. She must have re­cog­nized the broth­er with whom she grew up … and that re­col­lec­tion cost her her life.” And he ad­ded, “Mad! But all those people were mad. … The moth­er was mad. … The fath­er a dip­so­ma­ni­ac. … Al­ten­heim a reg­u­lar brute beast. … Isilda, a poor in­no­cent. … As for the oth­er, the mur­der­er, he is the mon­ster, the crazy lun­at­ic. …”

			“Crazy? Do you think so, gov­ernor?”

			“Yes, crazy! With flashes of geni­us, of dev­il­ish cun­ning and in­tu­ition, but a crack­brained fool, a mad­man, like all that Malreich fam­ily. Only mad­men kill and es­pe­cially mad­men of his stamp. For, after all …”

			He in­ter­rup­ted him­self; and his face un­der­went so great a change that Doudeville was struck by it:

			“What’s the mat­ter, gov­ernor?”

			“Look.”

			A man had entered and hung his hat—a soft, black felt hat—on a peg. He sat down at a little table, ex­amined the bill of fare which a waiter brought him, gave his or­der and waited mo­tion­less, with his body stiff and erect and his two arms crossed over the table­cloth.

			And Lupin saw him full-face.

			He had a lean, hard vis­age, ab­so­lutely smooth and pierced with two sock­ets in the depths of which ap­peared a pair of steel-gray eyes. The skin seemed stretched from bone to bone, like a sheet of parch­ment, so stiff and so thick that not a hair could have pen­et­rated through it.

			And the face was dis­mal and dull. No ex­pres­sion en­livened it. No thought seemed to abide un­der that ivory fore­head; and the eye­lids, en­tirely devoid of lashes, nev­er flickered, which gave the eyes the fixed look of the eyes in a statue.

			Lupin beckoned to one of the waiters:

			“Who is that gen­tle­man?”

			“The one eat­ing his lunch over there?”

			“Yes.”

			“He is a cus­tom­er. He comes here two or three times a week.”

			“Can you tell me his name?”

			“Why, yes … Le­on Massier.”

			“Oh!” blur­ted Lupin, very ex­citedly. “L. M … the same two let­ters … could it be Louis de Malreich?”

			He watched him eagerly. In­deed, the man’s ap­pear­ance agreed with Lupin’s con­jec­tures, with what he knew of him and of his hideous mode of ex­ist­ence. But what puzzled him was that look of death about him: where he an­ti­cip­ated life and fire, where he would have ex­pec­ted to find the tor­ment, the dis­order, the vi­ol­ent fa­cial dis­tor­tion of the great ac­cursed, he be­held sheer im­pass­ive­ness.

			He asked the waiter:

			“What does he do?”

			“I really can’t say. He’s a rum cove … He’s al­ways quite alone. … He nev­er talks to any­body … We here don’t even know the sound of his voice. … He points his fin­ger at the dishes on the bill of fare which he wants. … He has fin­ished in twenty minutes; then he pays and goes. …”

			“And he comes back again?”

			“Every three or four days. He’s not reg­u­lar.”

			“It’s he, it can­not be any­one else,” said Lupin to him­self. “It’s Malreich. There he is … breath­ing … at four steps from me. There are the hands that kill. There is the brain that gloats upon the smell of blood. There is the mon­ster, the vam­pire! …”

			And, yet, was it pos­sible? Lupin had ended by look­ing upon Malreich as so fant­ast­ic a be­ing that he was dis­con­cer­ted at see­ing him in the flesh, com­ing, go­ing, mov­ing. He could not ex­plain to him­self how the man could eat bread and meat like oth­er men, drink beer like any­one else: this man whom he had pic­tured as a foul beast, feed­ing on live flesh and suck­ing the blood of his vic­tims.

			“Come away, Doudeville.”

			“What’s the mat­ter with you, gov­ernor? You look quite white!”

			“I want air. Come out.”

			Out­side, he drew a deep breath, wiped the per­spir­a­tion from his fore­head and muttered:

			“That’s bet­ter. I was stifling.” And, mas­ter­ing him­self, he ad­ded, “Now we must play our game cau­tiously and not lose sight of his tracks.”

			“Hadn’t we bet­ter sep­ar­ate, gov­ernor? Our man saw us to­geth­er. He will take less no­tice of us singly.”

			“Did he see us?” said Lupin, pens­ively. “He seems to me to see noth­ing, to hear noth­ing and to look at noth­ing. What a be­wil­der­ing spe­ci­men!”

			And, in fact, ten minutes later, Le­on Massier ap­peared and walked away, without even look­ing to see if he was fol­lowed. He had lit a ci­gar­ette and smoked, with one of his hands be­hind his back, strolling along like a saunter­er en­joy­ing the sun­shine and the fresh air and nev­er sus­pect­ing that his move­ments could pos­sibly be watched.

			He passed through the tollgates, skir­ted the for­ti­fic­a­tions, went out again through the Porte Cham­per­ret and re­traced his steps along the Route de la Re­volte.

			Would he enter the build­ings at No. 3? Lupin eagerly hoped that he would, for that would have been a cer­tain proof of his com­pli­city with the Al­ten­heim gang; but the man turned round and made for the Rue Dela­ize­ment, which he fol­lowed un­til he passed the Ve­lo­drome Buf­falo.

			On the left, op­pos­ite the cyc­ling-track, between the pub­lic ten­nis-court and the booths that line the Rue Dela­ize­ment, stood a small de­tached villa, sur­roun­ded by a scanty garden. Le­on Massier stopped, took out his keys, opened first the gate of the garden and then the door of the house and dis­ap­peared.

			Lupin crept for­ward cau­tiously. He at once no­ticed that the block in the Route de la Re­volte stretched back as far as the garden-wall. Com­ing still near­er, he saw that the wall was very high and that a coach-house res­ted against it at the bot­tom of the garden. The po­s­i­tion of the build­ings was such as to give him the cer­tainty that his coach-house stood back to back with the coach-house in the in­ner yard of No. 3, which served as a lum­ber-room for the Broker.

			Le­on Massier, there­fore, oc­cu­pied a house ad­join­ing the place in which the sev­en mem­bers of the Al­ten­heim gang held their meet­ings. Con­sequently, Le­on Massier was, in point of fact, the su­preme lead­er who com­manded that gang; and there was evid­ently a pas­sage between the two coach-houses through which he com­mu­nic­ated with his fol­low­ers.

			“I was right,” said Lupin. “Le­on Massier and Louis de Malreich are one and the same man. The situ­ation is much sim­pler than it was.”

			“There is no doubt about that,” said Doudeville, “and everything will be settled in a few days.”

			“That is to say, I shall have been stabbed in the throat.”

			“What are you say­ing, gov­ernor? There’s an idea!”

			“Pooh, who knows? I have al­ways had a presen­ti­ment that that mon­ster would bring me ill-luck.”

			

			Thence­forth it be­came a mat­ter of watch­ing Malreich’s life in such a way that none of his move­ments went un­ob­served. This life was of the oddest, if one could be­lieve the people of the neigh­bor­hood whom Doudeville ques­tioned. “The bloke from the villa,” as they called him, had been liv­ing there for a few months only. He saw and re­ceived nobody. He was not known to keep a ser­vant of any kind. And the win­dows, though they were left wide open, even at night, al­ways re­mained dark and were nev­er lit with the glow of a lamp or candle.

			Moreover, Le­on Massier most of­ten went out at the close of day and did not come in again un­til very late … at dawn, said people who had come upon him at sun­rise.

			“And does any­one know what he does?” asked Lupin of his com­pan­ion, when they next met.

			“No, he leads an ab­so­lutely ir­reg­u­lar ex­ist­ence. He some­times dis­ap­pears for sev­er­al days to­geth­er … or, rather, he re­mains in­doors. When all is said, nobody knows any­thing.”

			“Well, we shall know; and that soon.”

			He was wrong. After a week of con­tinu­ous ef­forts and in­vest­ig­a­tions, he had learnt no more than be­fore about that strange in­di­vidu­al. The ex­traordin­ary thing that con­stantly happened was this, that, sud­denly, while Lupin was fol­low­ing him, the man, who was am­bling with short steps along the streets, without ever turn­ing round or ever stop­ping, the man would van­ish as if by a mir­acle. True, he some­times went through houses with two en­trances. But, at oth­er times, he seemed to fade away in the midst of the crowd, like a ghost. And Lupin was left be­hind, pet­ri­fied, astoun­ded, filled with rage and con­fu­sion.

			He at once hur­ried to the Rue Dela­ize­ment and stood on guard out­side the villa. Minutes fol­lowed upon minutes, half-hour upon half-hour. A part of the night slipped away. Then, sud­denly, the mys­ter­i­ous man hove in sight. What could he have been do­ing?

			

			“An ex­press mes­sage for you, gov­ernor,” said Doudeville, at eight o’clock one even­ing, as he joined him in the Rue Dela­ize­ment.

			Lupin opened the en­vel­ope. Mrs. Kes­sel­bach im­plored him to come to her aid. It ap­peared that two men had taken up their stand un­der her win­dows, at night, and one of them had said:

			“What luck, we’ve dazzled them com­pletely this time! So it’s un­der­stood; we shall strike the blow to­night.”

			Mrs. Kes­sel­bach thereupon went down­stairs and dis­covered that the shut­ter in the pantry did not fasten, or, at least, that it could be opened from the out­side.

			“At last,” said Lupin, “it’s the en­emy him­self who of­fers to give battle. That’s a good thing! I am tired of march­ing up and down un­der Malreich’s win­dows.”

			“Is he there at this mo­ment?”

			“No, he played me one of his tricks again in Par­is, just as I was about to play him one of mine. But, first of all, listen to me, Doudeville. Go and col­lect ten of our men and bring them to the Rue des Vignes. Look here, bring Marco and Jérôme, the mes­sen­ger. I have giv­en them a hol­i­day since the busi­ness at the Palace Hotel: let them come this time. Daddy Char­o­lais and his son ought to be mount­ing guard by now. Make your ar­range­ments with them, and at half-past el­ev­en, come and join me at the corner of the Rue des Vignes and the Rue Rayn­ou­ard. From there we will watch the house.”

			Doudeville went away. Lupin waited for an hour longer, un­til that quiet thor­ough­fare, the Rue Dela­ize­ment, was quite deser­ted, and then, see­ing that Le­on Massier did not re­turn, he made up his mind and went up to the villa.

			There was no one in sight. … He took a run and jumped on the stone ledge that sup­por­ted the rail­ings of the garden. A few minutes later, he was in­side.

			His plan was to force the door of the house and search the rooms in or­der to find the Em­per­or’s let­ters which Malreich had stolen from Veldenz. But he thought a vis­it to the coach-house of more im­me­di­ate im­port­ance.

			He was much sur­prised to see that it was open and, next, to find, by the light of his elec­tric lan­tern, that it was ab­so­lutely empty and that there was no door in the back wall. He hunted about for a long time, but met with no more suc­cess. Out­side, how­ever, he saw a lad­der stand­ing against the coach-house and ob­vi­ously serving as a means of reach­ing a sort of loft con­trived un­der the slate roof.

			The loft was blocked with old pack­ing-cases, trusses of straw and garden­er’s frames, or rather it seemed to be blocked, for he very soon dis­covered a gang­way that took him to the wall. Here, he knocked up against a cu­cum­ber-frame, which he tried to move. Fail­ing to ef­fect his pur­pose, he ex­amined the frame more closely and found, first, that it was fixed to the wall and, secondly, that one of the panes was miss­ing. He passed his arm through and en­countered space. He cast the bright light of the lan­tern through the aper­ture and saw a big shed, a coach-house lar­ger than that of the villa and filled with old iron­work and ob­jects of every kind.

			“That’s it,” said Lupin to him­self. “This win­dow has been con­trived in the Broker’s lum­ber-room, right up at the top, and from here Louis de Malreich sees, hears and watches his ac­com­plices, without be­ing seen or heard by them. I now un­der­stand how it is that they do not know their lead­er.”

			Hav­ing found out what he wanted, he put out his light and was on the point of leav­ing, when a door opened op­pos­ite him, down be­low. Someone came in and lit a lamp. He re­cog­nized the Broker. He thereupon re­solved to stay where he was, since the ex­ped­i­tion, after all, could not be done so long as that man was there.

			The Broker took two re­volvers from his pock­et. He tested the trig­gers and changed the cart­ridges, whist­ling a mu­sic-hall tune as he did so.

			An hour elapsed in this way. Lupin was be­gin­ning to grow rest­less, without, how­ever, mak­ing up his mind to go.

			More minutes passed, half an hour, an hour. …

			At last, the man said aloud:

			“Come in.”

			One of the scoun­drels slipped in­to the shed; and, one after the oth­er, a third ar­rived and a fourth. …

			“We are all here,” said the Broker. “Dieud­onne and Chubby will meet us down there. Come, we’ve no time to lose. … Are you armed?”

			“To the teeth.”

			“That’s all right. It’ll be hot work.”

			“How do you know, Broker?”

			“I’ve seen the chief. … When I say that I’ve seen him, no … but he spoke to me. …”

			“Yes,” said one of the men, “in the dark, at a street-corner, as usu­al. Ah, Al­ten­heim’s ways were bet­ter than that. At least, one knew what one was do­ing.”

			“And don’t you know?” re­tor­ted the Broker. “We’re break­ing in at the Kes­sel­bach wo­man’s.”

			“And what about the two watch­ers? The two coves whom Lupin pos­ted there?”

			“That’s their lookout: there’s sev­en of us. They had bet­ter give us as little trouble as pos­sible.”

			“What about the Kes­sel­bach?”

			“Gag her first, then bind her and bring her here. … There, on that old sofa. … And then wait for or­ders.”

			“Is the job well paid?”

			“The Kes­sel­bach’s jew­els to be­gin with.”

			“Yes, if it comes off … but I’m speak­ing of the cer­tainty.”

			“Three hun­dred-franc notes apiece, be­fore­hand, and twice as much again af­ter­wards.”

			“Have you the money?”

			“Yes.”

			“That’s all right. You can say what you like, but, as far as pay­ing goes, there’s no one to equal that bloke.” And, in a voice so low that Lupin could hardly hear, “I say, Broker, if we’re ob­liged to use the knife, is there a re­ward?”

			“The same as usu­al, two thou­sand.”

			“If it’s Lupin?”

			“Three thou­sand.”

			“Oh, if we could only get him!”

			One after the oth­er, they left the lum­ber-room. Lupin heard the Broker’s part­ing words:

			“This is the plan of at­tack. We di­vide in­to three lots. A whistle; and every­one runs for­ward. …”

			Lupin hur­riedly left his hid­ing-place, went down the lad­der, ran round the house, without go­ing in, and climbed back over the rail­ings:

			“The Broker’s right; it’ll be hot work. … Ah, it’s my skin they’re after! A re­ward for Lupin! The ras­cals!”

			He passed through the tollgate and jumped in­to a taxi:

			“Rue Rayn­ou­ard.”

			He stopped the cab at two hun­dred yards from the Rue des Vignes and walked to the corner of the two streets. To his great sur­prise, Doudeville was not there.

			“That’s funny,” said Lupin. “It’s past twelve. … This busi­ness looks sus­pi­cious to me.”

			He waited ten minutes, twenty minutes. At half-past twelve, nobody had ar­rived. Fur­ther delay was dan­ger­ous. After all, if Doudeville and his men were pre­ven­ted from com­ing, Char­o­lais, his son and he, Lupin, him­self were enough to re­pel the at­tack, without count­ing the as­sist­ance of the ser­vants.

			He there­fore went ahead. But he caught sight of two men who tried to hide in the shad­ow of a corner wall.

			“Hang it!” he said. “That’s the van­guard of the gang, Dieud­onne and Chubby. I’ve al­lowed my­self to be out­dis­tanced, like a fool.”

			Here he lost more time. Should he go straight up to them, dis­able them and then climb in­to the house through the pantry-win­dow, which he knew to be un­locked? That would be the most prudent course and would en­able him, moreover, to take Mrs. Kes­sel­bach away at once and to re­move her to a place of safety.

			Yes, but it also meant the fail­ure of his plan; it meant miss­ing this glor­i­ous op­por­tun­ity of trap­ping the whole gang, in­clud­ing Louis de Malreich him­self, without doubt.

			Sud­denly a whistle soun­ded from some­where on the oth­er side of the house. Was it the rest of the gang, so soon? And was an of­fens­ive move­ment to be made from the garden?

			But, at the pre­con­cer­ted sig­nal, the two men climbed through the win­dow and dis­ap­peared from view.

			Lupin scaled the bal­cony at a bound and jumped in­to the pantry. By the sound of their foot­steps, he judged that the as­sail­ants had gone in­to the garden; and the sound was so dis­tinct that he felt easy in his mind: Char­o­lais and his son could not fail to hear the noise.

			He there­fore went up­stairs. Mrs. Kes­sel­bach’s bed­room was on the first land­ing. He walked in without knock­ing.

			A night-light was burn­ing in the room; and he saw Dolores, on a sofa, faint­ing. He ran up to her, lif­ted her and, in a voice of com­mand, for­cing her to an­swer:

			“Listen. … Char­o­lais? His son … Where are they?”

			She stammered:

			“Why, what do you mean? … They’re gone, of course! …”

			“What, gone?”

			“You sent me word … an hour ago … a tele­phone-mes­sage. …”

			He picked up a piece of blue pa­per ly­ing be­side her and read:

			
				“Send the two watch­ers away at once … and all my men. … Tell them to meet me at the Grand Hotel. Have no fear.”

			

			“Thun­der! And you be­lieved it? … But your ser­vants?”

			“Gone.”

			He went up to the win­dow. Out­side, three men were com­ing from the oth­er end of the garden.

			From the win­dow in the next room, which looked out on the street, he saw two oth­ers, on the pave­ment.

			And he thought of Dieud­onne, of Chubby, of Louis de Malreich, above all, who must now be prowl­ing around, in­vis­ible and for­mid­able.

			“Hang it!” he muttered. “I half be­lieve they’ve done me this time!”

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				The Man in Black

			
			At that mo­ment, Arsène Lupin felt the im­pres­sion, the cer­tainty, that he had been drawn in­to an am­bush, by means which he had not the time to per­ceive, but of which he guessed the prodi­gious skill and ad­dress. Everything had been cal­cu­lated, everything or­dained; the dis­missal of his men, the dis­ap­pear­ance or treach­ery of the ser­vants, his own pres­ence in Mrs. Kes­sel­bach’s house.

			Clearly, the whole thing had suc­ceeded, ex­actly as the en­emy wished, thanks to cir­cum­stances al­most mi­ra­cu­lously for­tu­nate; for, after all, he might have ar­rived be­fore the false mes­sage had sent his friends away. But then there would have been a battle between his own gang and the Al­ten­heim gang. And Lupin, re­mem­ber­ing Malreich’s con­duct, the murder of Al­ten­heim, the pois­on­ing of the mad girl at Veldenz, Lupin asked him­self wheth­er the am­bush was aimed at him alone or wheth­er Malreich had not con­tem­plated the pos­sib­il­ity of a gen­er­al scuffle, in­volving the killing of ac­com­plices who had by this time be­come irk­some to him.

			It was an in­tu­ition, rather, a fleet­ing idea, that just passed through his mind. The hour was one for ac­tion. He must de­fend Dolores, the ab­duc­tion of whom was, in all like­li­hood, the first and fore­most reas­on of the at­tack.

			He half-opened the case­ment win­dow on the street and lev­elled his re­volver. A shot, rous­ing and alarm­ing the neigh­bor­hood, and the scoun­drels would take to their heels.

			“Well, no,” he muttered, “no! It shall not be said that I shirked the fight. The op­por­tun­ity is too good. … And, then, who says that they would run away! … There are too many of them to care about the neigh­bors.”

			He re­turned to Dolores’ room. There was a noise down­stairs. He listened and, find­ing that it came from the stair­case, he locked the door.

			Dolores was cry­ing and throw­ing her­self about the sofa.

			He im­plored her:

			“Are you strong enough? We are on the first floor. I could help you down. We can lower the sheets from the win­dow. …”

			“No, no, don’t leave me. … I am frightened. … I haven’t the strength … they will kill me. … Oh, pro­tect me!”

			He took her in his arms and car­ried her to the next room. And, bend­ing over her:

			“Don’t move; and keep calm. I swear to you that not one of those men shall touch you, as long as I am alive.”

			The door of the first room was tried. Dolores, cling­ing to him with all her might, cried:

			“Oh, there they are! There they are! … They will kill you … you are alone! …”

			Eagerly, he said:

			“No, I am not alone. … You are here. … You are here be­side me. …”

			He tried to re­lease him­self. She took his head in her two hands, looked him deep in the eyes and whispered:

			“Where are you go­ing? What are you go­ing to do? No … you must not die. … I won’t have it … you must live … you must.”

			She stammered words which he did not catch and which she seemed to stifle between her lips lest he should hear them; and, hav­ing spent all her en­ergy, ex­hausted, she fell back un­con­scious.

			He leant over her and gazed at her for a mo­ment. Softly, lightly, he pressed a kiss upon her hair.

			Then he went back to the first room, care­fully closed the door between the two and switched on the elec­tric light.

			“One second, my lads!” he cried. “You seem in a great hurry to get yourselves smashed to pieces! … Don’t you know that Lupin’s here? I’ll make you dance!”

			While speak­ing, he un­fol­ded a screen in such a way as to hide the sofa on which Mrs. Kes­sel­bach had been ly­ing; and he now spread dresses and cov­er­ings over it. The door was on the point of giv­ing way un­der the blows of the men out­side.

			“Here I am! Com­ing! Are you ready? Now, gen­tle­men, one at a time! …”

			He briskly turned the key and drew the bolt.

			Shouts, threats, a roar of in­furi­ated an­im­als came through the open door­way.

			Yet none of them dared come for­ward. Be­fore rush­ing at Lupin, they hes­it­ated, seized with alarm, with fear. …

			This was what he had reckoned on.

			Stand­ing in the middle of the room, full in the light, with out­stretched arm, he held between his fin­gers a sheaf of bank­notes, which he di­vided, count­ing them one by one, in­to sev­en equal shares. And he calmly said:

			“Three thou­sand francs’ re­ward for each of you, if Lupin is sent to his last ac­count? That’s what you were prom­ised, isn’t it? Here’s double the money!”

			He laid the bundles on the table, with­in reach of the scoun­drels.

			The Broker roared:

			“Hum­bug! He’s try­ing to gain time. Shoot him down!”

			He raised his arm. His com­pan­ions held him back.

			And Lupin con­tin­ued:

			“Of course, this need not af­fect your plan of cam­paign. You came here, first, to kid­nap Mrs. Kes­sel­bach and, secondly, to lay hands on her jew­els. Far be it from me to in­ter­fere with your laud­able in­ten­tions!”

			“Look here, what are you driv­ing at?” growled the Broker, listen­ing in spite of him­self.

			“Aha, Broker, I’m be­gin­ning to in­terest you, am I? … Come in, old chap. … Come in, all of you. … There’s a draught at the top of those stairs … and such pretty fel­lows as you mustn’t run the risk of catch­ing cold. … What, are we afraid? Why, I’m all by my­self! … Come, pull yourselves to­geth­er, my lambs!”

			They entered the room, puzzled and sus­pi­cious.

			“Shut the door, Broker … we shall be more com­fort­able. Thanks, old man. Oh, by the way, I see the notes are gone. There­fore we’re agreed. How easy it is for hon­est men to come to terms!”

			“Well … and next?”

			“Next? Well, as we’re part­ners …”

			“Part­ners?”

			“Why, haven’t you ac­cep­ted my money? We’re work­ing to­geth­er, old man, and we will carry off the young wo­man to­geth­er first and carry off the jew­els after.”

			The Broker grinned:

			“Don’t want you for that.”

			“Yes, you do, old man.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause you don’t know where the jew­els are hid­den and I do.”

			“We’ll find out.”

			“To­mor­row. Not to­night.”

			“Well, let’s hear. What do you want?”

			“My share of the jew­els.”

			“Why didn’t you take the lot, as you know where they are?”

			“Can’t get at them by my­self. There’s a way of do­ing it, but I don’t know it. You’re here, so I’m mak­ing use of you.”

			The Broker hes­it­ated:

			“Share the jew­els. … Share the jew­els. … A few bits of glass and brass, most likely. …”

			“You fool! … There’s more than a mil­lion’s worth.”

			The men quivered un­der the im­pres­sion made upon them.

			“Very well,” said the Broker. “But sup­pose the Kes­sel­bach gets away? She’s in the next room, isn’t she?”

			“No, she’s in here.”

			Lupin for a mo­ment pulled back one of the leaves of the screen, re­veal­ing the heap of dresses and bed­clothes which he had laid out on the sofa:

			“She’s here, faint­ing. But I shan’t give her up till we’ve di­vided.”

			“Still …”

			“You can take it or leave it. I don’t care if I am alone. You know what I’m good for. So please yourselves. …”

			The men con­sul­ted with one an­oth­er and the Broker said:

			“Where is the hid­ing-place you’re talk­ing of?”

			“Un­der the fire­place. But, when you don’t know the secret, you must first lift up the whole chim­neypiece, look­ing-glass, marble and all in a lump, it seems. It’s no easy job.”

			“Pooh, we’re a smart lot, we are! Just you wait and see. In five minutes …”

			He gave his or­ders and his pals at once set to work with ad­mir­able vig­or and dis­cip­line. Two of them, stand­ing on chairs, tried to lift the mir­ror. The four oth­ers at­tacked the fire­place it­self. The Broker, on his knees, kept his eyes on the hearth and gave the word of com­mand:

			“Cheer­ily, lads! … Al­to­geth­er, if you please! … Look out! … One, two … ah, there, it’s mov­ing! …”

			Stand­ing be­hind them, with his hands in his pock­ets, Lupin watched them af­fec­tion­ately and, at the same time, rev­elled with all his pride, as an artist and mas­ter, in this strik­ing proof of his au­thor­ity, of his might, of the in­cred­ible sway which he wiel­ded over oth­ers. How could those scoun­drels for a second ac­cept that im­prob­able story and lose all sense of things, to the point of re­lin­quish­ing every chance of the fight in his fa­vor?

			He took from his pock­ets two great massive and for­mid­able re­volvers and, calmly, choos­ing the first two men whom he would bring down and the two who would fall next, he aimed as he might have aimed at a pair of tar­gets in a rifle-gal­lery.

			Two shots to­geth­er and two more. …

			Loud yells of pain. … Four men came tum­bling down, one after the oth­er, like dolls at a cock­shy.

			“Four from sev­en leaves three,” said Lupin. “Shall I go on?”

			His arms re­mained out­stretched, lev­elled at the Broker and his two pals.

			“You swine!” growled the Broker, feel­ing for a weapon.

			“Hands up,” cried Lupin, “or I fire! … That’s it. … Now, you two, take away his toys. … If not … !”

			The two scoun­drels, shak­ing with fear, caught hold of their lead­er and com­pelled him to sub­mit.

			“Bind him! … Bind him, con­found it! … What dif­fer­ence does it make to you? … Once I’m gone, you’re all free. … Come along, have you fin­ished? The wrists first … with your belts. … And the ankles. … Hurry up! …”

			The Broker, beaten and dis­abled, made no fur­ther res­ist­ance. While his pals were bind­ing him, Lupin stooped over them and dealt them two ter­rif­ic blows on the head with the butt-end of his re­volver. They sank down in a heap.

			“That’s a good piece of work,” he said, tak­ing breath. “Pity there are not an­oth­er fifty of them. I was just in the mood. … And all so eas­ily done … with a smile on one’s face. … What do you think of it, Broker?”

			The scoun­drel lay curs­ing. Lupin said:

			“Cheer up, old man! Con­sole your­self with the thought that you are help­ing in a good ac­tion, the res­cue of Mrs. Kes­sel­bach. She will thank you in per­son for your gal­lantry.”

			He went to the door of the second room and opened it:

			“What’s this?” he said, stop­ping on the threshold, taken aback, dumb­foun­ded.

			The room was empty.

			He went to the win­dow, saw a lad­der lean­ing against the bal­cony, a tele­scop­ic steel lad­der, and muttered:

			“Kid­napped … kid­napped … Louis de Malreich. … Oh, the vil­lain! …”

			

			He re­flec­ted for a minute, try­ing to mas­ter his an­guish of mind, and said to him­self that, after all, as Mrs. Kes­sel­bach seemed to be in no im­me­di­ate danger, there was no cause for alarm.

			But he was seized with a sud­den fit of rage and flew at the sev­en scoun­drels, gave a kick or two to those of the wounded who stirred, felt for his bank­notes and put them back in his pock­et, then gagged the men’s mouths and tied their hands with any­thing that he could find—blind-cords, cur­tain-loops, blankets and sheets re­duced to strips—and, lastly, laid in a row on the car­pet, in front of the sofa, sev­en bundles of hu­man­ity, packed tight to­geth­er and tied up like so many par­cels:

			“Mum­mies on toast!” he chuckled. “A dainty dish for those who like that sort of thing! … You pack of fools, how does this suit you, eh? There you are, like corpses at the Morgue. … Serves you right for at­tack­ing Lupin, Lupin the pro­tect­or of the wid­ow and orphan! … Are you trem­bling? Quite un­ne­ces­sary, my lambs! Lupin nev­er hurt a fly yet! … Only, Lupin is a de­cent man, he can’t stand ver­min; and the Lupin knows his duty. I ask you, is life pos­sible with a lot of scamps like you about? Think of it: no re­spect for oth­er people’s lives; no re­spect for prop­erty, for laws, for so­ci­ety; no con­science; no any­thing! What are we com­ing to? Lord, what are we com­ing to?”

			Without even tak­ing the trouble to lock them in, he left the room, went down the street and walked un­til he came to his taxi. He sent the driver in search of an­oth­er and brought both cabs back to Mrs. Kes­sel­bach’s house.

			A good tip, paid in ad­vance, avoided all te­di­ous ex­plan­a­tions. With the help of the two men, he car­ried the sev­en pris­on­ers down and plumped them any­how, on one an­oth­er’s knees, in­to the cabs. The wounded men yelled and moaned. He shut the doors, shout­ing:

			“Mind your hands!”

			He got up be­side the driver of the front cab.

			“Where to?” asked the man.

			“36, Quai des Or­fevers: the de­tect­ive-of­fice.”

			The mo­tors throbbed, the drivers star­ted the gear and the strange pro­ces­sion went scoot­ing down the slopes of the Tro­ca­dero.

			In the streets, they passed a few ve­get­able-carts. Men car­ry­ing long poles were turn­ing out the street-lamps.

			There were stars in the sky. A cool breeze was waf­ted through the air.

			Lupin sang aloud:

			The Place de la Con­corde, the Louvre. … In the dis­tance, the dark bulk of Notre Dame. …

			He turned round and half opened the door:

			“Hav­ing a good time, mates? So am I, thank you. It’s a grand night for a drive and the air’s de­li­cious! …”

			They were now bump­ing over the ill-paved quays. And soon they ar­rived at the Pal­ais de Justice and the door of the de­tect­ive-of­fice.

			“Wait here,” said Lupin to the two drivers, “and be sure you look after your sev­en fares.”

			He crossed the out­er yard and went down the pas­sage on the right lead­ing to the rooms of the cent­ral of­fice. He found the night in­spect­ors on duty.

			“A bag, gen­tle­men,” he said, as he entered, “a fine bag too. Is M. Weber here? I am the new com­mis­sary of po­lice for Auteuil.”

			“M. Weber is in his flat. Do you want him sent for?”

			“Just one second. I’m in a hurry. I’ll leave a line for him.”

			He sat down at a table and wrote:

			
				“My dear Weber,

				“I am bring­ing you the sev­en scoun­drels com­pos­ing Al­ten­heim’s gang, the men who killed Gourel (and plenty of oth­ers) and who killed me as well, un­der the name of M. Len­or­mand.

				“That only leaves their lead­er un­ac­coun­ted for. I am go­ing to ef­fect his ar­rest this minute. Come and join me. He lives in the Rue Dela­ize­ment, at Neuilly and goes by the name of Le­on Massier.

				
					
						“Kind re­gards.

						“Yours,

					

					
						“Arsène Lupin,

						“Chief of the De­tect­ive-ser­vice.”

					

				
			

			He sealed the let­ter:

			“Give that to M. Weber. It’s ur­gent. Now I want sev­en men to re­ceive the goods. I left them on the quay.”

			On go­ing back to the tax­is, he was met by a chief in­spect­or:

			“Ah, it’s you M. Le­bœuf!” he said. “I’ve made a fine haul. … The whole of Al­ten­heim’s gang. … They’re there in the tax­icabs.”

			“Where did you find them?”

			“Hard at work kid­nap­ping Mrs. Kes­sel­bach and rob­bing her house. But I’ll tell you all about it when the time comes.”

			The chief in­spect­or took him aside and, with the air of sur­prise:

			“I beg your par­don, mon­sieur, but I was sent for to see the com­mis­sary of po­lice for Auteuil. And I don’t seem to … Whom have I the hon­or of ad­dress­ing?”

			“Some­body who is mak­ing you a hand­some present of sev­en hoo­ligans of the finest qual­ity.”

			“Still, I should like to know. …”

			“My name?”

			“Yes.”

			“Arsène Lupin.”

			He nimbly tripped the chief in­spect­or up, ran to the Rue de Rivoli, jumped in­to a passing tax­icab and drove to the Porte des Ternes.

			The Route de la Re­volte was close by. He went to No. 3.

			

			For all his cool­ness and self-com­mand, Arsène Lupin was un­able to con­trol his ex­cite­ment. Would he find Dolores Kes­sel­bach? Had Louis de Malreich taken her either to his own place or to the Broker’s shed?

			Lupin had taken the key of the shed from the Broker, so that it was easy for him, after ringing and walk­ing across the dif­fer­ent yards, to open the door and enter the lum­ber-shop.

			He switched on his lan­tern and took his bear­ings. A little to the right was the free space in which he had seen the ac­com­plices hold their last con­fab­u­la­tion. On the sofa men­tioned by the Broker he saw a black fig­ure, Dolores lay wrapped in blankets and gagged.

			He helped her up.

			“Ah, it’s you, it’s you!” she stammered. “They haven’t touched you!”

			And, rising and point­ing to the back of the shop:

			“There … he went out that side … I heard him. … I am sure. … You must go … please!”

			“I must get you away first,” he said.

			“No, nev­er mind me … go after him. … I en­treat you. … Strike him!”

			Fear, this time, in­stead of de­ject­ing her, seemed to be giv­ing her un­wonted strength; and she re­peated, with an im­mense long­ing to place her ter­rible en­emy in his power:

			“Go after him first. … I can’t go on liv­ing like this. … You must save me from him. … I can’t go on liv­ing. …”

			He un­fastened her bonds, laid her care­fully on the sofa and said:

			“You are right. … Be­sides, you have noth­ing to fear here. … Wait for me, I shall come back.”

			As he was go­ing away, she caught hold of his hand:

			“But you your­self?”

			“Well?”

			“If that man …”

			It was as though she dreaded for Lupin the great, fi­nal con­test to which she was ex­pos­ing him and as though, at the last mo­ment, she would have been glad to hold him back.

			He said:

			“Thank you, have no fear. What have I to be afraid of? He is alone.”

			And, leav­ing her, he went to the back of the shed. As he ex­pec­ted, he found a lad­der stand­ing against the wall which brought him to the level of the little win­dow through which he had watched the scoun­drels hold their meet­ing. It was the way by which Malreich had re­turned to his house in the Rue Dela­ize­ment.

			He, there­fore, took the same road, just as he had done a few hours earli­er, climbed in­to the loft of the oth­er coach-house and down in­to the garden. He found him­self at the back of the villa oc­cu­pied by Malreich.

			Strange to say, he did not doubt, for a mo­ment that Malreich was there. He would meet him in­ev­it­ably; the for­mid­able battle which they were wa­ging against each oth­er was near­ing its end. A few minutes more and, one way or an­oth­er, all would be over.

			He was amazed, on grasp­ing the handle of a door, to find that the handle turned and the door opened un­der his pres­sure. The villa was not even locked.

			He passed through a kit­chen, a hall and up a stair­case; and he walked de­lib­er­ately, without seek­ing to deaden the sound of his foot­steps.

			On the land­ing, he stopped. The per­spir­a­tion streamed from his fore­head; and his temples throbbed un­der the rush of his blood. Nev­er­the­less, he re­mained calm, mas­ter of him­self and con­scious of his least thoughts. He laid two re­volvers on a stair:

			“No weapons,” he said to him­self. “My hands only, just the ef­fort of my two hands. … That’s quite enough. … That will be bet­ter. …”

			Op­pos­ite him were three doors. He chose the middle one, turned the handle and en­countered no obstacle. He went in. There was no light in the room, but the rays of the night entered through the wide-open win­dow and, amid the dark­ness, he saw the sheets and the white cur­tains of the bed.

			And some­body was stand­ing be­side it.

			He sav­agely cast the gleam of his lan­tern upon that form.

			Malreich!

			The pal­lid face of Malreich, his dim eyes, his ca­da­ver­ous cheekbones, his scraggy neck. …

			And all this stood mo­tion­less, op­pos­ite him, at five steps’ dis­tance; and he could not have said wheth­er that dull face, that death-face, ex­pressed the least ter­ror or even a grain of anxi­ety.

			Lupin took a step for­ward … and a second … and a third. …

			The man did not move.

			Did he see? Did he un­der­stand? It was as though the man’s eyes were gaz­ing in­to space and that he thought him­self pos­sessed by an hal­lu­cin­a­tion, rather than look­ing upon a real im­age.

			One more step. …

			“He will de­fend him­self,” thought Lupin, “he is bound to de­fend him­self.”

			And Lupin thrust out his arms.

			The man did not make a move­ment. He did not re­treat; his eye­lids did not blink.

			The con­tact took place.

			And it was Lupin, scared and be­wildered, who lost his head. He knocked the man back upon his bed, stretched him at full length, rolled him in the sheets, bound him in the blankets and held him un­der his knee, like a prey … where­as the man had not made the slight­est move­ment of res­ist­ance.

			“Ah!” shouted Lupin, drunk with de­light and sat­is­fied hatred. “At last I have crushed you, you odi­ous brute! At last I am the mas­ter!”

			He heard a noise out­side, in the Rue Dela­ize­ment; men knock­ing at the gate. He ran to the win­dow and cried:

			“Is that you, Weber? Already? Well done! You are a mod­el ser­vant! Break down the gate, old chap, and come up here; de­lighted to see you!”

			In a few minutes, he searched his pris­on­er’s clothes, got hold of his pock­et­book, cleared the pa­pers out of the draw­ers of the desk and the dav­en­port, flung them on the table and went through them.

			He gave a shout of joy: the bundle of let­ters was there, the fam­ous bundle of let­ters which he had prom­ised to re­store to the Em­per­or.

			He put back the pa­pers in their place and went to the win­dow:

			“It’s all fin­ished, Weber! You can come in! You will find Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s mur­der­er in his bed, all ready tied up. … Good­bye, Weber!”

			And Lupin, tear­ing down the stairs, ran to the coach-house and went back to Dolores Kes­sel­bach, while Weber was break­ing in­to the villa.

			Single-handed, he had ar­res­ted Al­ten­heim’s sev­en com­pan­ions!

			And he had de­livered to justice the mys­ter­i­ous lead­er of the gang, the in­fam­ous mon­ster, Louis de Malreich!

			

			A young man sat writ­ing at a table on a wide wooden bal­cony.

			From time to time, he raised his head and cast a vague glance to­ward the ho­ri­zon of hills, where the trees, stripped by the au­tumn, were shed­ding their last leaves over the red roofs of the vil­las and the lawns of the gar­dens. Then he went on writ­ing.

			Presently he took up his pa­per and read aloud:

			
				
					Nos jours s’en vont à la dérive,
					

					Comme em­portés par un cour­ant
					

					Qui les pousse vers une rive
					

					Où l’on n’abor­de qu’en mour­ant.10
				

			

			“Not so bad,” said a voice be­hind him. “Mme. Am­able Tastu might have writ­ten that, or Mrs. Fe­li­cia Hem­ans. How­ever, we can’t all be Byrons or Lamartines!”

			“You! … You! …” stammered the young man, in dis­may.

			“Yes, I, poet, I my­self, Arsène Lupin come to see his dear friend Pierre Le­duc.”

			Pierre Le­duc began to shake, as though shiv­er­ing with fever. He asked, in a low voice:

			“Has the hour come?”

			“Yes, my dear Pierre Le­duc: the hour has come for you to give up, or rather to in­ter­rupt the slack poet’s life which you have been lead­ing for months at the feet of Geneviève Ernemont and Mrs. Kes­sel­bach and to per­form the part which I have al­lot­ted to you in my play … oh, a fine play, I as­sure you, thor­oughly well-con­struc­ted, ac­cord­ing to all the can­ons of art, with top notes, com­ic re­lief and gnash­ing of teeth galore! We have reached the fifth act; the grand fi­nale is at hand; and you, Pierre Le­duc, are the hero. There’s fame for you!”

			The young man rose from his seat:

			“And sup­pose I re­fuse?”

			“Idi­ot!”

			“Yes, sup­pose I re­fuse? After all, what ob­liges me to sub­mit to your will? What ob­liges me to ac­cept a part which I do not know, but which I loathe in ad­vance and feel ashamed of?”

			“Idi­ot!” re­peated Lupin.

			And for­cing Pierre Le­duc back in­to his chair, he sat down be­side him and, in the gentlest of voices:

			“You quite for­get, my dear young man, that you are not Pierre Le­duc, but Gérard Baupré. That you bear the beau­ti­ful name of Pierre Le­duc is due to the fact that you, Gérard Baupré, killed Pierre Le­duc and robbed him of his in­di­vidu­al­ity.”

			The young man bounded with in­dig­na­tion:

			“You are mad! You know as well as I do that you con­ceived the whole plot. …”

			“Yes, I know that, of course; but the law doesn’t know it; and what will the law say when I come for­ward with proof that the real Pierre Le­duc died a vi­ol­ent death and that you have taken his place?”

			The young man, over­whelmed with con­sterna­tion, stammered:

			“No one will be­lieve you. … Why should I have done that? With what ob­ject?”

			“Idi­ot! The ob­ject is so self-evid­ent that Weber him­self could have per­ceived it. You lie when you say that you will not ac­cept a part which you do not know. You know your part quite well. It is the part which Pierre Le­duc would have played were he not dead.”

			“But Pierre Le­duc, to me, to every­body, was only a name. Who was he? Who am I?”

			“What dif­fer­ence can that make to you?”

			“I want to know. I want to know what I am do­ing!”

			“And, if you know, will you go straight ahead?”

			“Yes, if the ob­ject of which you speak is worth it.”

			“If it were not, do you think I would take all this trouble?”

			“Who am I? Whatever my des­tiny, you may be sure that I shall prove worthy of it. But I want to know. Who am I?”

			Arsène Lupin took off his hat, bowed and said: “Her­mann IV, Grand-duke of Zweibruck­en-Veldenz, Prince of Berncastel, Elect­or of Treves and lord of all sorts of places.”

			

			Three days later, Arsène Lupin took Mrs. Kes­sel­bach away in a mo­tor­car in the dir­ec­tion of the fron­ti­er. The jour­ney was ac­com­plished in si­lence, Lupin re­membered with emo­tion Dolores’s ter­ri­fied con­duct and the words which she spoke in the house in the Rue des Vignes, when he was about to de­fend her against Al­ten­heim’s ac­com­plices. And she must have re­membered also, for she re­mained em­bar­rassed and evid­ently per­turbed in his pres­ence.

			In the even­ing they reached a small castle, all covered with creep­ers and flowers, roofed with an enorm­ous slate cap and stand­ing in a large garden full of an­ces­tral trees.

			Here Mrs. Kes­sel­bach found Geneviève already in­stalled, after a vis­it to the neigh­bor­ing town, where she had en­gaged a staff of ser­vants from among the coun­try-people.

			“This will be your res­id­ence, ma­dame,” said Lupin. “You are at Brug­gen Castle. You will be quite safe here, while wait­ing the out­come of these events. I have writ­ten to Pierre Le­duc and he will be your guest from to­mor­row.”

			He star­ted off again at once, drove to Veldenz and handed over to Count von Wal­de­mar the fam­ous let­ters which he had re­cap­tured:

			“You know my con­di­tions, my dear Wal­de­mar,” said Lupin. “The first and most im­port­ant thing is to re­store the House of Zweibruck­en-Veldenz and to re­in­state the Grand-duke Her­mann IV, in the grand-duchy.”

			“I shall open ne­go­ti­ations with the Coun­cil of Re­gency today. Ac­cord­ing to my in­form­a­tion, it will not be a dif­fi­cult mat­ter. But this Grand-duke Her­mann. …”

			“His Roy­al High­ness is at present stay­ing at Brug­gen Castle, un­der the name of Pierre Le­duc. I will sup­ply all the ne­ces­sary proofs of his iden­tity.”

			That same even­ing, Lupin took the road back to Par­is, with the in­ten­tion of act­ively hur­ry­ing on the tri­al of Malreich and the sev­en scoun­drels.

			

			It would be wear­i­some to re­capit­u­late the story of the case: the facts, down to the smal­lest de­tails, are in the memory of one and all. It was one of those sen­sa­tion­al events which still form a sub­ject of con­ver­sa­tion and dis­cus­sion among the weath­er-beaten laborers in the re­motest vil­lages.

			But what I wish to re­call is the enorm­ous part played by Lupin in the con­duct of the case and in the in­cid­ents ap­per­tain­ing to the pre­lim­in­ary in­quiry. As a mat­ter of fact, it was he who man­aged the in­quiry. From the very start, he took the place of the au­thor­it­ies, or­der­ing po­lice-searches, dir­ect­ing the meas­ures to be taken, pre­scrib­ing the ques­tions to be put to the pris­on­ers, as­sum­ing the re­spons­ib­il­ity for everything.

			We can all re­mem­ber the uni­ver­sal amazement when, morn­ing after morn­ing, we read in the pa­pers those let­ters, so ir­res­ist­ible in their mas­terly lo­gic, signed, by turns:

			“Arsène Lupin, Ex­amin­ing-ma­gis­trate.”

			“Arsène Lupin, Pub­lic Pro­sec­utor.”

			“Arsène Lupin, Min­is­ter of Justice.”

			“Arsène Lupin, Cop­per.”

			He flung him­self in­to the busi­ness with a spir­it, an ar­dor, a vi­ol­ence, even, that was as­ton­ish­ing in one usu­ally so full of light­hearted chaff and, when all was said, so nat­ur­ally dis­posed by tem­pera­ment to dis­play a cer­tain pro­fes­sion­al in­dul­gence.

			No, this time he was promp­ted by hatred.

			He hated Louis de Malreich, that bloodthirsty scoun­drel, that foul brute, of whom he had al­ways been afraid and who, even beaten, even in pris­on, still gave him that sen­sa­tion of dread and re­pug­nance which one feels at the sight of a rep­tile.

			Be­sides, had not Malreich had the au­da­city to per­se­cute Dolores?

			“He has played and lost,” said Lupin. “He shall pay for it with his head.”

			That was what he wanted for his ter­rible en­emy: the scaf­fold, the bleak, dull morn­ing when the blade of the guil­lot­ine slides down and kills. …

			It was a strange pris­on­er whom the ex­amin­ing-ma­gis­trate ques­tioned for months on end between the four walls of his room, a strange fig­ure, that bony man, with the skel­et­on face and the life­less eyes!

			He seemed quite out of him­self. His thoughts were not there, but else­where. And he cared so little about an­swer­ing!

			“My name is Le­on Massier.”

			That was the one sen­tence to which he con­fined him­self.

			And Lupin re­tor­ted.

			“You lie. Le­on Massier, born at Peri­gueux, left fath­er­less at the age of ten, died sev­en years ago. You took his pa­pers. But you for­got his death-cer­ti­fic­ate. Here it is.”

			And Lupin sent a copy of the doc­u­ment to the pub­lic pro­sec­utor.

			“I am Le­on Massier,” de­clared the pris­on­er, once again.

			“You lie,” replied Lupin. “You are Louis de Malreich, the last sur­viv­ing des­cend­ant of a small French noble who settled in Ger­many in the eight­eenth cen­tury. You had a broth­er who called him­self Par­bury, Ribeira and Al­ten­heim, by turns: you killed your broth­er. You had a sis­ter, Isilda de Malreich: you killed your sis­ter.”

			“I am Le­on Massier.”

			“You lie. You are Malreich. Here is your birth-cer­ti­fic­ate. Here are your broth­er’s and your sis­ter’s.”

			And Lupin sent the three cer­ti­fic­ates.

			Apart from the ques­tion of his iden­tity, Malreich, crushed, no doubt, by the ac­cu­mu­la­tion of proofs brought up against him, did not de­fend him­self. What could he say? They had forty notes writ­ten in his own hand—a com­par­is­on of the hand­writ­ings es­tab­lished the fact—writ­ten in his own hand to the gang of his ac­com­plices, forty notes which he had omit­ted to tear up after tak­ing them back. And all these notes were or­ders re­lat­ing to the Kes­sel­bach case, the cap­ture of M. Len­or­mand and Gourel, the pur­suit of old Stein­weg, the con­struc­tion of the un­der­ground pas­sages at Garches and so on. What pos­sib­il­ity was there of a deni­al?

			One rather odd thing baffled the law of­ficers. The sev­en scoun­drels, when con­fron­ted with their lead­er, all de­clared that they did not know him, be­cause they had nev­er seen him. They re­ceived his in­struc­tions either by tele­phone, or else in the dark, by means of those same little notes which Malreich slipped in­to their hands without a word.

			But, for the rest, was not the ex­ist­ence of the com­mu­nic­a­tion between the villa in the Rue Dela­ize­ment and the Broker’s shed an ample proof of com­pli­city? From that spot, Malreich saw and heard. From that spot, the lead­er watched his men.

			Dis­crep­an­cies? Ap­par­ently ir­re­con­cil­able facts? Lupin ex­plained them all away. In a cel­eb­rated art­icle, pub­lished on the morn­ing of the tri­al, he took up the case from the start, re­vealed what lay be­neath it, un­rav­elled its web, showed Malreich, un­known to all, liv­ing in the room of his broth­er, the sham Ma­jor Par­bury, passing un­seen along the pas­sages of the Palace Hotel and mur­der­ing Mr. Kes­sel­bach, mur­der­ing Beudot the floor-waiter, mur­der­ing Chap­man the sec­ret­ary.

			The tri­al lingers in the memory. It was both ter­ri­fy­ing and gloomy: ter­ri­fy­ing be­cause of the at­mo­sphere of an­guish that hung over the crowd of on­look­ers and the re­col­lec­tion of crime and blood that ob­sessed their minds: gloomy, heavy, dark­some, stifling be­cause of the tre­mend­ous si­lence ob­served by the pris­on­er.

			Not a protest, not a move­ment, not a word. A face of wax that neither saw nor heard. An aw­ful vis­ion of im­pass­ive calmness! The people in court shuddered. Their dis­traught ima­gin­a­tions con­jured up a sort of su­per­nat­ur­al be­ing rather than a man, a sort of genie out of the Ar­a­bi­an Nights, one of those Hindu gods who sym­bol­ize all that is fe­ro­cious, cruel, san­guin­ary and per­ni­cious.

			As for the oth­er scoun­drels, the people did not even look at them, treated them as in­sig­ni­fic­ant su­pers over­shad­owed by that stu­pendous lead­er.

			The most sen­sa­tion­al evid­ence was that giv­en by Mrs. Kes­sel­bach. To the gen­er­al as­ton­ish­ment and to Lupin’s own sur­prise, Dolores, who had answered none of the ma­gis­trate’s sum­monses and who had re­tired to an un­known spot, Dolores ap­peared, a sor­row-stricken wid­ow, to give damning evid­ence against her hus­band’s mur­der­er.

			She gazed at him for many seconds and then said, simply:

			“That is the man who entered my house in the Rue des Vignes, who car­ried me off and who locked me up in the Broker’s shed. I re­cog­nize him.”

			“On your oath?”

			“I swear it be­fore God and man.”

			Two days later, Louis de Malreich, ali­as Le­on Massier was sen­tenced to death. And his over­power­ing per­son­al­ity may be said to have ab­sorbed that of his ac­com­plices to such an ex­tent that they re­ceived the be­ne­fit of ex­ten­u­at­ing cir­cum­stances.

			“Louis de Malreich have you noth­ing to say?” asked the presid­ing judge.

			He made no reply.

			One ques­tion alone re­mained un­de­cided in Lupin’s eyes: why had Malreich com­mit­ted all those crimes? What did he want? What was his ob­ject?

			Lupin was soon to un­der­stand; and the day was not far off when, gasp­ing with hor­ror, struck, mor­tally smit­ten with des­pair, he would know the aw­ful truth.

			

			For the mo­ment, al­though the thought of it con­stantly hovered over his mind, he ceased to oc­cupy him­self with the Malreich case. Re­solved to get a new skin, as he put it; re­as­sured, on the oth­er hand, as to the fate of Mrs. Kes­sel­bach and Geneviève, over whose peace­ful ex­ist­ence he watched from afar; and, lastly, kept in­formed by Jean Doudeville, whom he had sent to Veldenz, of all the ne­go­ti­ations that were be­ing pur­sued between the court of Ber­lin and the re­gent of Zweibruck­en-Veldenz, he em­ployed all his time in wind­ing up the past and pre­par­ing for the fu­ture.

			The thought of the dif­fer­ent life which he wished to lead un­der the eyes of Mrs. Kes­sel­bach filled him with new am­bi­tions and un­ex­pec­ted sen­ti­ments, in which the im­age of Dolores played a part, without his be­ing able to tell ex­actly how or why.

			In a few weeks, he got rid of all the proofs that could have com­prom­ised him soon­er or later, all the traces that could have led to his ru­in. He gave each of his old com­pan­ions a sum of money suf­fi­cient to keep them from want for the rest of their lives and said good­bye to them, say­ing that he was go­ing to South Amer­ica.

			One morn­ing, after a night of care­ful thought and a deep study of the situ­ation, he cried:

			“It’s done. There’s noth­ing to fear now. The old Lupin is dead. Make way for the young one.”

			His man brought him a tele­gram from Ger­many. It con­tained the news for which he had been wait­ing. The Coun­cil of Re­gency, greatly in­flu­enced by the Court of Ber­lin, had re­ferred the ques­tion to the elect­ors; and the elect­ors, greatly in­flu­enced by the Coun­cil of Re­gency, had de­clared their un­shaken at­tach­ment to the old dyn­asty of the Veldenz. Count von Wal­de­mar was deputed, to­geth­er with three del­eg­ates se­lec­ted from the no­bil­ity, the army and the law, to go to Brug­gen Castle, care­fully to es­tab­lish the iden­tity of the Grand-duke Her­mann IV and to make all the ar­range­ments with His Roy­al High­ness for his tri­umph­al entry in­to the prin­cip­al­ity of his fath­ers, which was to take place in the course of the fol­low­ing month.

			“This time, I’ve pulled it off,” said Lupin to him­self. “Mr. Kes­sel­bach’s great scheme is be­ing real­ized. All that re­mains for me to do is to make Wal­de­mar swal­low Pierre Le­duc; and that is child’s play. The banns between Geneviève and Pierre shall be pub­lished to­mor­row. And it shall be the grand-duke’s af­fi­anced bride that will be presen­ted to Wal­de­mar.”

			Full of glee, he star­ted in his mo­tor for Brug­gen Castle.

			He sang in the car, he whistled, he chat­ted to his chauf­feur:

			“Octave, do you know whom you have the hon­or of driv­ing? The mas­ter of the world! … Yes, old man, that stag­gers you, eh? Just so, but it’s the truth. I am the mas­ter of the world.”

			He rubbed his hands and went on so­li­lo­quiz­ing:

			“All the same, it was a long job. It’s a year since the fight began. True, it was the most for­mid­able fight I ever stood to win or lose. … By Jupiter, what a war of gi­ants!” And he re­peated, “But this time, I’ve pulled it off! The en­emies are in the wa­ter. There are no obstacles left between the goal and me. The site is free: let us build upon it! I have the ma­ter­i­als at hand, I have the work­men: let us build, Lupin! And let the palace be worthy of you!”

			He stopped the car at a few hun­dred yards from the castle, so that his ar­rival might cre­ate as little fuss as pos­sible, and said to Octave:

			“Wait here for twenty minutes, un­til four o’clock, and then drive in. Take my bags to the little chalet at the end of the park. That’s where I shall sleep.”

			At the first turn of the road, the castle ap­peared in sight, stand­ing at the end of a dark av­en­ue of lime trees. From the dis­tance, he saw Geneviève passing on the ter­race.

			His heart was softly stirred:

			“Geneviève, Geneviève,” he said, fondly. “Geneviève … the vow which I made to the dy­ing moth­er is be­ing ful­filled as well. … Geneviève a grand-duch­ess! … And I, in the shade, watch­ing over her hap­pi­ness … and pur­su­ing the great schemes of Arsène Lupin!”

			He burst out laugh­ing, sprang be­hind a cluster of trees that stood to the left of the av­en­ue and slipped along the thick shrub­ber­ies. In this way, he reached the castle without the pos­sib­il­ity of his be­ing seen from the win­dows of the draw­ing-room or the prin­cip­al bed­rooms.

			He wanted to see Dolores be­fore she saw him and pro­nounced her name sev­er­al times, as he had pro­nounced Geneviève’s, but with an emo­tion that sur­prised him­self:

			“Dolores. … Dolores. …”

			He stole along the pas­sages and reached the din­ing-room. From this room, through a glass pan­el, he could see half the draw­ing-room.

			He drew near­er.

			Dolores was ly­ing on a couch; and Pierre Le­duc, on his knees be­fore her, was gaz­ing at her with eyes of ec­stasy. …
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				The Map of Europe

			
			Pierre Le­duc loved Dolores!

			Lupin felt a keen, pen­et­rat­ing pain in the depths of his be­ing, as though he had been wounded in the very source of life; a pain so great that, for the first time, he had a clear per­cep­tion of what Dolores had gradu­ally, un­known to him­self, be­come to him.

			Pierre Le­duc loved Dolores! And he was look­ing at her as a man looks at the wo­man he loves.

			Lupin felt a mur­der­ous in­stinct rise up with­in him, blindly and furi­ously. That look, that look of love cast upon Dolores, maddened him. He re­ceived an im­pres­sion of the great si­lence that en­vel­oped Dolores and Pierre Le­duc; and in si­lence, in the still­ness of their at­ti­tude there was noth­ing liv­ing but that look of love, that dumb and sen­su­ous hymn in which the eyes told all the pas­sion, all the de­sire, all the trans­port, all the yearn­ing that one be­ing can feel for an­oth­er.

			And he saw Mrs. Kes­sel­bach also. Dolores’ eyes were in­vis­ible un­der their lowered lids, the silky eye­lids with the long black lashes. But how she seemed to feel that look of love which sought for hers! How she quivered un­der that im­palp­able caress!

			“She loves him … she loves him,” thought Lupin, burn­ing with jeal­ousy.

			And, when Pierre made a move­ment:

			“Oh, the vil­lain! If he dares to touch her, I will kill him!”

			Then, real­iz­ing the dis­order of his reas­on and striv­ing to com­bat it, he said to him­self:

			“What a fool I am! What, you, Lupin, let­ting your­self go like this! … Look here, it’s only nat­ur­al that she should love him. … Yes, of course, you ex­pec­ted her to show a cer­tain emo­tion at your ar­rival … a cer­tain agit­a­tion. … You silly idi­ot, you’re only a thief, a rob­ber … where­as he is a prince and young. …”

			Pierre had not stirred fur­ther. But his lips moved and it seemed as though Dolores were wak­ing. Softly, slowly, she raised her lids, turned her head a little and her eyes met the young man’s eyes with the look that of­fers it­self and sur­renders it­self and is more in­tense than the most in­tense of kisses.

			What fol­lowed came sud­denly and un­ex­pec­tedly, like a thun­der­clap. In three bounds, Lupin rushed in­to the draw­ing-room, sprang upon the young man, flung him to the ground and, with one hand on his rival’s chest, be­side him­self with an­ger, turn­ing to Mrs. Kes­sel­bach, he cried:

			“But don’t you know? Hasn’t he told you, the cheat? … And you love him, you love that! Does he look like a grand-duke? Oh, what a joke!”

			He grinned and chuckled like a mad­man, while Dolores gazed at him in stu­pefac­tion:

			“He, a grand-duke! Her­mann IV, Grand-duke of Zweibruck­en-Veldenz! A reign­ing sov­er­eign! Elect­or of Treves! But it’s enough to make one die of laugh­ing! He! Why, his name is Baupré, Gérard Baupré, the low­est of ragamuffins … a beg­gar, whom I picked up in the gut­ter! … A grand-duke? But it’s I who made him a grand-duke! Ha, ha, ha, what a joke! … If you had seen him cut his little fin­ger … he fain­ted three times … the milk­sop! … Ah, you al­low your­self to lift your eyes to ladies … and to rebel against the mas­ter! … Wait a bit, Grand-duke of Zweibruck­en-Veldenz, I’ll show you!”

			He took him in his arms, like a bundle, swung him to and fro for a mo­ment and pitched him through the open win­dow:

			“Mind the rose trees, grand-duke! There are thorns!”

			When he turned round, Dolores was close to him and look­ing at him with eyes which he had nev­er seen in her be­fore, the eyes of a wo­man who hates and who is in­censed with rage. Could this pos­sibly be Dolores, the weak, ail­ing Dolores?

			She stammered:

			“What are you do­ing? … How dare you? … And he. … Then it’s true? … lied to me? …”

			“Lied to you?” cried Lupin, grasp­ing the hu­mi­li­ation which she had suffered as a wo­man. “Lied to you? He, a grand-duke! A pup­pet, that’s all, a pup­pet of which I pulled the string … an in­stru­ment which I tuned, to play upon as I chose! Oh, the fool, the fool!”

			Over­come with re­newed rage, he stamped his foot and shook his fist at the open win­dow. And he began to walk up and down the room, fling­ing out phrases in which all the pent-up vi­ol­ence of his secret thought burst forth:

			“The fool! Then he didn’t see what I ex­pec­ted of him? He did not sus­pect the great­ness of the part he was to play? Oh, I shall have to drive it in­to his noddle by force, I see! Lift up your head, you idi­ot! You shall be grand-duke by the grace of Lupin! And a reign­ing sov­er­eign! With a civil list! And sub­jects to fleece! And a palace which Char­le­magne shall re­build for you! And a mas­ter that shall be I, Lupin! Do you un­der­stand, you num­skull? Lift up your head, dash it! High­er than that! Look up at the sky, re­mem­ber that a Zweibruck­en was hanged for cattle-lift­ing be­fore the Ho­hen­zollerns were ever heard of. And you are a Zweibruck­en, by Jove, no less; and I am here, I, I, Lupin! And you shall be grand-duke, I tell you! A paste­board grand-duke? Very well! But a grand-duke all the same, quickened with my breath and glow­ing with my ar­dor. A pup­pet? Very well. But a pup­pet that shall speak my words and make my move­ments and per­form my wishes and real­ize my dreams … yes … my dreams.”

			He stood mo­tion­less, as though dazzled by the glory of his con­cep­tion. Then he went up to Dolores and, sink­ing his voice, with a sort of mys­tic ex­al­ta­tion, he said:

			“On my left, Alsace-Lor­raine. … On my right, Baden, Wur­tem­burg, Bav­aria. … South Ger­many … all those dis­con­nec­ted, dis­con­ten­ted states, crushed un­der the heel of the Prus­si­an Char­le­magne, but rest­less and ready to throw off the yoke at any mo­ment. … Do you un­der­stand all that a man like my­self can do in the midst of that, all the as­pir­a­tions that he can kindle, all the hatred that he can pro­duce, all the angry re­bel­lion that he can in­spire?”

			In a still lower voice, he re­peated:

			“And, on my left, Alsace-Lor­raine! … Do you fully un­der­stand? … Dreams? Not at all! It is the real­ity of the day after to­mor­row, of to­mor­row! … Yes. … I wish it. … I wish it. … Oh, all that I wish and all that I mean to do is un­pre­ced­en­ted! … Only think, at two steps from the Alsa­tian fron­ti­er! In the heart of Ger­man ter­rit­ory! Close to the old Rhine! … A little in­trigue, a little geni­us will be enough to change the sur­face of the earth. Geni­us I have … and to spare. … And I shall be the mas­ter! I shall be the man who dir­ects. The oth­er, the pup­pet can have the title and the hon­ors. … I shall have the power! … I shall re­main in the back­ground. No of­fice: I will not be a min­is­ter, nor even a cham­ber­lain. Noth­ing. I shall be one of the ser­vants in the palace, the garden­er per­haps. … Yes, the garden­er. … Oh, what a tre­mend­ous life! To grow flowers and al­ter the map of Europe!”

			She looked at him greed­ily, dom­in­ated, swayed by the strength of that man. And her eyes ex­pressed an ad­mir­a­tion which she did not seek to con­ceal.

			He put his hands on Dolores’ shoulders and said:

			“That is my dream. Great as it is, it will be sur­passed by the facts: that I swear to you. The Kais­er has already seen what I am good for. One day, he will find me in­stalled in front of him, face to face. I hold all the trumps. Valenglay will act at my bid­ding. … Eng­land also. … The game is played and won. … That is my dream. … There is an­oth­er one. …”

			He stopped sud­denly. Dolores did not take her eyes from him; and an in­fin­ite emo­tion changed every fea­ture of her face.

			A vast joy pen­et­rated him as he once more felt, and clearly felt, that wo­man’s con­fu­sion in his pres­ence. He no longer had the sense of be­ing to her … what he was, a thief, a rob­ber; he was a man, a man who loved and whose love roused un­spoken feel­ings in the depths of a friendly soul.

			Then he said no more, but he lav­ished upon her, un­uttered, every known word of love and ad­mir­a­tion; and he thought of the life which he might lead some­where, not far from Veldenz, un­known and all-power­ful. …

			A long si­lence united them. Then she rose and said, softly:

			“Go away, I en­treat you to go. … Pierre shall marry Geneviève, I prom­ise you that, but it is bet­ter that you should go … that you should not be here. … Go. Pierre shall marry Geneviève.”

			He waited for a mo­ment. Per­haps he would rather have had more def­in­ite words, but he dared not ask for any­thing. And he with­drew, dazed, in­tox­ic­ated and happy to obey, to sub­ject his des­tiny to hers!

			On his way to the door, he came upon a low chair, which he had to move. But his foot knocked against some­thing. He looked down. It was a little pock­et-mir­ror, in ebony, with a gold mono­gram.

			Sud­denly, he star­ted and snatched up the mir­ror. The mono­gram con­sisted of two let­ters in­ter­laced, an “L” and an “M.”

			An “L” and an “M!”

			“Louis de Malreich,” he said to him­self, with a shud­der.

			He turned to Dolores:

			“Where does this mir­ror come from? Whose is it? It is im­port­ant that I should …”

			She took it from him and looked at it:

			“I don’t know. … I nev­er saw it be­fore … a ser­vant, per­haps. …”

			“A ser­vant, no doubt,” he said, “but it is very odd … it is one of those co­in­cid­ences. …”

			At that mo­ment, Geneviève entered by the oth­er door, and without see­ing Lupin, who was hid­den by a screen, at once ex­claimed:

			“Why, there’s your glass, Dolores! … So you have found it, after mak­ing me hunt for it all this time! … Where was it?” And the girl went away say­ing, “Oh, well, I’m very glad it’s found! … How up­set you were! … I will go and tell them at once to stop look­ing for it. …”

			Lupin had not moved. He was con­fused, and tried in vain to un­der­stand. Why had Dolores not spoken the truth? Why had she not at once said whose the mir­ror was?

			An idea flashed across his mind; and he asked, more or less at ran­dom:

			“Do you know Louis de Malreich?”

			“Yes,” she said, watch­ing him, as though striv­ing to guess the thoughts that be­set him.

			He rushed to­ward her, in a state of in­tense ex­cite­ment:

			“You know him? Who was he? Who is he? Who is he? And why did you not tell me? Where have you known him? Speak … an­swer. … I im­plore you. …”

			“No,” she said.

			“But you must, you must. … Think! Louis de Malreich! The mur­der­er! The mon­ster! … Why did you not tell me?”

			She, in turn, placed her hands on Lupin’s shoulders and, in a firm voice, de­clared:

			“Listen, you must nev­er ask me, be­cause I shall nev­er tell. … It is a secret which I shall take with me to the grave. … Come what may, no one will ever know, no one in the wide world, I swear it!”

			He stood be­fore her for some minutes, anxiously, with a con­fused brain.

			He re­membered Stein­weg’s si­lence and the old man’s ter­ror when Lupin asked him to re­veal the ter­rible secret. Dolores also knew and she also re­fused to speak.

			He went out without a word.

			

			The open air, the sense of space, did him good. He passed out through the park-wall and wandered long over the coun­try. And he so­li­lo­quized aloud:

			“What does it mean? What is hap­pen­ing? For months and months, fight­ing hard and act­ing, I have been pulling the strings of all the char­ac­ters that are to help me in the ex­e­cu­tion of my plans; and, dur­ing this time, I have com­pletely for­got­ten to stoop over them and see what is go­ing on in their hearts and brains. I do not know Pierre Le­duc, I do not know Geneviève, I do not know Dolores. … And I have treated them as so many jump­ing-jacks, where­as they are live per­sons. And today I am stum­bling over obstacles.”

			He stamped his foot and cried:

			“Over obstacles that do not ex­ist! What do I care for the psy­cho­lo­gic­al state of Geneviève, of Pierre? … I will study that later, at Veldenz, when I have se­cured their hap­pi­ness. But Dolores … she knew Malreich and said noth­ing! … Why? What re­la­tion united them? Was she afraid of him? Is she afraid that he will es­cape from pris­on and come to re­venge him­self for an in­dis­cre­tion on her part?”

			At night, he went to the chalet which he had al­lot­ted to his own use at the end of the park and dined in a very bad tem­per, storm­ing at Octave, who waited on him and who was al­ways either too slow or too fast:

			“I’m sick of it, leave me alone. … You’re do­ing everything wrong today. … And this cof­fee. … It’s not fit to drink.”

			He pushed back his cup half-full and, for two hours, walked about the park, sift­ing the same ideas over and over again. At last, one sug­ges­tion took def­in­ite shape with­in his mind:

			“Malreich has es­caped from pris­on. He is ter­ri­fy­ing Mrs. Kes­sel­bach. By this time, he already knows the story of the mir­ror from her. …”

			Lupin shrugged his shoulders:

			“And to­night he’s com­ing to pull my leg, I sup­pose! I’m talk­ing non­sense. The best thing I can do is to go to bed.”

			He went to his room, un­dressed and got in­to bed. He fell asleep at once, with a heavy sleep dis­turbed by night­mares. Twice he woke and tried to light his candle and twice fell back, as though stunned by a blow.

			Nev­er­the­less, he heard the hours strike on the vil­lage clock, or rather he thought that he heard them strike, for he was plunged in a sort of tor­por in which he seemed to re­tain all his wits.

			And he was haunted by dreams, dreams of an­guish and ter­ror. He plainly heard the sound of his win­dow open­ing. He plainly, through his closed eye­lids, through the thick dark­ness, saw a form come to­ward the bed.

			And the form bent over him.

			He made the in­cred­ible ef­fort needed to raise his eye­lids and look … or, at least, he ima­gined that he did. Was he dream­ing? Was he awake? He asked him­self the ques­tion in des­pair.

			A fur­ther sound. …

			He took up the box of matches by his bed­side:

			“Let’s have a light on it,” he said, with a great sense of ela­tion.

			He struck a match and lit the candle.

			Lupin felt the per­spir­a­tion stream over his skin, from head to foot, while his heart ceased beat­ing, stopped with ter­ror. The man was there.

			Was it pos­sible? No, no … and yet he saw. … Oh, the fear­some sight! … The man, the mon­ster, was there. …

			“He shall not … he shall not,” stammered Lupin madly.

			The man, the mon­ster was there, dressed in black, with a mask on his face and with his felt hat pulled down over his fair hair.

			“Oh, I am dream­ing. … I am dream­ing!” said Lupin, laugh­ing. “It’s a night­mare! …”

			Ex­ert­ing all his strength and all his will­power, he tried to make a move­ment, one move­ment, to drive away the vis­ion.

			He could not.

			And, sud­denly, he re­membered: the cof­fee! The taste of it … sim­il­ar to the taste of the cof­fee which he had drunk at Veldenz!

			He gave a cry, made a last ef­fort and fell back ex­hausted. But, in his de­li­ri­um, he felt that the man was un­fasten­ing the top but­ton of his pa­jama-jack­et and bar­ing his neck, felt that the man was rais­ing his arm, saw that the hand was clutch­ing the handle of a dag­ger, a little steel dag­ger sim­il­ar to that which had struck Kes­sel­bach, Chap­man, Al­ten­heim and so many oth­ers. …

			

			A few hours later, Lupin woke up, shattered with fa­tigue, with a scorched pal­ate.

			He lay for sev­er­al minutes col­lect­ing his thoughts and, sud­denly, re­mem­ber­ing, made an in­stinct­ive de­fens­ive move­ment, as though he were be­ing at­tacked:

			“Fool that I am!” he cried, jump­ing out of bed. “It was a night­mare, an hal­lu­cin­a­tion. It only needs a little re­flec­tion. Had it been ‘he,’ had it really been a man, in flesh and blood, who lif­ted his hand against me last night, he would have cut my throat like a rab­bit’s. ‘He’ doesn’t hes­it­ate. Let’s be lo­gic­al. Why should he spare me? For the sake of my good looks? No, I have been dream­ing, that’s all. …”

			He began to whistle and dressed him­self, as­sum­ing the greatest calmness, but his brain nev­er ceased work­ing and his eyes sought about. …

			On the floor, on the win­dow-ledge, not a trace. As his room was on the ground-floor and as he slept with his win­dow open, it was evid­ent that his as­sail­ant would have entered that way.

			Well, he dis­covered noth­ing; and noth­ing either at the foot of the wall out­side, or on the gravel of the path that ran round the chalet.

			“Still … still …” he re­peated, between his teeth. …

			He called Octave:

			“Where did you make the cof­fee which you gave me last night?”

			“At the castle, gov­ernor, like the rest of the things. There is no range here.”

			“Did you drink any of it?”

			“No.”

			“Did you throw away what was left in the cof­fee­pot?”

			“Why, yes, gov­ernor. You said it was so bad. You only took a few mouth­fuls.”

			“Very well. Get the mo­tor ready. We’re leav­ing.”

			Lupin was not the man to re­main in doubt. He wanted to have a de­cis­ive ex­plan­a­tion with Dolores. But, for this, he must first clear up cer­tain points that seemed to him ob­scure and see Jean Doudeville who had sent him some rather curi­ous in­form­a­tion from Veldenz.

			He drove, without stop­ping, to the grand-duchy, which he reached at two o’clock. He had an in­ter­view with Count de Wal­de­mar, whom he asked, upon some pre­text, to delay the jour­ney of the del­eg­ates of the Re­gency to Brug­gen. Then he went in search of Doudeville, in a tav­ern at Veldenz.

			Doudeville took him to an­oth­er tav­ern, where he in­tro­duced him to a shab­bily-dressed little gen­tle­man, Herr Stockli, a clerk in the de­part­ment of births, deaths and mar­riages. They had a long con­ver­sa­tion. They went out to­geth­er and all three passed stealth­ily through the of­fices of the town-hall. At sev­en o’clock, Lupin dined and set out again. At ten o’clock he ar­rived at Brug­gen Castle and asked for Geneviève, so that she might take him to Mrs. Kes­sel­bach’s room.

			He was told that Mlle. Ernemont had been summoned back to Par­is by a tele­gram from her grand­moth­er.

			“Ah!” he said. “Could I see Mrs. Kes­sel­bach?”

			“Mrs. Kes­sel­bach went straight to bed after din­ner. She is sure to be asleep.”

			“No, I saw a light in her bou­doir. She will see me.”

			He did not even wait for Mrs. Kes­sel­bach to send out an an­swer. He walked in­to the bou­doir al­most upon the maid’s heels, dis­missed her and said to Dolores:

			“I have to speak to you, ma­dame, on an ur­gent mat­ter. … For­give me … I con­fess that my be­ha­vi­or must seem im­por­tunate. … But you will un­der­stand, I am sure. …”

			He was greatly ex­cited and did not seem much dis­posed to put off the ex­plan­a­tion, es­pe­cially as, be­fore en­ter­ing the room, he thought he heard a sound.

			Yet Dolores was alone and ly­ing down. And she said, in her tired voice:

			“Per­haps we might … to­mor­row. …”

			He did not an­swer, sud­denly struck by a smell that sur­prised him in that bou­doir, a smell of to­bacco. And, at once, he had the in­tu­ition, the cer­tainty, that there was a man there, at the mo­ment when he him­self ar­rived, and that per­haps the man was there still, hid­den some­where. …

			Pierre Le­duc? No, Pierre Le­duc did not smoke. Then who?

			Dolores mur­mured:

			“Be quick, please.”

			“Yes, yes, but first … would it be pos­sible for you to tell me … ?”

			He in­ter­rup­ted him­self. What was the use of ask­ing her? If there were really a man in hid­ing, would she be likely to tell?

			Then he made up his mind and, try­ing to over­come the sort of tim­id con­straint that op­pressed him at the sense of a strange pres­ence, he said, in a very low voice, so that Dolores alone should hear:

			“Listen, I have learnt some­thing … which I do not un­der­stand … and which per­plexes me greatly. You will an­swer me, will you not, Dolores?”

			He spoke her name with great gen­tle­ness and as though he were try­ing to mas­ter her by the note of love and af­fec­tion in his voice.

			“What have you learnt?” she asked.

			“The re­gister of births at Veldenz con­tains three names which are those of the last des­cend­ants of the fam­ily of Malreich, which settled in Ger­many. …”

			“Yes, you have told me all that. …”

			“You re­mem­ber, the first name is Raoul de Malreich, bet­ter known un­der his ali­as of Al­ten­heim, the scoun­drel, the swell hoo­ligan, now dead … murdered.”

			“Yes.”

			“Next comes Louis de Malreich, the mon­ster, this one, the ter­rible mur­der­er who will be be­headed in a few days from now.”

			“Yes.”

			“Then, lastly, Isilda, the mad daugh­ter. …”

			“Yes.”

			“So all that is quite pos­it­ive, is it not?”

			“Yes.”

			“Well,” said Lupin, lean­ing over her more closely than be­fore, “I have just made an in­vest­ig­a­tion which showed to me that the second of the three Chris­ti­an names, or rather a part of the line on which it is writ­ten, has at some time or oth­er, been sub­jec­ted to eras­ure. The line is writ­ten over, in a new hand, with much fresh­er ink; but the writ­ing be­low is not quite ef­faced, so that. …”

			“So that … ?” asked Mrs. Kes­sel­bach, in a low voice.

			“So that, with a good lens and par­tic­u­larly with the spe­cial meth­ods which I have at my dis­pos­al, I was able to re­vive some of the ob­lit­er­ated syl­lables and, without any pos­sib­il­ity of a mis­take, in all cer­tainty, to re­con­struct the old writ­ing. I then found not Louis de Malreich, but …”

			“Oh, don’t, don’t! …”

			Sud­denly shattered by the strain of her pro­longed ef­fort of res­ist­ance, she lay bent in two and, with her head in her hands, her shoulders shaken with con­vuls­ive sobs, she wept.

			Lupin looked for long seconds at this weak and list­less creature, so pi­ti­fully help­less. And he would have liked to stop, to cease the tor­tur­ing ques­tions which he was in­flict­ing upon her. But was it not to save her that he was act­ing as he did? And, to save her, was it not ne­ces­sary that he should know the truth, how­ever pain­ful?

			He re­sumed:

			“Why that for­gery?”

			“It was my hus­band,” she stammered, “it was my hus­band who did it. With his for­tune, he could do everything; and he bribed a ju­ni­or clerk to have the Chris­ti­an name of the second child altered for him on the re­gister.”

			“The Chris­ti­an name and the sex,” said Lupin.

			“Yes,” she said.

			“Then,” he con­tin­ued, “I am not mis­taken: the ori­gin­al Chris­ti­an name, the real one, was Dolores?”

			“Yes.”

			“But why did your hus­band … ?”

			She whispered in a shame­faced man­ner, while the tears streamed down her cheeks.

			“Don’t you un­der­stand?”

			“No.”

			“But think,” she said, shud­der­ing, “I was the sis­ter of Isilda, the mad wo­man, the sis­ter of Al­ten­heim, the ruf­fi­an. My hus­band—or rather my af­fi­anced hus­band—would not have me re­main that. He loved me. I loved him too, and I con­sen­ted. He sup­pressed Dolores de Malreich on the re­gister, he bought me oth­er pa­pers, an­oth­er per­son­al­ity, an­oth­er birth-cer­ti­fic­ate; and I was mar­ried in Hol­land un­der an­oth­er maid­en name, as Dolores Amonti.”

			Lupin re­flec­ted for a mo­ment and said, thought­fully:

			“Yes … yes … I un­der­stand. … But then Louis de Malreich does not ex­ist; and the mur­der­er of your hus­band, the mur­der­er of your broth­er and sis­ter, does not bear that name. … His name. …”

			She sprang to a sit­ting pos­ture and, eagerly:

			“His name! Yes, that is his name … yes, it is his name nev­er­the­less. … Louis de Malreich. … L. M. … Re­mem­ber. … Oh, do not try to find out … it is the ter­rible secret. … Be­sides, what does it mat­ter? … They have the crim­in­al. … He is the crim­in­al. … I tell you he is. Did he de­fend him­self when I ac­cused him, face to face? Could he de­fend him­self, un­der that name or any oth­er? It is he … it is he … He com­mit­ted the murders. … He struck the blows. … The dag­ger. … The steel dag­ger. … Oh, if I could only tell all I know! … Louis de Malreich. … If I could only …”

			She fell back on the sofa in a fit of hys­ter­ic­al sob­bing; and her hand clutched Lupin’s and he heard her stam­mer­ing, amid in­ar­tic­u­late words:

			“Pro­tect me … pro­tect me. … You alone, per­haps. … Oh, do not for­sake me. … I am so un­happy! … Oh, what tor­ture … what tor­ture! … It is hell! …”

			With his free hand, he stroked her hair and fore­head with in­fin­ite gen­tle­ness; and, un­der his caress, she gradu­ally re­laxed her tense nerves and be­came calmer and quieter.

			Then he looked at her again and long, long asked him­self what there could be be­hind that fair, white brow, what secret was ravaging that mys­ter­i­ous soul. She also was afraid. But of whom? Against whom was she im­plor­ing him to pro­tect her?

			Once again, he was ob­sessed by the im­age of the man in black, by that Louis de Malreich, the sin­is­ter and in­com­pre­hens­ible en­emy, whose at­tacks he had to ward off without know­ing whence they came or even if they were tak­ing place.

			He was in pris­on, watched day and night. Tush! Did Lupin not know by his own ex­per­i­ence that there are be­ings for whom pris­on does not ex­ist and who throw off their chains at the giv­en mo­ment? And Louis de Malreich was one of those.

			Yes, there was someone in the Santé pris­on, in the con­demned man’s cell. But it might be an ac­com­plice or some vic­tim of Malreich … while Malreich him­self prowled around Brug­gen Castle, slipped in un­der cov­er of the dark­ness, like an in­vis­ible spectre, made his way in­to the chalet in the park and, at night, raised his dag­ger against Lupin asleep and help­less.

			And it was Louis de Malreich who ter­ror­ized Dolores, who drove her mad with his threats, who held her by some dread­ful secret and forced her in­to si­lence and sub­mis­sion.

			And Lupin ima­gined the en­emy’s plan: to throw Dolores, scared and trem­bling, in­to Pierre Le­duc’s arms, to make away with him, Lupin, and to reign in his place, over there, with the grand-duke’s power and Dolores’s mil­lions.

			It was a likely sup­pos­i­tion, a cer­tain sup­pos­i­tion, which fit­ted in with the facts and provided a solu­tion of all the prob­lems.

			“Of all?” thought Lupin. “Yes. … But then, why did he not kill me, last night, in the chalet? He had but to wish … and he did not wish. One move­ment and I was dead. He did not make that move­ment. Why?”

			Dolores opened her eyes, saw him and smiled, with a pale smile:

			“Leave me,” she said:

			He rose, with some hes­it­a­tion. Should he go and see if the en­emy was be­hind the cur­tain or hid­den be­hind the dresses in a cup­board?

			She re­peated, gently:

			“Go … I am so sleepy. …”

			He went away.

			But, out­side, he stopped be­hind some trees that formed a dark cluster in front of the castle. He saw a light in Dolores’ bou­doir. Then the light passed in­to the bed­room. In a few minutes, all was dark­ness.

			He waited. If the en­emy was there, per­haps he would come out of the castle. …

			An hour elapsed. … Two hours. … Not a sound. …

			“There’s noth­ing to be done,” thought Lupin. “Either he is bur­row­ing in some corner of the castle … or else he has gone out by a door which I can­not see from here. Un­less the whole thing is the most ri­dicu­lous sup­pos­i­tion on my part. …”

			He lit a ci­gar­ette and walked back to the chalet.

			As he ap­proached it, he saw, at some dis­tance from him, a shad­ow that ap­peared to be mov­ing away.

			He did not stir, for fear of giv­ing the alarm.

			The shad­ow crossed a path. By the light of the moon, he seemed to re­cog­nize the black fig­ure of Malreich.

			He rushed for­ward.

			The shad­ow fled and van­ished from sight.

			“Come,” he said, “it shall be for to­mor­row. And, this time. …”

			Lupin went to Octave’s, his chauf­feur’s, room, woke him and said:

			“Take the mo­tor and go to Par­is. You will be there by six o’clock in the morn­ing. See Jacques Doudeville and tell him two things: first, to give me news of the man un­der sen­tence of death; and secondly, as soon as the post-of­fices open, to send me a tele­gram which I will write down for you now. …”

			He worded the tele­gram on a scrap of pa­per and ad­ded:

			“The mo­ment you have done that, come back, but this way, along the wall of the park. Go now. No one must sus­pect your ab­sence.”

			Lupin went to his own room, pressed the spring of his lan­tern and began to make a minute in­spec­tion. “It’s as I thought,” he said presently. “Someone came here to­night, while I was watch­ing be­neath the win­dow. And, if he came, I know what he came for. … I was cer­tainly right: things are get­ting warm. … The first time, I was spared. This time, I may be sure of my little stab.”

			For prudence’s sake, he took a blanket, chose a lonely spot in the park and spent the night un­der the stars.

			Octave was back by ten o’clock in the morn­ing:

			“It’s all right, gov­ernor. The tele­gram has been sent.”

			“Good. And is Louis de Malreich still in pris­on?”

			“Yes. Doudeville passed his cell at the Santé last night as the ward­er was com­ing out. They talked to­geth­er. Malreich is just the same, it ap­pears: si­lent as the grave. He is wait­ing.”

			“Wait­ing for what?”

			“The fatal hour of course. They are say­ing, at headquar­ters, that the ex­e­cu­tion will take place on the day after to­mor­row.”

			“That’s all right, that’s all right,” said Lupin. “And one thing is quite plain: he has not es­caped.”

			He ceased to un­der­stand or even to look for the ex­plan­a­tion of the riddle, so clearly did he feel that the whole truth would soon be re­vealed to him. He had only to pre­pare his plan, for the en­emy to fall in­to the trap.

			“Or for me to fall in­to it my­self,” he thought, laugh­ing.

			He felt very gay, very free from care; and no fight had ever looked more prom­ising to him.

			A foot­man came from the castle with the tele­gram which he had told Doudeville to send him and which the post­man had just brought. He opened it and put it in his pock­et.

			

			A little be­fore twelve o’clock, he met Pierre Le­duc in one of the av­en­ues and said, off­hand:

			“I am look­ing for you … things are ser­i­ous. … You must an­swer me frankly. Since you have been at the castle, have you ever seen a man there, be­sides the two Ger­man ser­vants whom I sent in?”

			“No.”

			“Think care­fully. I’m not re­fer­ring to a cas­u­al vis­it­or. I mean a man who hides him­self, a man whose pres­ence you might have dis­covered or, less than that, whose pres­ence you might have sus­pec­ted from some clue or even by some in­tu­ition?”

			“No. … Have you … ?”

			“Yes. Someone is hid­ing here … someone is prowl­ing about. … Where? And who is it? And what is his ob­ject? I don’t know … but I shall know. I already have a sus­pi­cion. Do you, on your side, keep your eyes open and watch. And, above all, not a word to Mrs. Kes­sel­bach. … It is no use alarm­ing her. …”

			He went away.

			Pierre Le­duc, taken aback and up­set, went back to the castle. On his way, he saw a piece of blue pa­per on the edge of the lawn. He picked it up. It was a tele­gram, not crumpled, like a piece of pa­per that had been thrown away, but care­fully fol­ded: ob­vi­ously lost.

			It was ad­dressed to “Beau­ny,” the name by which Lupin was known at Brug­gen. And it con­tained these words:

			
				“We know the whole truth. Rev­el­a­tions im­possible by let­ter. Will take train to­night. Meet me eight o’clock to­mor­row morn­ing Brug­gen sta­tion.”

			

			“Ex­cel­lent!” said Lupin, who was watch­ing Pierre Le­duc’s move­ments from a neigh­bor­ing cop­pice. “Ex­cel­lent! In two minutes from now, the young idi­ot will have shown Dolores the tele­gram and told her all my fears. They will talk about it all day. And ‘the oth­er one’ will hear, ‘the oth­er one’ will know, be­cause he knows everything, be­cause he lives in Dolores’ own shad­ow and be­cause Dolores is like a fas­cin­ated prey in his hands. … And, to­night. …”

			He walked away hum­ming to him­self:

			“To­night … to­night … we shall dance. … Such a waltz, my boys! The waltz of blood, to the tune of the little nick­el-plated dag­ger! … We shall have some fun, at last! …”

			He reached the chalet, called to Octave, went to his room, flung him­self on his bed, and said to the chauf­feur:

			“Sit down in that chair, Octave, and keep awake. Your mas­ter is go­ing to take forty winks. Watch over him, you faith­ful ser­vant.”

			He had a good sleep.

			“Like Na­po­leon on the morn­ing of Aus­terl­itz,” he said, when he woke up.

			It was din­ner­time. He made a hearty meal and then, while he smoked a ci­gar­ette, in­spec­ted his weapons and re­newed the charges of his two re­volvers:

			“Keep your powder dry and your sword sharpened, as my chum the Kais­er says. Octave!”

			Octave ap­peared.

			“Go and have your din­ner at the castle, with the ser­vants. Tell them you are go­ing to Par­is to­night, in the mo­tor.”

			“With you, gov­ernor?”

			“No, alone. And, as soon as din­ner is over, make a start, os­tens­ibly.”

			“But I am not to go to Par­is. …”

			“No, re­main out­side the park, half a mile down the road, un­til I come. You will have a long wait.”

			He smoked an­oth­er ci­gar­ette, went for a stroll, passed in front of the castle, saw a light in Dolores’ rooms and then re­turned to the chalet.

			There he took up a book. It was The Lives of Il­lus­tri­ous Men.

			“There is one miss­ing: the most il­lus­tri­ous of all. But the fu­ture will put that right; and I shall have my Plut­arch some day or oth­er.”

			He read the life of Caesar and jot­ted down a few re­flec­tions in the mar­gin.

			At half-past el­ev­en, he went to his bed­room.

			Through the open win­dow, he gazed in­to the im­mense, cool night, all astir with in­dis­tinct sounds. Memor­ies rose to his lips, memor­ies of fond phrases which he had read or uttered; and he re­peatedly whispered Dolores’s name, with the fer­vor of a strip­ling who hardly dares con­fide to the si­lence the name of his be­loved.

			He left the win­dow half open, pushed aside a table that blocked the way, and put his re­volvers un­der his pil­low. Then, peace­fully, without evin­cing the least ex­cite­ment, he got in­to bed, fully dressed as he was, and blew out the candle.

			
				And his fear began.
			

			It was im­me­di­ate. No soon­er did he feel the dark­ness around him than his fear began!

			“Damn it all!” he cried.

			He jumped out of bed, took his weapons and threw them in­to the pas­sage:

			“My hands, my hands alone! Noth­ing comes up to the grip of my hands!”

			He went to bed again. Dark­ness and si­lence, once more. And, once more, his fear. …

			

			The vil­lage clock struck twelve. …

			Lupin thought of the foul mon­ster who, out­side, at a hun­dred yards, at fifty yards from where he lay, was try­ing the sharp point of his dag­ger:

			“Let him come, let him come?” whispered Lupin, shud­der­ing. “Then the ghosts will van­ish. …”

			

			One o’clock, in the vil­lage. …

			And minutes passed, end­less minutes, minutes of fever and an­guish. … Beads of per­spir­a­tion stood at the roots of his hair and trickled down his fore­head; and he felt as though his whole frame were bathed in a sweat of blood. …

			Two o’clock. …

			And now, some­where, quite close, a hardly per­cept­ible sound stirred, a sound of leaves mov­ing … but dif­fer­ent from the sound of leaves mov­ing in the night breeze. …

			As Lupin had fore­seen, he was at once per­vaded by an im­mense calm. All his ad­ven­tur­ous be­ing quivered with de­light. The struggle was at hand, at last!

			An­oth­er sound grated un­der the win­dow, more plainly this time, but still so faint that it needed Lupin’s trained ear to dis­tin­guish it.

			Minutes, ter­ri­fy­ing minutes. … The dark­ness was im­pen­et­rable. No light of star or moon re­lieved it.

			And, sud­denly, without hear­ing any­thing, he knew that the man was in the room.

			And the man walked to­ward the bed. He walked as a ghost walks, without dis­pla­cing the air of the room, without shak­ing the ob­jects which he touched.

			But, with all his in­stinct, with all his nervous force, Lupin saw the move­ments of the en­emy and guessed the very se­quence of his ideas.

			He him­self did not budge, but re­mained propped against the wall, al­most on his knees, ready to spring.

			He felt that the fig­ure was touch­ing, feel­ing the bed­clothes, to find the spot at which it must strike. Lupin heard its breath. He even thought that he heard the beat­ing of its heart. And he no­ticed with pride that his own heart beat no louder than be­fore … where­as the heart of the oth­er … oh, yes, he could hear it now, that dis­ordered, mad heart, knock­ing, like a clap­per of a bell, against the cav­ity of the chest!

			The hand of the oth­er rose. …

			A second, two seconds. …

			Was he hes­it­at­ing? Was he once more go­ing to spare his ad­versary?

			And Lupin, in the great si­lence, said:

			“But strike! Why don’t you strike?”

			A yell of rage. … The arm fell as though moved by a spring.

			Then came a moan.

			Lupin had caught the arm in midair at the level of the wrist. … And, leap­ing out of bed, tre­mend­ous, ir­res­ist­ible, he clutched the man by the throat and threw him.

			

			That was all. There was no struggle. There was no pos­sib­il­ity even of a struggle. The man lay on the floor, nailed, pinned by two steel riv­ets, which were Lupin’s hands. And there was not a man in the world strong enough to re­lease him­self from that grip.

			And not a word. Lupin uttered none of those phrases in which his mock­ing hu­mor usu­ally de­lighted. He had no in­clin­a­tion to speak. The mo­ment was too sol­emn.

			He felt no vain glee, no vic­tori­ous ex­al­ta­tion. In real­ity, he had but one long­ing, to know who was there: Louis de Malreich, the man sen­tenced to death, or an­oth­er? Which was it?

			At the risk of strangling the man, he squeezed the throat a little more … and a little more … and a little more still. …

			And he felt that all the en­emy’s strength, all the strength that re­mained to him, was leav­ing him. The muscles of the arm re­laxed and be­came life­less. The hand opened and dropped the dag­ger.

			Then, free to move as he pleased, with his ad­versary’s life hanging in the ter­rible clutch of his fin­gers, he took his pock­et-lan­tern with one hand, laid his fin­ger on the spring, without press­ing, and brought it close to the man’s face.

			He had only to press the spring to wish to know and he would know.

			For a second, he en­joyed his power. A flood of emo­tion up­heaved him. The vis­ion, of his tri­umph dazzled him. Once again, su­perbly, hero­ic­ally, he was the mas­ter.

			He switched on the light. The face of the mon­ster came in­to view.

			Lupin gave a shriek of ter­ror.

			Dolores Kes­sel­bach!

		
	
		
			
				XVI

				Arsène Lupin’s Three Murders

			
			A cyc­lone passed through Lupin’s brain, a hur­ricane in which roars of thun­der, gusts of wind, squalls of all the dis­traught ele­ments were tu­mul­tu­ously un­chained in the chaot­ic night.

			And great flashes of light­ning shot through the dark­ness. And, by the dazzling gleam of those light­ning-flashes, Lupin, scared, shaken with thrills, con­vulsed with hor­ror, saw and tried to un­der­stand.

			He did not move, cling­ing to the en­emy’s throat, as if his stiffened fin­gers were no longer able to re­lease their grip. Be­sides, al­though he now knew, he had not, so to speak, the ex­act feel­ing that it was Dolores. It was still the man in black, Louis de Malreich, the foul brute of the dark­ness; and that brute he held and did not mean to let go.

			But the truth rushed upon the at­tack of his mind and of his con­scious­ness; and, conquered, tor­tured with an­guish, he muttered:

			“Oh, Dolores! … Dolores! …”

			He at once saw the ex­cuse: it was mad­ness. She was mad. The sis­ter of Al­ten­heim and Isilda, the daugh­ter of the last of the Malreichs, of the de­men­ted moth­er, of the drunk­en fath­er, was her­self mad. A strange mad­wo­man, mad with every ap­pear­ance of san­ity, but mad nev­er­the­less, un­bal­anced, brain­sick, un­nat­ur­al, truly mon­strous.

			That he most cer­tainly un­der­stood! It was hom­icid­al mad­ness. Un­der the ob­ses­sion of an ob­ject to­ward which she was drawn auto­mat­ic­ally, she killed, thirst­ing for blood, un­con­sciously, in­fernally.

			She killed be­cause she wanted some­thing, she killed in self-de­fence, she killed be­cause she had killed be­fore. But she killed also and es­pe­cially for the sake of killing. Murder sat­is­fied sud­den and ir­res­ist­ible ap­pet­ites that arose in her. At cer­tain seconds in her life, in cer­tain cir­cum­stances, face to face with this or that be­ing who had sud­denly be­come the foe, her arm had to strike.

			And she struck, drunk with rage, fe­ro­ciously, fren­ziedly.

			A strange mad­wo­man, not an­swer­able for her murders, and yet so lu­cid in her blind­ness, so lo­gic­al in her men­tal de­range­ment, so in­tel­li­gent in her ab­surdity! What skill, what per­sever­ance, what cun­ning con­triv­ances, at once ab­om­in­able and ad­mir­able!

			And Lupin, in a rap­id view, with prodi­gious keen­ness of out­look, saw the long ar­ray of bloodthirsty ad­ven­tures and guessed the mys­ter­i­ous paths which Dolores had pur­sued.

			He saw her ob­sessed and pos­sessed by her hus­band’s scheme, a scheme which she evid­ently un­der­stood only in part. He saw her, on her side, look­ing for that same Pierre Le­duc whom her hus­band was seek­ing, look­ing for him in or­der to marry him and to re­turn, as queen, to that little realm of Veldenz from which her par­ents had been ig­no­mini­ously driv­en.

			And he saw her at the Palace Hotel, in the room of her broth­er, Al­ten­heim, at the time when she was sup­posed to be at Monte Carlo. He saw her, for days to­geth­er, spy­ing upon her hus­band, creep­ing along the walls, one with the dark­ness, un­dis­tin­guish­able and un­seen in her shad­owy dis­guise.

			And, one night, she found Mr. Kes­sel­bach fastened up … and she stabbed him.

			And, in the morn­ing, when on the point of be­ing de­nounced by the floor-waiter … she stabbed him.

			And, an hour later, when on the point of be­ing de­nounced by Chap­man, she dragged him to her broth­er’s room … and stabbed him.

			All this piti­lessly, sav­agely, with diabol­ic­al skill.

			And, with the same skill, she com­mu­nic­ated by tele­phone with her two maids, Ger­trude and Su­z­anne, both of whom had ar­rived from Monte Carlo, where one of them had en­acted the part of her mis­tress. And Dolores, re­sum­ing her fem­in­ine at­tire, dis­card­ing the fair wig that altered her ap­pear­ance bey­ond re­cog­ni­tion, went down to the ground-floor, joined Ger­trude at the mo­ment when the maid entered the hotel and pre­ten­ded her­self to have just ar­rived, all ig­nor­ant of the tragedy that awaited her.

			An in­com­par­able act­ress, she played the part of the wife whose life is shattered. Every­one pit­ied her. Every­one wept for her. Who could have sus­pec­ted her?

			And then came the war with him, Lupin, that bar­bar­ous con­test, that un­par­alleled con­test which she waged, by turns, against M. Len­or­mand and Prince Sernine, spend­ing her days stretched on her sofa, ill and faint­ing, but her nights on foot, scour­ing the roads in­defatig­able and ter­rible.

			And the diabol­ic­al con­triv­ances: Ger­trude and Su­z­anne, frightened and sub­dued ac­com­plices, both of them serving her as emis­sar­ies, dis­guising them­selves to rep­res­ent her, per­haps, as on the day when old Stein­weg was car­ried off by Bar­on Al­ten­heim, in the middle of the Pal­ais de Justice.

			And the series of murders: Gourel drowned; Al­ten­heim, her broth­er, stabbed. Oh, the im­plac­able struggle in the un­der­ground pas­sages of the Villa des Gly­cines, the in­vis­ible work per­formed by the mon­ster in the dark: how clear it all ap­peared today!

			And it was she who tore off his mask as Prince Sernine, she who be­trayed him to the po­lice, she who sent him to pris­on, she who thwarted all his plans, spend­ing her mil­lions to win the battle.

			And then events fol­lowed faster: Su­z­anne and Ger­trude dis­ap­peared, dead, no doubt! Stein­weg, as­sas­sin­ated! Isilda, the sis­ter, as­sas­sin­ated!

			“Oh, the ig­no­miny, the hor­ror of it!” stammered Lupin, with a start of re­vul­sion and hatred.

			He ex­ec­rated her, the ab­om­in­able creature. He would have liked to crush her, to des­troy her. And it was a stu­pefy­ing sight, those two be­ings, cling­ing to each oth­er, ly­ing mo­tion­less in the pale dawn that began to mingle with the shades of the night.

			“Dolores. … Dolores. …” he muttered, in des­pair.

			He leapt back, ter­ror-stricken, wild-eyed. What was it? What was that? What was that hideous feel­ing of cold which froze his hands?

			“Octave! Octave?” he shouted, for­get­ting that the chauf­feur was not there.

			Help, he needed help, someone to re­as­sure him and as­sist him. He shivered with fright. Oh, that cold­ness, that cold­ness of death which he had felt! Was it pos­sible? … Then, dur­ing those few tra­gic minutes, with his clenched fin­gers, he had. …

			Vi­ol­ently, he forced him­self to look. Dolores did not stir.

			He flung him­self on his knees and drew her to him.

			She was dead.

			

			He re­mained for some seconds a prey to a sort of numb­ness in which his grief seemed to be swal­lowed up. He no longer suffered. He no longer felt rage nor hatred nor emo­tion of any kind … noth­ing but a stu­pid pros­tra­tion, the sen­sa­tion of a man who has re­ceived a blow with a club and who does not know if he is still alive, if he is think­ing, or if he is the sport of a night­mare.

			Nev­er­the­less, it seemed to him that an act of justice had taken place, and it did not for a second oc­cur to him that it was he who had taken life. No, it was not he. It was out­side him and his will. It was des­tiny, in­ex­or­able des­tiny that had ac­com­plished the work of equity by slay­ing the nox­ious beast.

			Out­side, the birds were singing. Life was re­com­men­cing un­der the old trees, which the spring was pre­par­ing to bring in­to bud. And Lupin, wak­ing from his tor­por, felt gradu­ally welling up with­in him an in­defin­able and ri­dicu­lous com­pas­sion for the wretched wo­man, odi­ous, cer­tainly, ab­ject and twenty times crim­in­al, but so young still and now … dead.

			And he thought of the tor­tures which she must have un­der­gone in her lu­cid mo­ments, when reas­on re­turned to the un­speak­able mad­wo­man and brought the sin­is­ter vis­ion of her deeds.

			“Pro­tect me. … I am so un­happy!” she used to beg.

			It was against her­self that she asked to be pro­tec­ted, against her wild-beast in­stincts, against the mon­ster that dwelt with­in her and forced her to kill, al­ways to kill.

			“Al­ways?” Lupin asked him­self.

			And he re­membered the night, two days since, when, stand­ing over him, with her dag­ger raised against the en­emy who had been har­ass­ing her for months, against the in­defatig­able en­emy who had run her to earth after each of her crimes, he re­membered that, on that night, she had not killed. And yet it would have been easy: the en­emy lay life­less and power­less. One blow and the im­plac­able struggle was over. No, she had not killed, she too had giv­en way to feel­ings stronger than her own cruelty, to mys­ter­i­ous feel­ings of pity, of sym­pathy, of ad­mir­a­tion for the man who had so of­ten mastered her.

			No, she had not killed, that time. And now, by a really ter­ri­fy­ing vi­cis­situde of fate, it was he who had killed her.

			“I have taken life!” he thought, shud­der­ing from head to foot. “These hands have killed a liv­ing be­ing; and that creature is Dolores! … Dolores! … Dolores! …”

			He nev­er ceased re­peat­ing her name, her name of sor­row, and he nev­er ceased star­ing at her, a sad, life­less thing, harm­less now, a poor hunk of flesh, with no more con­scious­ness than a little heap of withered leaves or a little dead bird by the road­side.

			Oh! how could he do oth­er than quiver with com­pas­sion, see­ing that of those two, face to face, he was the mur­der­er, and she, who was no more, the vic­tim?

			“Dolores! … Dolores! … Dolores! …”

			

			The day­light found Lupin seated be­side the dead wo­man, re­mem­ber­ing and think­ing, while his lips, from time to time, uttered the dis­con­sol­ate syl­lables:

			“Dolores! … Dolores! …”

			He had to act, how­ever, and, in the dis­order of his ideas, he did not know how to act nor with what act to be­gin:

			“I must close her eyes first,” he said.

			The eyes, all empty, filled only with death, those beau­ti­ful gold-spangled eyes, had still the mel­an­choly soft­ness that gave them their charm. Was it pos­sible that those eyes were the eyes of a mon­ster? In spite of him­self and in the face of the im­plac­able real­ity, Lupin was not yet able to blend in­to one single be­ing those two creatures whose im­ages re­mained so dis­tinct at the back of his brain.

			He stooped swiftly, lowered the long, silky eye­lids, and covered the poor dis­tor­ted face with a veil.

			Then it seemed to him that Dolores was farther away and that the man in black was really there, this time, in his dark clothes, in his mur­der­er’s dis­guise.

			He now ven­tured to touch her, to feel in her clothes. In an in­side pock­et were two pock­et­books. He took one of them and opened it. He found first a let­ter signed by Stein­weg, the old Ger­man. It con­tained the fol­low­ing lines:

			
				“Should I die be­fore be­ing able to re­veal the ter­rible secret, let it be known that the mur­der­er of my friend Kes­sel­bach is his wife, whose real name is Dolores de Malreich, sis­ter to Al­ten­heim and sis­ter to Isilda.

				“The ini­tials L. and M. re­late to her. Kes­sel­bach nev­er, in their private life, called his wife Dolores, which is the name of sor­row, but Leti­tia, which de­notes joy. L. M.—Leti­tia de Malreich—were the ini­tials in­scribed on all the presents which he used to give her, for in­stance, on the ci­gar­ette-case which was found at the Palace Hotel and which be­longed to Mrs. Kes­sel­bach. She had con­trac­ted the smoking-habit on her travels.

				“Leti­tia! She was in­deed the joy of his life for four years, four years of lies and hy­po­crisy, in which she pre­pared the death of the man who loved her so well and who trus­ted her so whole­heartedly.

				“Per­haps I ought to have spoken at once. I had not the cour­age, in memory of my old friend Kes­sel­bach, whose name she bore.

				“And then I was afraid. … On the day when I un­masked her, at the Pal­ais de Justice, I read my doom in her eyes.

				“Will my weak­ness save me?”

			

			“Him also,” thought Lupin, “him also she killed! … Why, of course, he knew too much! … The ini­tials … that name, Leti­tia … the secret habit of smoking!”

			And he re­membered the pre­vi­ous night, that smell of to­bacco in her room.

			He con­tin­ued his in­spec­tion of the first pock­et­book. There were scraps of let­ters, in cipher, no doubt handed to Dolores by her ac­com­plices, in the course of their noc­turn­al meet­ings. There were also ad­dresses on bits of pa­per, ad­dresses of mil­liners and dress­makers, but ad­dresses also of low haunts, of com­mon ho­tels. … And names … twenty, thirty names … queer names: Hec­tor the Butcher, Ar­mand of Gre­nelle, the Sick Man …

			But a pho­to­graph caught Lupin’s eye. He looked at it. And, at once, as though shot from a spring, drop­ping the pock­et­book, he bolted out of the room, out of the chalet and rushed in­to the park.

			He had re­cog­nized the por­trait of Louis de Malreich, the pris­on­er at the Santé!

			Not till then, not till that ex­act mo­ment did he re­mem­ber: the ex­e­cu­tion was to take place next day.

			And, as the man in black, as the mur­der­er was none oth­er than Dolores Kes­sel­bach, Louis de Malreich’s name was really and truly Le­on Massier and he was in­no­cent!

			In­no­cent? But the evid­ence found in his house, the Em­per­or’s let­ters, all, all the things that ac­cused him bey­ond hope of deni­al, all those in­con­tro­vert­ible proofs?

			Lupin stopped for a second, with his brain on fire:

			“Oh,” he cried, “I shall go mad, I, too! Come, though, I must act … the sen­tence is to be ex­ecuted … to­mor­row … to­mor­row at break of day.”

			He looked at his watch:

			“Ten o’clock. … How long will it take me to reach Par­is? Well … I shall be there presently … yes, presently, I must. … And this very even­ing I shall take meas­ures to pre­vent. … But what meas­ures? How can I prove his in­no­cence? … How pre­vent the ex­e­cu­tion? Oh, nev­er mind! Once I am there, I shall find a way. My name is not Lupin for noth­ing! … Come on! …”

			He set off again at a run, entered the castle and called out:

			“Pierre! Pierre! … Has any­one seen M. Pierre Le­duc? … Oh, there you are! … Listen. …”

			He took him on one side and jerked out, in im­per­i­ous tones:

			“Listen, Dolores is not here. … Yes, she was called away on ur­gent busi­ness … she left last night in my mo­tor. … I am go­ing too. … Don’t in­ter­rupt, not a word! … A second lost means ir­re­par­able harm. … You, send away all the ser­vants, without any ex­plan­a­tion. Here is money. In half an hour from now, the castle must be empty. And let no one enter it un­til I re­turn. … Not you either, do you un­der­stand? … I for­bid you to enter the castle. … I’ll ex­plain later … ser­i­ous reas­ons. Here, take the key with you. … Wait for me in the vil­lage. …”

			And once more, he dar­ted away.

			Five minutes later, he was with Octave. He jumped in­to the car:

			“Par­is!”

			

			The jour­ney was a real race for life or death. Lupin, think­ing that Octave was not driv­ing fast enough, took the steer­ing-wheel him­self and drove at a furi­ous, break­neck speed. On the road, through the vil­lages, along the crowded streets of the towns they rushed at sixty miles an hour. People whom they nearly up­set roared and yelled with rage: the met­eor was far away, was out of sight.

			“G—gov­ernor,” stammered Octave, liv­id with dis­may, “we shall be stuck!”

			“You, per­haps, the mo­tor, per­haps; but I shall ar­rive!” said Lupin.

			He had a feel­ing as though it were not the car that was car­ry­ing him, but he car­ry­ing the car and as though he were cleav­ing space by dint of his own strength, his own will­power. Then what mir­acle could pre­vent his ar­riv­ing, see­ing that his strength was in­ex­haust­ible, his will­power un­boun­ded?

			“I shall ar­rive be­cause I have got to ar­rive,” he re­peated.

			And he thought of the man who would die, if he did not ar­rive in time to save him, of the mys­ter­i­ous Louis de Malreich, so dis­con­cert­ing with his stub­born si­lence and his ex­pres­sion­less face.

			And amid the roar of the road, un­der the trees whose branches made a noise as of furi­ous waves, amid the buzz­ing of his thoughts, Lupin, all the same, strove to set up an hy­po­thes­is. And this hy­po­thes­is be­came gradu­ally more defined, lo­gic­al, prob­able, cer­tain, he said to him­self, now that he knew the hideous truth about Dolores and saw all the re­sources and all the odi­ous designs of that crazy mind:

			“Yes, it was she who con­trived that most ter­rible plot against Malreich. What was it she wanted? To marry Pierre Le­duc, whom she had be­witched, and to be­come the sov­er­eign of the little prin­cip­al­ity from which she had been ban­ished. The ob­ject was at­tain­able, with­in reach of her hand. There was one sole obstacle. … I, Lupin, who, for weeks and weeks, per­sist­ently barred her road; I, whom she en­countered after every murder; I, whose per­spica­city she dreaded; I, who would nev­er lay down my arms be­fore I had dis­covered the cul­prit and found the let­ters stolen from the Em­per­or. … Well, the cul­prit should be Louis de Malreich, or rather, Le­on Massier. Who was this Le­on Massier? Did she know him be­fore her mar­riage? Had she been in love with him? It is prob­able; but this, no doubt, we shall nev­er know. One thing is cer­tain, that she was struck by the re­semb­lance to Le­on Massier in fig­ure and stature which she might at­tain by dress­ing up like him, in black clothes, and put­ting on a fair wig. She must have no­ticed the ec­cent­ric life led by that lonely man, his noc­turn­al ex­ped­i­tions, his man­ner of walk­ing in the streets and of throw­ing any who might fol­low him off the scent. And it was in con­sequence of these ob­ser­va­tions and in an­ti­cip­a­tion of pos­sible even­tu­al­it­ies that she ad­vised Mr. Kes­sel­bach to erase the name of Dolores from the re­gister of births and to re­place it by the name of Louis, so that the ini­tials might cor­res­pond with those of Le­on Massier. … The mo­ment ar­rived at which she must act; and thereupon she con­cocted her plot and pro­ceeded to put it in­to ex­e­cu­tion. Le­on lived in the Rue Dela­ize­ment. She ordered her ac­com­plices to take up their quar­ters in the street that backed on to it. And she her­self told me the ad­dress of Domi­n­ique the head­waiter, and put me on the track of the sev­en scoun­drels, know­ing per­fectly well that, once on the track, I was bound to fol­low it to the end, that is to say, bey­ond the sev­en scoun­drels, till I came up with their lead­er, the man who watched them and who com­manded them, the man in black, Le­on Massier, Louis de Malreich. … As a mat­ter of fact, I came up with the sev­en scoun­drels first. Then what would hap­pen? Either I should be beaten or we should all des­troy one an­oth­er, as she must have hoped, that night in the Rue des Vignes. In either case Dolores would have been rid of me. But what really happened was this: I cap­tured the sev­en scoun­drels. Dolores fled from the Rue des Vignes. I found her in the Broker’s shed. She sent me after Le­on Massier, that is to say, Louis de Malreich. I found in his house the Em­per­or’s let­ters, which she her­self had placed there, and I de­livered him to justice and I re­vealed the secret com­mu­nic­a­tion, which she her­self had caused to be made, between the two coach-houses, and I pro­duced all the evid­ence which she her­self had pre­pared, and I proved, by means of doc­u­ments which she her­self had forged, that Le­on Massier had stolen the so­cial status of Le­on Massier and that his real name was Louis de Malreich. … And Louis de Malreich was sen­tenced to death. … And Dolores de Malreich, vic­tori­ous at last, safe from all sus­pi­cion once the cul­prit was dis­covered, re­leased from her in­fam­ous and crim­in­al past, her hus­band dead, her broth­er dead, her sis­ter dead, her two maids dead, Stein­weg dead, de­livered by me from her ac­com­plices, whom I handed over to Weber all packed up, de­livered, lastly, from her­self by me, who was send­ing the in­no­cent man whom she had sub­sti­tuted for her­self to the scaf­fold, Dolores de Malreich, tri­umphant, rich with the wealth of her mil­lions and loved by Pierre Le­duc, Dolores de Malreich would sit upon the throne of her nat­ive grand-duchy. … Ah,” cried Lupin, be­side him­self with ex­cite­ment, “that man shall not die! I swear it as I live: he shall not die!”

			“Look out, gov­ernor,” said Octave, scared, “we are near the town now … the out­skirts … the sub­urbs. …”

			“What shall I care?”

			“But we shall topple over. … And the pave­ment is greasy … we are skid­ding. …”

			“Nev­er mind.”

			“Take care. … Look ahead. …”

			“What?”

			“A tram­car, at the turn. …”

			“Let it stop!”

			“Do slow down, gov­ernor!”

			“Nev­er!”

			“But we have no room to pass!”

			“We shall get through.”

			“We can’t get through.”

			“Yes, we can.”

			“Oh, Lord!”

			A crash … out­cries. … The mo­tor had run in­to the tram­car, can­noned against a fence, torn down ten yards of plank­ing and, lastly, smashed it­self against the corner of a slope.

			“Driver, are you dis­en­gaged?”

			Lupin, ly­ing flat on the grass of the slope, had hailed a tax­icab.

			He scrambled to his feet, gave a glance at his shattered car and the people crowding round to Octave’s as­sist­ance and jumped in­to the cab:

			“Go to the Min­istry of the In­teri­or, on the Place Beauvau … Twenty francs for your­self. …”

			He settled him­self in the taxi and con­tin­ued:

			“No, no, he shall not die! No, a thou­sand times no, I will not have that on my con­science! It is bad enough to have been tricked by a wo­man and to have fallen in­to the snare like a school­boy. … That will do! No more blun­ders for me! I have had that poor wretch ar­res­ted. … I have had him sen­tenced to death. … I have brought him to the foot of the scaf­fold … but he shall not mount it! … Any­thing but that! If he mounts the scaf­fold, there will be noth­ing left for me but to put a bul­let through my head.”

			They were ap­proach­ing the toll­house. He leant out:

			“Twenty francs more, driver, if you don’t stop.”

			And he shouted to the of­fi­cials:

			“De­tect­ive-ser­vice!”

			They passed through.

			“But don’t slow down, don’t slow down, hang it!” roared Lupin. “Faster! … Faster still! Are you afraid of run­ning over the old ladies? Nev­er mind about them! I’ll pay the dam­age!”

			In a few minutes, they were at the Min­istry of the In­teri­or. Lupin hur­ried across the court­yard and ran up the main stair­case. The wait­ing-room was full of people. He scribbled on a sheet of pa­per, “Prince Sernine,” and, hust­ling a mes­sen­ger in­to a corner, said:

			“You know me, don’t you? I’m Lupin. I pro­cured you this berth; a snug re­treat for your old age, eh? Only, you’ve got to show me in at once. There, take my name through. That’s all I ask of you. The premi­er will thank you, you may be sure of that … and so I will. … But, hurry you fool! Valenglay is ex­pect­ing me. …”

			Ten seconds later, Valenglay him­self put his head through the door of his room and said:

			“Show the prince in.”

			Lupin rushed in­to the room, slammed the door and, in­ter­rupt­ing the premi­er, said:

			“No, no set phrases, you can’t ar­rest me. … It would mean ru­in­ing your­self and com­prom­ising the Em­per­or. … No, it’s not a ques­tion of that. Look here. Malreich is in­no­cent. … I have dis­covered the real crim­in­al. … It’s Dolores Kes­sel­bach. She is dead. Her body is down there. I have un­deni­able proofs. There is no doubt pos­sible. It was she. …”

			He stopped. Valenglay seemed not to un­der­stand.

			“But, look here, Mon­sieur le Pres­id­ent, we must save Malreich. … Only think … a ju­di­cial er­ror! … An in­no­cent man guil­lotined! … Give your or­ders … say you have fresh in­form­a­tion … any­thing you please … but, quick, there is no time to lose. …”

			Valenglay looked at him at­tent­ively, then went to a table, took up a news­pa­per and handed it to him, point­ing his fin­ger at an art­icle as he did so.

			Lupin cast his eye at the head­line and read:

			
				
					“Ex­e­cu­tion of the Mon­ster”

				
				“Louis de Malreich un­der­went the death-pen­alty this morn­ing. …”

			

			He read no more. Thun­der­struck, crushed, he fell in­to the premi­er’s chair with a moan of des­pair. …

			

			How long he re­mained like that he could not say. When he was out­side again, he re­membered a great si­lence and then Valenglay bend­ing over him and sprink­ling wa­ter on his fore­head. He re­membered, above all, the premi­er’s hushed voice whis­per­ing:

			“Listen … you won’t say any­thing about this will you? In­no­cent, per­haps, I don’t say not. … But what is the use of rev­el­a­tions, of a scan­dal? A ju­di­cial er­ror can have ser­i­ous con­sequences. Is it worth while? … A re­hab­il­it­a­tion? For what pur­pose? He was not even sen­tenced un­der his own name. It is the name of Malreich which is held up to pub­lic ex­ec­ra­tion … the name of the real crim­in­al, as it hap­pens. … So …”

			And, push­ing Lupin gradu­ally to­ward the door, he said:

			“So go. … Go back there. … Get rid of the corpse. … And let not a trace re­main, eh? Not the slight­est trace of all this busi­ness. … I can rely on you, can I not?”

			And Lupin went back. He went back like a ma­chine, be­cause he had been told to do so and be­cause he had no will left of his own.

			

			He waited for hours at the rail­way-sta­tion. Mech­an­ic­ally, he ate his din­ner, took a tick­et and settled down in a com­part­ment.

			He slept badly. His brain was on fire between night­mares and half-wak­ing in­ter­vals in which he tried to make out why Malreich had not de­fen­ded him­self:

			“He was a mad­man … surely … half a mad­man. … He must have known her formerly … and she poisoned his life … she drove him crazy. … So he felt he might as well die. … Why de­fend him­self?”

			The ex­plan­a­tion only half sat­is­fied him, and he prom­ised him­self soon­er or later to clear up the riddle and to dis­cov­er the ex­act part which Massier had played in Dolores’ life. But what did it mat­ter for the mo­ment? One fact alone stood out clearly, which was Massier’s mad­ness, and he re­peated, per­sist­ently:

			“He was a mad­man … Massier was un­doubtedly mad. Be­sides, all those Massiers … a fam­ily of mad­men. …”

			He raved, mix­ing up names in his en­feebled brain.

			But, on alight­ing at Brug­gen Sta­tion, in the cool, moist air of the morn­ing, his con­scious­ness re­vived. Things sud­denly as­sumed a dif­fer­ent as­pect. And he ex­claimed:

			“Well, after all, it was his own lookout! He had only to protest. … I ac­cept no re­spons­ib­il­ity. … It was he who com­mit­ted sui­cide. … He was only a dumb act­or in the play. … He has gone un­der. … I am sorry. … But it can’t be helped!”

			The ne­ces­sity for ac­tion stim­u­lated him afresh. Wounded, tor­tured by that crime of which he knew him­self to be the au­thor for all that he might say, he nev­er­the­less looked to the fu­ture:

			“Those are the ac­ci­dents of war,” he said. “Don’t let us think about it. Noth­ing is lost. On the con­trary! Dolores was the stum­bling-block, since Pierre Le­duc loved her. Dolores is dead. There­fore Pierre Le­duc be­longs to me. And he shall marry Geneviève, as I have ar­ranged! And he shall reign! And I shall be the mas­ter! And Europe, Europe is mine!”

			He worked him­self up, re­as­sured, full of sud­den con­fid­ence, and made fe­ver­ish ges­tures as he walked along the road, whirl­ing an ima­gin­ary sword, the sword of the lead­er whose will is law, who com­mands and tri­umphs:

			“Lupin, you shall be king! You shall be king, Arsène Lupin!”

			He in­quired in the vil­lage of Brug­gen and heard that Pierre Le­duc had lunched yes­ter­day at the inn. Since then, he had not been seen.

			“Oh?” asked Lupin. “Didn’t he sleep here?”

			“No.”

			“But where did he go after his lunch?”

			“He took the road to the castle.”

			Lupin walked away in some sur­prise. After all, he had told the young man to lock the doors and not to re­turn after the ser­vants had gone.

			He at once re­ceived a proof that Pierre had dis­obeyed him: the park gates were open.

			He went in, hunted all over the castle, called out. No reply.

			Sud­denly, he thought of the chalet. Who could tell? Per­haps Pierre Le­duc, wor­ry­ing about the wo­man he loved and driv­en by an in­tu­ition, had gone to look for her in that dir­ec­tion. And Dolores’ corpse was there!

			Greatly alarmed, Lupin began to run.

			At first sight, there seemed to be no one in the chalet.

			“Pierre! Pierre!” he cried.

			Hear­ing no sound, he entered the front pas­sage and the room which he had oc­cu­pied.

			He stopped short, rooted to the threshold.

			Above Dolores’ corpse, hung Pierre Le­duc, with a rope round his neck, dead.

			

			Lupin im­pa­tiently pulled him­self to­geth­er from head to foot. He re­fused to yield to a single ges­ture of des­pair. He re­fused to ut­ter a single vi­ol­ent word. After the cruel blows which fate had dealt him, after Dolores’ crimes and death, after Massier’s ex­e­cu­tion, after all those dis­turb­ances and cata­strophes, he felt the ab­so­lute ne­ces­sity of re­tain­ing all his self-com­mand. If not, his brain would un­doubtedly give way. …

			“Idi­ot!” he said, shak­ing his fist at Pierre Le­duc. “You great idi­ot, couldn’t you wait? In ten years we should have had Alsace-Lor­raine again!”

			To re­lieve his mind, he sought for words to say, for at­ti­tudes; but his ideas es­caped him and his head seemed on the point of burst­ing.

			“Oh, no, no!” he cried. “None of that, thank you! Lupin mad too! No, old chap! Put a bul­let through your head, if you like; and, when all is said, I don’t see any oth­er way out. But Lupin driv­el­ling, wheeled about in a bath-chair … no! Style, old fel­low, fin­ish in style!”

			He walked up and down, stamp­ing his feet and lift­ing his knees very high, as cer­tain act­ors do when feign­ing mad­ness. And he said:

			“Swag­ger, my lad, swag­ger! The eyes of the gods are upon you! Lift up your head! Pull in your stom­ach, hang it! Throw out your chest! … Everything is break­ing up around you. What do you care? … It’s the fi­nal dis­aster, I’ve played my last card, a king­dom in the gut­ter, I’ve lost Europe, the whole world ends in smoke. … Well … and what of it? Laugh, laugh! Be Lupin, or you’re in the soup. … Come, laugh! Louder than that, louder, louder! That’s right! … Lord, how funny it all is! Dolores, old girl, a ci­gar­ette!”

			He bent down with a grin, touched the dead wo­man’s face, tottered for a second and fell to the ground un­con­scious.

			

			After ly­ing for an hour, he came to him­self and stood up. The fit of mad­ness was over; and, mas­ter of him­self, with re­laxed nerves, ser­i­ous and si­lent, he con­sidered the po­s­i­tion.

			He felt that the time had come for the ir­re­voc­able de­cisions that in­volve a whole ex­ist­ence. His had been ut­terly shattered, in a few days, un­der the as­sault of un­fore­seen cata­strophes, rush­ing up, one after the oth­er, at the very mo­ment when he thought his tri­umph as­sured. What should he do? Be­gin again? Build up everything again? He had not the cour­age for it. What then?

			The whole morn­ing, he roamed tra­gic­ally about the park and gradu­ally real­ized his po­s­i­tion in all its slight­est de­tails. Little by little, the thought of death en­forced it­self upon him with in­flex­ible rig­or.

			But, wheth­er he de­cided to kill him­self or to live, there was first of all a series of def­in­ite acts which he was ob­liged to per­form. And these acts stood out clearly in his brain, which had sud­denly be­come quite cool.

			The mid­day An­gelus rang from the church-steeple.

			“To work!” he said, firmly.

			He re­turned to the chalet in a very calm frame of mind, went to his room, climbed on a stool, and cut the rope by which Pierre Le­duc was hanging:

			“You poor dev­il!” he said. “You were doomed to end like that, with a hempen tie around your neck. Alas, you were not made for great­ness: I ought to have fore­seen that and not hooked my for­tune to a rhymester!”

			He felt in the young man’s clothes and found noth­ing. But, re­mem­ber­ing Dolores’ second pock­et­book, he took it from the pock­et where he had left it.

			He gave a start of sur­prise. The pock­et­book con­tained a bundle of let­ters whose ap­pear­ance was fa­mil­i­ar to him; and he at once re­cog­nized the dif­fer­ent writ­ings.

			“The Em­per­or’s let­ters!” he muttered, slowly. “The old chan­cel­lor’s let­ters! The whole bundle which I my­self found at Le­on Massier’s and which I handed to Count von Wal­de­mar! … How did it hap­pen? … Did she take them in her turn from that block­head of a Wal­de­mar?” And, sud­denly, slap­ping his fore­head, “Why, no, the block­head is my­self. These are the real let­ters! She kept them to black­mail the Em­per­or when the time came. And the oth­ers, the ones which I handed over, are cop­ies, forged by her­self, of course, or by an ac­com­plice, and placed where she knew that I should find them. … And I played her game for her, like a mug! By Jove, when wo­men be­gin to in­ter­fere … !”

			There was only a piece of paste­board left in the pock­et­book, a pho­to­graph. He looked at it. It was his own.

			“Two pho­to­graphs … Massier and I … the two she loved best, no doubt … For she loved me. … A strange love, built up of ad­mir­a­tion for the ad­ven­turer that I am, for the man who, by him­self, put away the sev­en scoun­drels whom she had paid to break my head! A strange love! I felt it throb­bing in her the oth­er day, when I told her my great dream of om­ni­po­tence. Then, really, she had the idea of sac­ri­fi­cing Pierre Le­duc and sub­ject­ing her dream to mine. If the in­cid­ent of the mir­ror had not taken place, she would have been sub­dued. But she was afraid. I had my hand upon the truth. My death was ne­ces­sary for her sal­va­tion and she de­cided upon it.” He re­peated sev­er­al times, pens­ively, “And yet she loved me. … Yes, she loved me, as oth­ers have loved me … oth­ers to whom I have brought ill-luck also. … Alas, all those who love me die! … And this one died too, strangled by my hand. … What is the use of liv­ing? … What is the use of liv­ing?” he asked again, in a low voice. “Is it not bet­ter to join them, all those wo­men who have loved me … and who have died of their love … So­nia, Ray­monde, Clotilde, Dest­ange, Miss Clarke? …”

			He laid the two corpses be­side each oth­er, covered them with the same sheet, sat down at a table and wrote:

			
				“I have tri­umphed over everything and I am beaten. I have reached the goal and I have fallen. Fate is too strong for me. … And she whom I loved is no more. I shall die also.”

			

			And he signed his name:

			
				“Arsène Lupin.”

			

			He sealed the let­ter and slipped it in­to a bottle which he flung through the win­dow, on the soft ground of a flower-bor­der.

			Next, he made a great pile on the floor with old news­pa­pers, straw and shav­ings, which he went to fetch in the kit­chen. On the top of it he emp­tied a gal­lon of pet­rol. Then he lit a candle and threw it among the shav­ings.

			A flame at once arose and oth­er flames leapt forth, quick, glow­ing, crack­ling.

			“Let’s clear out,” said Lupin. “The chalet is built of wood, it will all flare up like a match. And, by the time they come from the vil­lage, break down the gates and run to this end of the park, it will be too late. They will find ashes, the re­mains of two charred corpses and, close at hand, my farewell let­ter in a bottle. … Good­bye, Lupin! Bury me simply, good people, without su­per­flu­ous state … a poor man’s fu­ner­al … No flowers, no wreaths. … Just a humble cross and a plain epi­taph; ‘Here lies Arsène Lupin, ad­ven­turer.’ ”

			He made for the park wall, climbed over it, and turn­ing round, saw the flames soar­ing up to the sky. …

			

			He wandered back to­ward Par­is on foot, bowed down by des­tiny, with des­pair in his heart. And the peas­ants were amazed at the sight of this trav­el­ler who paid with bank­notes for his fif­teen-penny meals.

			Three foot­pads at­tacked him one even­ing in the forest. He de­fen­ded him­self with his stick and left them ly­ing for dead. …

			He spent a week at an inn. He did not know where to go. … What was he to do? What was there for him to cling to? He was tired of life. He did not want to live. …

			

			“Is that you?”

			Mme. Ernemont stood in her little sit­ting-room in the villa at Garches, trem­bling, scared and liv­id, star­ing at the ap­par­i­tion that faced her.

			Lupin! … It was Lupin.

			“You!” she said. “You! … But the pa­pers said …”

			He smiled sadly:

			“Yes, I am dead.”

			“Well, then … well, then …” she said, na­ively.

			“You mean that, if I am dead, I have no busi­ness here. Be­lieve me, I have ser­i­ous reas­ons, Vic­toire.”

			“How you have changed!” she said, in a voice full of pity.

			“A few little dis­ap­point­ments. … How­ever, that’s over. … Tell me, is Geneviève in?”

			She flew at him, in a sud­den rage:

			“You leave her alone, do you hear? Geneviève? You want to see Geneviève, to take her back? Ah, this time I shall not let her out of my sight! She came back tired, white as a sheet, nervous; and the col­or has hardly yet re­turned to her cheeks. You shall leave her alone, I swear you shall.”

			He pressed his hand hard on the old wo­man’s shoulder:

			“I will—do you un­der­stand?—I will speak to her.”

			“No.”

			“I mean to speak to her.”

			“No.”

			He pushed her about. She drew her­self up and, cross­ing her arms:

			“You shall pass over my dead body first, do you hear? The child’s hap­pi­ness lies in this house and nowhere else. … With all your ideas of money and rank, you would only make her miser­able. Who is this Pierre Le­duc of yours? And that Veldenz of yours? Geneviève a grand-duch­ess! You are mad. That’s no life for her! … You see, after all, you have thought only of your­self in this mat­ter. It was your power, your for­tune you wanted. The child you don’t care a rap about. Have you so much as asked your­self if she loved your ras­cally grand-duke? Have you asked your­self if she loved any­body? No, you just pur­sued your ob­ject, that is all, at the risk of hurt­ing Geneviève and mak­ing her un­happy for the rest of her life. … Well, I won’t have it! What she wants is a simple, hon­est ex­ist­ence, led in the broad light of day; and that is what you can’t give her. Then what are you here for?”

			He seemed to waver, but, nev­er­the­less, he mur­mured in a low voice and very sadly:

			“It is im­possible that I should nev­er see her again, it is im­possible that I should not speak to her. …”

			“She be­lieves you dead.”

			“That is ex­actly what I do not want! I want her to know the truth. It is a tor­ture to me to think that she looks upon me as one who is no more. Bring her to me, Vic­toire.”

			He spoke in a voice so gentle and so dis­tressed that she was ut­terly moved, and said:

			“Listen. … First of all, I want to know. … It de­pends upon what you in­tend to say to her. … Be frank, my boy. … What do you want with Geneviève?”

			He said, gravely:

			“I want to say this: ‘Geneviève, I prom­ised your moth­er to give you wealth, power, a fairy-like ex­ist­ence. And, on the day when I had at­tained my aim, I would have asked you for a little place, not very far from you. Rich and happy, you would have for­got­ten—yes, I am sure of it—you would have for­got­ten who I am, or rather who I was. Un­for­tu­nately, fate has been too strong for me. I bring you neither wealth nor power. And it is I, on the con­trary, who have need of you. Geneviève, will you help me?’ ”

			“To do what?” asked the old wo­man, anxiously.

			“To live. …”

			“Oh!” she said. “Has it come to that, my poor boy? …”

			“Yes,” he answered, simply, without any af­fect­a­tion of sor­row, “yes, it has come to that. Three hu­man be­ings are just dead, killed by me, killed by my hands. The bur­den of the memory is more than I can bear. I am alone. For the first time in my life, I need help. I have the right to ask that help of Geneviève. And her duty is to give it to me. … If not …”

			“If not … ?”

			“Then all is over.”

			The old wo­man was si­lent, pale and quiv­er­ing with emo­tion. She once more felt all her af­fec­tion for him whom she had fed at her breast and who still and in spite of all re­mained “her boy.” She asked:

			“What do you in­tend to do with her?”

			“We shall go abroad. We will take you with us, if you like to come. …”

			“But you for­get … you for­get. …”

			“What?”

			“Your past. …”

			“She will for­get it too. She will un­der­stand that I am no longer the man I was, that I do not wish to be.”

			“Then, really, what you wish is that she should share your life, the life of Lupin?”

			“The life of the man that I shall be, of the man who will work so that she may be happy, so that she may marry ac­cord­ing to her in­clin­a­tion. We will settle down in some nook or oth­er. We will struggle to­geth­er, side by side. And you know what I am cap­able of. …”

			She re­peated, slowly, with her eyes fixed on his:

			“Then, really, you wish her to share Lupin’s life?”

			He hes­it­ated a second, hardly a second, and de­clared, plainly:

			“Yes, yes, I wish it, I have the right.”

			“You wish her to aban­don all the chil­dren to whom she has de­voted her­self, all this life of work which she loves and which is es­sen­tial to her hap­pi­ness?”

			“Yes, I wish it, it is her duty.”

			The old wo­man opened the win­dow and said:

			“In that case, call her.”

			Geneviève was in the garden, sit­ting on a bench. Four little girls were crowding round her. Oth­ers were play­ing and run­ning about.

			He saw her full-face. He saw her grave, smil­ing eyes. She held a flower in her hand and plucked the petals one by one and gave ex­plan­a­tions to the at­tent­ive and eager chil­dren. Then she asked them ques­tions. And each an­swer was re­war­ded with a kiss to the pu­pil.

			Lupin looked at her long, with in­fin­ite emo­tion and an­guish. A whole leaven of un­known feel­ings fer­men­ted with­in him. He had a long­ing to press that pretty girl to his breast, to kiss her and tell her how he re­spec­ted and loved her. He re­membered the moth­er, who died in the little vil­lage of As­pre­mont, who died of grief.

			“Call her,” said Vic­toire. “Why don’t you call her?”

			He sank in­to a chair and stammered:

			“I can’t. … I can’t do it. … I have not the right. … It is im­possible. … Let her be­lieve me dead. … That is bet­ter. …”

			He wept, his shoulders shak­ing with sobs, his whole be­ing over­whelmed with des­pair, swollen with an af­fec­tion that arose in him, like those back­ward flowers which die on the very day of their blos­som­ing.

			The old wo­man knelt down be­side him and, in a trem­bling voice, asked:

			“She is your daugh­ter, is she not?”

			“Yes, she is my daugh­ter.”

			“Oh, my poor boy!” she said, burst­ing in­to tears. “My poor boy! …”

		
	
		
			
				Epilogue

				The Sui­cide

			
			“To horse!” said the Em­per­or.

			He cor­rec­ted him­self, on see­ing the mag­ni­fi­cent ass which they brought him:

			“To don­key, rather! Wal­de­mar, are you sure this an­im­al is quiet to ride and drive?”

			“I will an­swer for him as I would for my­self, Sire,” de­clared the count.

			“In that case, I feel safe,” said the Em­per­or, laugh­ing. And, turn­ing to the of­ficers with him, “Gen­tle­men, to horse!”

			The mar­ket­place of the vil­lage of Capri was crowded with sight­seers, kept back by a line of Itali­an ca­ra­bin­iers, and, in the middle, all the don­keys of the place, which had been re­quisi­tioned to en­able the Em­per­or to go over that is­land of won­ders.

			“Wal­de­mar,” said the Em­per­or, tak­ing the head of the caval­cade, “what do we be­gin with?”

			“With Tiberi­us’s Villa, Sire.”

			They rode un­der a gate­way and then fol­lowed a roughly-paved path, rising gradu­ally to the east­ern promon­tory of the is­land.

			The Em­per­or laughed and en­joyed him­self and good-hu­moredly chaffed the co­lossal Count von Wal­de­mar, whose feet touched the ground on either side of the un­for­tu­nate don­key borne down un­der his weight.

			In three-quar­ters of an hour, they ar­rived first at Tiberi­us’s Leap, an enorm­ous rock, a thou­sand feet high, from which the tyr­ant caused his vic­tims to be hurled in­to the sea. …

			The Em­per­or dis­moun­ted, walked up to the hand­rail and took a glance at the abyss. Then he went on foot to the ru­ins of Tiberi­us’s Villa, where he strolled about among the crum­bling halls and pas­sages.

			He stopped for a mo­ment.

			There was a glor­i­ous view of the point of Sor­rento and over the whole is­land of Capri. The glow­ing blue of the sea out­lined the beau­ti­ful curve of the bay; and cool per­fumes mingled with the scent of the cit­ron-trees.

			“The view is finer still, Sire,” said Wal­de­mar, “from the her­mit’s little chapel, at the sum­mit.”

			“Let us go to it.”

			But the her­mit him­self des­cen­ded by a steep path. He was an old man, with a hes­it­at­ing gait and a bent back. He car­ried the book in which trav­el­lers usu­ally write down their im­pres­sions.

			He placed the book on a stone seat.

			“What am I write?” asked the Em­per­or.

			“Your name, Sire, and the date of your vis­it … and any­thing you please.”

			The Em­per­or took the pen which the her­mit handed him and bent down to write.

			“Take care, Sire, take care!”

			Shouts of alarm … a great crash from the dir­ec­tion of the chapel. … The Em­per­or turned round. He saw a huge rock come rolling down upon him like a whirl­wind.

			At the same mo­ment, he was seized round the body by the her­mit and flung to a dis­tance of ten yards away.

			The rock struck against the stone seat where the Em­per­or had been stand­ing a quarter of a second be­fore and smashed the seat in­to frag­ments. But for the her­mit, the Em­per­or would have been killed.

			He gave him his hand and said, simply:

			“Thank you.”

			The of­ficers flocked round him.

			“It’s noth­ing, gen­tle­men. … We have es­caped with a fright … though it was a fine fright, I con­fess. … All the same, but for the in­ter­ven­tion of this worthy man …”

			And, go­ing up to the her­mit:

			“What is your name, my friend?”

			The her­mit had kept his head con­cealed in his hood. He pushed it back an inch or so and, in a very low voice, so as to be heard by none but the Em­per­or, he said:

			“The name of a man, Sire, who is very pleased that you have shaken him by the hand.”

			The Em­per­or gave a start and stepped back. Then, at once con­trolling him­self:

			“Gen­tle­men,” he said to the of­ficers, “I will ask you to go up to the chapel. More rocks can break loose; and it would per­haps be wise to warn the au­thor­it­ies of the is­land. You will join me later. I want to thank this good man.”

			He walked away, ac­com­pan­ied by the her­mit. When they were alone, he said:

			“You! Why?”

			“I had to speak to you, Sire. If I had asked for an audi­ence … would you have gran­ted my re­quest? I pre­ferred to act dir­ectly and I in­ten­ded to make my­self known while Your Im­per­i­al Majesty was sign­ing the book, when that stu­pid ac­ci­dent …”

			“Well?” said the Em­per­or.

			“The let­ters which I gave Wal­de­mar to hand to you, Sire, are for­ger­ies.”

			The Em­per­or made a ges­ture of keen an­noy­ance:

			“For­ger­ies? Are you sure?”

			“Ab­so­lutely sure, Sire.”

			“Yet that Malreich …”

			“Malreich was not the cul­prit.”

			“Then who was?”

			“I must beg Your Im­per­i­al Majesty to treat my an­swer as secret and con­fid­en­tial. The real cul­prit was Mrs. Kes­sel­bach.”

			“Kes­sel­bach’s own wife?”

			“Yes, Sire. She is dead now. It was she who made or caused to be made the cop­ies which are in your pos­ses­sion. She kept the real let­ters.”

			“But where are they?” ex­claimed the Em­per­or. “That is the im­port­ant thing! They must be re­covered at all costs! I at­tach the greatest value to those let­ters. …”

			“Here they are, Sire.”

			The Em­per­or had a mo­ment of stu­pefac­tion. He looked at Lupin, looked at the let­ters, then at Lupin again and pock­eted the bundle without ex­amin­ing it.

			Clearly, this man was puzz­ling him once more. Where did this scoun­drel spring from who, pos­sess­ing so ter­rible a weapon, handed it over like that, gen­er­ously, un­con­di­tion­ally? It would have been so easy for him to keep the let­ters and to make such use of them as he pleased! No, he had giv­en his prom­ise and he was keep­ing his word.

			And the Em­per­or thought of all the astound­ing things which that man had done.

			“The pa­pers said that you were dead,” he said.

			“Yes, Sire. In real­ity, I am dead. And the po­lice of my coun­try, glad to be rid of me, have bur­ied the charred and un­re­cog­niz­able re­mains of my body.”

			“Then you are free?”

			“As I al­ways have been.”

			“And noth­ing at­taches you to any­thing?”

			“Noth­ing, Sire.”

			“In that case …”

			The Em­per­or hes­it­ated and then, ex­pli­citly:

			“In that case, enter my ser­vice. I of­fer you the com­mand of my private po­lice. You shall be the ab­so­lute mas­ter. You shall have full power, even over the oth­er po­lice.”

			“No, Sire.”

			“Why not?”

			“I am a French­man.”

			There was a pause. The Em­per­or was evid­ently pleased with the an­swer. He said:

			“Still, as you say that no link at­taches you …”

			“That is, one, Sire, which noth­ing can sever.” And he ad­ded, laugh­ing, “I am dead as a man, but alive as a French­man. I am sure that Your Im­per­i­al Majesty will un­der­stand.”

			The Em­per­or took a few steps up and down. Then he said:

			“I should like to pay my debt, how­ever. I heard that the ne­go­ti­ations for the grand-duchy of Veldenz were broken off. …”

			“Yes, Sire, Pierre Le­duc was an im­poster. He is dead.”

			“What can I do for you? You have giv­en me back those let­ters. … You have saved my life. … What can I do?”

			“Noth­ing, Sire.”

			“You in­sist upon my re­main­ing your debt­or?”

			“Yes, Sire.”

			The Em­per­or gave a last glance at that strange man who set him­self up in his pres­ence as his equal. Then he bowed his head slightly and walked away without an­oth­er word.

			“Aha, Majesty, I’ve caught you this time!” said Lupin, fol­low­ing him with his eyes. And, philo­soph­ic­ally, “No doubt it’s a poor re­venge … and would rather have re­covered Alsace-Lor­raine. … But still …”

			He in­ter­rup­ted him­self and stamped his foot on the ground:

			“You con­foun­ded Lupin! Will you nev­er change, will you al­ways re­main hate­ful and cyn­ic­al to the last mo­ment of your ex­ist­ence? Be ser­i­ous, hang it all! The time has come, now or nev­er, to be ser­i­ous!”

			He climbed the path that leads to the chapel and stopped at the place where the rock had broken loose. He burst out laugh­ing:

			“It was a good piece of work and His Im­per­i­al Majesty’s of­ficers did not know what to make of it. But how could they guess that I my­self loosened that rock, that, at the last mo­ment, I gave the de­cis­ive blow of the pick­axe and that the afore­said rock rolled down the path which I had made between it and … an em­per­or whose life I was bent on sav­ing?”

			He sighed:

			“Ah, Lupin, what a com­plex mind you have! All that trouble be­cause you had sworn that this par­tic­u­lar Majesty should shake you by the hand! A lot of good it has done you! ‘An Em­per­or’s hand five fin­gers has, no more,’ as Vic­tor Hugo might have said.”

			He entered the chapel and, with a spe­cial key, opened the low door of a little sac­risty. On a heap of straw, lay a man, with his hands and legs bound and a gag in his mouth.

			“Well, my friend, the her­mit,” said Lupin, “it wasn’t so very long, was it? Twenty-four hours at the most. … But I have worked jolly hard on your be­half! Just think, you have saved the Em­per­or’s life! Yes, old chap. You are the man who saved the Em­per­or’s life. I have made your for­tune, that’s what I’ve done. They’ll build a cathed­ral for you and put up a statue to you when you’re dead and gone. Here, take your things.”

			The her­mit, nearly dead with hun­ger, staggered to his feet. Lupin quickly put on his own clothes and said:

			“Farewell, O worthy and ven­er­able man. For­give me for this little up­set. And pray for me. I shall need it. Etern­ity is open­ing its gate wide to me. Farewell.”

			He stood for a few mo­ments on the threshold of the chapel. It was the sol­emn mo­ment at which one hes­it­ates, in spite of everything, be­fore the ter­rible end of all things. But his res­ol­u­tion was ir­re­voc­able and, without fur­ther re­flec­tion, he dar­ted out, ran down the slope, crossed the level ground of Tiberi­us’s Leap and put one leg over the hand­rail:

			“Lupin, I give you three minutes for play­act­ing. ‘What’s the good?’ you will say. ‘There is nobody here.’ Well … and what about you? Can’t you act your last farce for your­self? By Jove, the per­form­ance is worth it. … Arsène Lupin, hero­ic com­edy in eighty scenes. … The cur­tain rises on the death-scene … and the prin­cip­al part is played by Lupin in per­son. … ‘Bravo, Lupin!’ … Feel my heart, ladies and gen­tle­men … sev­enty beats to the minute. … And a smile on my lips. … ‘Bravo, Lupin! Oh, the rogue, what cheek he has!’ … Well, jump, my lord. … Are you ready? It’s the last ad­ven­ture, old fel­low. No re­grets? Re­grets? What for, heav­ens above? My life was splen­did. Ah, Dolores, Dolores, if you had not come in­to it, ab­om­in­able mon­ster that you were! … And you, Malreich, why did you not speak? … And you, Pierre Le­duc. … Here I am! … My three dead friends, I am about to join you. … Oh, Geneviève, my dear Geneviève! … Here, have you done, you old play-act­or? … Right you are! Right you are! I’m com­ing. …”

			He pulled his oth­er leg over, looked down the abyss at the dark and mo­tion­less sea and, rais­ing his head:

			“Farewell, im­mor­tal and thrice-blessed nature! Mor­it­ur­us te sa­lutat! Farewell, all that is beau­ti­ful on earth! Farewell, splendor of things. Farewell, life!”

			He flung kisses to space, to the sky, to the sun. … Then, fold­ing his arms, he took the leap.

			

			Sidi-bel-Abbes. The bar­racks of the For­eign Le­gion. An ad­jut­ant sat smoking and read­ing his news­pa­per in a small, low-ceilinged room.

			Near him, close to the win­dow open­ing on the yard, two great dev­ils of non­com­mis­sioned of­ficers were jab­ber­ing in gut­tur­al French, mixed with Teuton­ic phrases.

			The door opened. Someone entered. It was a slightly-built man, of me­di­um height, smartly-dressed.

			The ad­jut­ant rose, glared an­grily at the in­truder and growled:

			“I say, what on earth is the or­derly up to? … And you, sir, what do you want?”

			“Ser­vice.”

			This was said frankly, im­per­i­ously.

			The two non­coms burst in­to a silly laugh. The man looked at them askance.

			“In oth­er words, you wish to en­list in the Le­gion?” asked the ad­jut­ant.

			“Yes, but on one con­di­tion.”

			“Con­di­tions, by Jove! What con­di­tions?”

			“That I am not left moul­der­ing here. There is a com­pany leav­ing for Mo­rocco. I’ll join that.”

			One of the non­coms gave a fresh chuckle and was heard to say:

			“The Moors are in for a bad time. The gen­tle­man’s en­list­ing.”

			“Si­lence!” cried the man, “I don’t stand be­ing laughed at.”

			His voice soun­ded harsh and mas­ter­ful.

			The non­com, a bru­tal-look­ing gi­ant, re­tor­ted:

			“Here, re­cruity, you’d bet­ter be care­ful how you talk to me, or …”

			“Or what?”

			“You’ll get some­thing you won’t like, that’s all!”

			The man went up to him, took him round the waist, swung him over the ledge of the win­dow and pitched him in­to the yard.

			Then he said to the oth­er:

			“Go away.”

			The oth­er went away.

			The man at once re­turned to the ad­jut­ant and said:

			“Lieu­ten­ant, pray be so good as to tell the ma­jor that Don Lu­is Per­enna, a Span­ish grandee and a French­man at heart, wishes to take ser­vice in the For­eign Le­gion. Go, my friend.”

			The flab­ber­gas­ted ad­jut­ant did not move.

			“Go, my friend, and go at once. I have no time to waste.”

			The ad­jut­ant rose, looked at his astound­ing vis­it­or with a be­wildered eye and went out in the tamest fash­ion.

			Then Lupin lit a ci­gar­ette and, sit­ting down in the ad­jut­ant’s chair, said, aloud:

			“As the sea re­fused to have any­thing to say to me, or rather as I, at the last mo­ment, re­fused to have any­thing to say to the sea, we’ll go and see if the bul­lets of the Moors are more com­pas­sion­ate. And, in any case, it will be a smarter fin­ish. … Face the en­emy, Lupin, and all for France! …”

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. See Arsène Lupin. By Edgar Jepson and Maurice Leb­lanc. (Doubleday, Page & Co.).

			2. See The Hol­low Needle. By Maurice Leb­lanc. Trans­lated by Al­ex­an­der Teixeira de Mat­tos and pub­lished by Doubleday, Page & Co.

			3. See Arsène Lupin, by Edgar Jepson and Maurice Leb­lanc, and The Hol­low Needle, by Maurice Leb­lanc, trans­lated by Al­ex­an­der Teixeira de Mat­tos.

			4. Per­son­al ad­vert­ise­ments in the French news­pa­pers are charged by the line, not by the word; and con­sequently nearly every word is clipped down to two, three or four let­ters.

			5. Since M. Len­or­mand left the de­tect­ive ser­vice, two oth­er crim­in­als have es­caped by the same door, after shak­ing off the of­ficers in charge of them; the po­lice kept both cases dark. Nev­er­the­less, it would be very easy, if this com­mu­nic­a­tion is ab­so­lutely re­quired, to re­move the use­less bolt on the oth­er side of the door, which en­ables the fu­git­ive to cut off all pur­suit and to walk away quietly through the pas­sage lead­ing to Civil Court 7 and through the cor­ridor of the Chief Pres­id­ent’s Court.

			6. The murder of Bar­on Dorf, that mys­ter­i­ous and dis­con­cert­ing af­fair, will one day be the sub­ject of a story which will give an idea of Arsène Lupin’s as­ton­ish­ing qual­it­ies as a de­tect­ive.

			7. The French slang ex­pres­sion for its pris­on-van or “black Maria.”

			8. See Arsène Lupin. By Edgar Jepson and Maurice Leb­lanc.

			9. See Arsène Lupin. By Edgar Jepson and Maurice Leb­lanc.

			10.

			
				
					Our days go by, adrift, adrift,
					

					Borne along by cur­rent swift
					

					That urges them to­ward the strand
					

					Where not un­til we die, we land.
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